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Reginald Hill 


Death’s Jest-Book 


The woodcut illustrations which prefigure each of the 
novel’s thirteen sections are taken from Hans Holbein the 
Younger’s Dance of Death and the decorated letters at the 
start of each chapter derive from the same artist’s A/ohabet 
of Death 


For death is more ‘a jest’ than Life, you see 
Contempt grows quick from familiarity. 


| owe this wisdom to Anatomy. 
T. L. beddoes Lines to B.W. Proctor 


... fat men can’t write sonnets T. L. beddoes The Bride’s 
Tragedy |.il. 





The Physician 


Imagined Scenes 


from 


AMONG OTHER THINGS: The Quest for Thomas Lovell 
Beddoes 


by Sam Johnson MA, PhD (first draft)  ‘ 
Clifton, Glos. June 1808 


That’s it, man. Hold her head, hold her head. For God’s 
sake, you behind, get your shoulder into it. Come, girl. 
Come, girl.’ 


The shouter of these instructions, a burly man of about 
fifty years with a close-cropped head and a face made to 
command, stands halfway up a broad sweeping staircase. A 
few stairs below him a rustic, his naturally ruddy complexion 
even more deeply incarnadined by exertion, is leaning 
backwards like the anchor in a tug-o’-war, pulling with all his 
strength on a rope whose lower end is tied round the neck 
of a large brown cow. 


Behind the beast a nervous-looking footman is making 
encouraging fluttering gestures with his hands. From the 
marble-floored hallway below a housekeeper and butler 
watch with massive disapproval, while over the balustrade 
of the landing lean a pair of housemaids, arms full of sheets, 
all discipline forgotten, their faces bright with delight at this 
rare entertainment, and especially at the discomfiture of the 
footman. 


Between them kneels a solemn-faced little boy, his hands 
gripping the gilded wrought iron rails, who observes the 
scene with keen but unsurprised gaze. 


‘Push, man, push, it can’t bite you!’ roars the burly man. 


The footman, used to obey and perhaps aware of the 
watching maids, takes a step forward and leans with one 
hand on each of the cow’s haunches. 


As if stimulated by the pressure, the beast raises its tail 
and evacuates its bowels. Caught full in the chest by the 
noxious jet, the footman tumbles backwards, the maids 
squeal, the little boy smiles to see such fun, and the cow as 
if propelled by the exuberance of its own extravasation 
bounds up the remaining stairs at such a pace that both the 
rustic and the burly man are hard put to retreat safely to the 
landing. 


Below, the butler and the housekeeper check that the 
bemired footman is unhurt. Then the woman hastens up the 
Stairs, her face dark with indignation, which the maids 
observing, they beat a hasty retreat. 


‘Dr Beddoes!’ she cries. ‘This is beyond toleration!’ 


‘Come now, Mrs Jones,’ says the burly man. ‘Is not your 
mistress’s health worth a little labour with brush and pan? 
Lead her on, George.’ 


The rustic begins to lead the now completely cowed cow 
along the landing towards a half-open bedroom door. The 
man follows, with the small boy a step behind. 


Mrs Jones, the housekeeper, finding no answer to the 
doctor’s reproof, changes her line of attack. 


‘A sick room is certainly no place for a child,’ she 
proclaims. ‘What would his mother say?’ 


‘His mother, ma’am, being a woman of good sense and 
aware of her duty, would say that his father knows best,’ 
observes the doctor sardonically. ‘A child’s eye sees the 
simple facts of things. It is old wives’ fancies that give them 
the tincture of horror. My boy has already looked unmoved 


on sights which have sent many a strapping medical 
student tumbling into the runnel. ‘Twill stand him in good 
stead if he chooses to follow his father’s example. Come, 
Tom.’ 


So saying, he takes the boy by the hand and, passing in 
front of the cow and its keeper, he pushes open the 
bedroom door. 


This is a large room in the modern airy style, but 
rendered dark by heavily draped windows and illumined 
only by a single taper whose glim picks out the features of a 
figure lying in a huge square bed. It is a woman, old, sunken 
cheeked, eyes closed, pale as candle wax, and showing no 
sign of life. By the bedside kneels a thin black-clothed man 
who looks up as the door opens and slowly rises. 


‘You're too late, Beddoes,’ he says. ‘She is gone to her 
maker.’ 


‘That’s your professional opinion, is it, Padre?’ says the 
doctor. ‘Well, let’s see.’ 


He goes to the window and pulls aside the drapes, letting 
in the full beam of a Summer sun. 


In its light he stands looking down at the old woman, with 
his hand resting lightly on her neck. 


Then he turns and calls, ‘George, don’t hang back, man. 
Lead her in.’ 


The rustic advances with the cow. 


The parson cries, ‘Nay, Beddoes, this is unseemly. This is 
not well done! She is at peace, she is with the angels.’ 


The doctor ignores him. Helped by the rustic and 
observed with wide unblinking eyes by his son, he 
manoeuvres the cow’s head over the still figure in the bed. 
Then he punches the beast lightly in the stomach so that it 


opens its jaws and exhales a great gust of grassy breath 
directly into the woman’s face. Once, twice, three times he 
does this, and on the third occasion the cow’s long wet 
tongue licks lightly over the pallid features. 


The woman opens her eyes. 


Perhaps she expects to see angels, or Jesus, or even the 
ineffable glory of the Godhead itself. 


Instead what her dim vision discovers is a gaping maw 
beneath broad flaring nostrils, all topped by a pair of sharp 
pointed horns. 


She shrieks and sits bolt upright. 


The cow retreats, the doctor puts a supporting arm round 
the woman’s shoulders. 


‘Welcome back, my lady. Will you take a_ little 
nourishment?’ 


Her gaze clearing and the agitation fading from her 
features, she nods feebly and the doctor eases her back on 
to her pillows. 


‘Take Betsy out, George,’ says Beddoes. ‘Her work is 
done.’ 


And to his son he says, ‘You see how it is, young Tom. 
The parson here preaches miracles. We lesser men have to 
practise them. Mrs Jones, a little nourishing broth for your 
mistress, if you please.’ 


Clifton, Glos, December 1808 


Another bedroom, another bed, with another still figure 
stretched on it, arms crossed on breast, eyes staring 
sightlessly at the ceiling. But this is no old woman paled into 
a simulacrum of death by illness and debility. She, by the 


mercy of God and the ministrations of her doctor, still lives, 
but now Thomas Beddoes Sr, aged only forty-eight and 
looking as strong and wilful as ever he did in life, has 
leapfrogged his ancient patient into the grave. 


Two women stand by the bed, one with her face so 
scored by grief she looks more fit to be laid on a bier than 
her husband, the other, some years older, with her arm 
round the wife’s waist, offering comfort. 


‘Do not give yourself over so utterly to grief, Anne,’ she 
urges. ‘Remember the children. You must be their strength 
now, and they will be yours.’ 


The children ... yes, the children,’ says Anne Beddoes 
distractedly. They must be told ... they must be shown and 
take their farewells 


‘Not all of them,’ says the other gently. ‘Let Tom do for 
all. He is a thoughtful child for his age and will know how 
best to tell the others. Shall | fetch him now, Sister?’ 


‘Please, yes, if you think it best...’ 
‘But first his eyes ... should we not close his eyes?’ 
They look down at the strong staring face. 


The parson tried but could not draw the lids down,’ says 
Anne. ‘He was in his prime, so full of energy ... | do not think 
he was ready to leave the world he could see for one which 
is invisible 

‘It is a great loss, to you, to us all, to the poor of Bristol, 
to the world of science. Compose yourself a little, Sister, and 
| will fetch young Tom.’ 


She leaves the room, but does not have far to go. 


Little Thomas Lovell Beddoes is sitting on the top stair, 
reading a book. 


‘Tom, my sweet, you must come with me.’ she says. 


The boy looks up and smiles. He likes his Aunt Maria. To 
the world she is Miss Edgeworth, the famous novelist, and 
when he told her that one day he too would like to write 
books, she didn’t mock him but said seriously, ‘And so you 
Shall, Tom, else you would not be your father’s son.’ 


Also she tells him stories. They are good stories, well 
structured, but lacking a little of the colour and excitement 
he already prefers in a narrative. But this is no matter as 
when he retells the tales to his brother and sisters, he is 
quite capable of adding enough of these elements to give 
them nightmares. 


He stands up and takes his aunt’s hand. 
‘Is Father well again?’ he asks. 


‘No, Tom, though he is in a place where all are well,’ she 
says. ‘He has left us, Tom, he has gone to Heaven. You must 
be a comfort to your dear mama.’ 


The little boy frowns but does not speak as Aunt Maria 
leads him into the bedroom. 


‘Oh, Tom, Tom,’ sobs his mother, embracing him so 
tightly he can hardly breathe. But all the time as she 
presses his head against her breast, his eyes are fixed upon 
the still figure on the bed. 


His aunt prises him loose from the sobbing woman and 
says, ‘Now say goodbye to your papa, Tom. Next time you 
see him will be in a better world than this.’ 


The boy goes to the bedside. He stands a little while, 
looking down into those staring eyes with a gaze equally 
unblinking. Then he leans forward as if to plant a kiss on the 
dead man’s lips. 


But instead of a kiss, he blows. Once, twice, thrice, each 
time harder, aiming the jet of warm breath at the pale 
mouth and flared nostrils. 


‘Tom!’ cries his aunt. ‘What are you doing?’ 
‘I’m bringing him back,’ says the boy without looking up. 


He blows again. Now the assurance which had marked 
his mien till this moment is beginning to fade. He is gripping 
his father’s right hand, and squeezing the fingers in search 
of a respondent pressure. And all the time he is puffing and 
blowing, his face red with effort, like an athlete straining for 
the tape at the end of a long race. 


His aunt moves swiftly forward. 
‘Tom, stop that. You are upsetting your mama. Tom!’ 


She seizes him, he resists, not blowing now but shouting, 
and she has to pull him away from the corpse by main force. 
His mother stands there, clenched fist to her mouth, 
shocked to silence by this unexpected turn. 


And as he is dragged out of the bedroom by his aunt, and 
across the landing, and down the stairs, his cries fade away 
like the calls of a screech owl across a darkling moor which 
still echo disturbingly in the mind long after they have died 
from the ear. 


‘Fetch the cow ... Fetch the cow ... Fetch the cow...’ 
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The Robber 


Letter 1 Received Sat Dec 15" PP 


St Godric’s College 


Cambridge 


Fri Dec 14th The Quaestor’s Lodging 


Dear Mr Pascoe, 
Cambridge! St Godric’s College! The Quaestor’s Lodging! 


Ain’t | the swell then? Ain’t | a Home Office commercial 
for the rehabilitating powers of the British penal system? 


But who am I? you must be wondering. Or has that 
sensitive intuition for which you are justly famous told you 
already? 


Whatever, let me end speculation and save you the 
bother of looking to the end of what could be a long letter. 


| was born in a village called Hope, and it used to be my 
little joke that if | happened to die by drowning in Lake 
Disappointment in Australia, my cruciform headstone could 
read 


Here lies 
Francis Xavier Roote 
Born in 
HOPE 
Died in 
DISAPPOINTMENT 


Yes, it’s me, Mr Pascoe, and guessing what could be your 
natural reaction to getting mail from a man you banged up 


for what some might call the best years of his life, let me 
hasten to reassure you: 


THIS ISN’T A THREATENING LETTER! 
On the contrary, it’s a REASSURING letter. 


And not one | would have dreamt of writing if events over 
the past year hadn’t made it clear how much you need 
reassurance. Me too, especially since my life has taken such 
an unexpected turn for the better. Instead of grubbing away 
in my squalid little flat, here | am relaxing in the luxury of 
the Quaestor’s Lodging. And in case you think | must have 
broken in, | enclose the annual conference programme of 
the Romantic and Gothic Studies Association (RAGS for 
Short!). There’s my name among the list of delegates. And if 
you look at nine o’clock on Saturday morning, there you will 
see it again. Suddenly | have a future; | have friends; out of 
Despair | have found my way back to Hope and it’s starting 
to look as if after all | may not be heading for the cold 
waters of Disappointment! 


Incidentally, | shared my macabre little jest with one of 
my new friends, Linda Lupin MEP, when she took me to 
meet another, Frere Jacques, the founder of the Third 
Thought Movement. 


What brought it to mind was we were standing in the 
grounds of the Abbaye du Saint Graal, the Cornelian 
monastery of which Jacques is such a distinguished member. 
The grounds opened with no barrier other than a 
meandering stream choked with cresses on to a World War 
One military cemetery whose rows of white crosses ran 
away from us up a Shallow rise, getting smaller and smaller 
till the most distant looked no larger than the half-inch ones 
Linda and | carried on silver chains round our necks. 


Linda laughed loudly. Appearances can deceive (who 
knows that better than you?) and finding Linda possessed of 


a great sense of humour has been a large step in our 
relationship. Jacques grinned too. Only Frere Dierick, who 
has attached himself to Jacques as a sort of amanuensis 
with pretensions to Boswellian status, pursed his lips in 
disapproval of such out-of-place levity. His slight and 
fleshless figure makes him look like Death in a cowl, but in 
fact he’s stuffed to the chops with Flemish phlegm. Jacques 
happily, despite being tall, blond and in the gorgeous ski- 
instructor mould, has much more of Gallic air and fire in 
him, plus he is unrepentantly Anglophile. 


Linda said, ‘Let’s see if we can’t dispose of you a bit 
further south in Australia, Fran. There’s a Lake Grace, | 
believe. Died in Grace, that’s what Third Thought’s all 
about, right, Brother?’ 


This reduction of the movement to a jest really got up 
Dierick’s bony nose but before he could speak, Jacques 
smiled and said, ‘This | love so much about the English. You 
make a joke of everything. The more serious it is, the more 
you make the jokes. It is deliriously childish. No, that is not 
the word. Childlike. You are the most childlike of all the 
nations of Europe. That is your strength and can be your 
salvation. Your great poet Wordsworth knew that childhood 
is a state of grace. Shades of the prison house begin to 
close about the growing boy. It is the child alone who 
understands the holiness of the heart’s affections.’ 


Getting your Romantics mixed there, Jacques, old frére, | 
thought, at the same time trying to work out if the bit about 
shades of the prison house was a crack. But | don’t think so. 
By all accounts Jacques’ own background is too colourful for 
him to be judgmental about others, and anyway he’s not 
that kind of guy. 


But it’s funny how sensitive you can get about things like 
a prison record. These days | know that some ex-cons make 
a very profitable profession out of being ex-cons. That must 


really piss you and your colleagues off. But I’m not like that. 
All | want to do is forget about my time inside and get on 
with my life, cultivate my garden, so to speak. 


Which is what | was doing quite successfully, and 
ultimately literally, till you came bursting through the hedge 
I'd built for protection and privacy. 


Not once, not twice, but three times. 
First with suspicion that | was harassing your dear wife! 
Next with allegation that | was stalking your good self!! 


And finally with accusation that | was involved in a series 
of brutal murders!!! 


Which is the main reason I’m writing to you. The time has 
come, | think, for some straight talking between us, not in 
any spirit of recrimination but just so that when we’re done, 
we can both continue our lives, you in the certainty that 
neither you nor those you love need fear any harm from me, 
and myself with the assurance that, now my life has taken 
such a strong turn for the better, | needn’t concern myself 
with the possibility that once again the tender seedlings in 
my garden shall feel the weight of your trampling feet. 


All we need, it seems to me, is total openness, a return to 
that childlike honesty we all possess before the shades of 
the prison house begin to close, and perhaps then | can 
persuade you that during my time in Yorkshire’s answer to 
the Bastille, Chapel Syke Prison, | never once fantasized 
about taking revenge on my dear old friends, Mr Dalziel and 
Mr Pascoe. Revenge | have studied, certainly, but only in 
literature under the tutelage of my wise mentor and beloved 
friend, Sam Johnson. 


As you know, he’s dead now, Sam, and so, God damn his 
soul, is the man who killed him. Unless of course you pay 


any heed to Charley Penn. Doubting Charley! Who trusts 
nobody and believes nothing. 


But even Charley can’t deny that Sam’s dead. He’s dead. 


When thou know’st this, thou know’st how dry a cinder 
this world is. 


| miss him every day, and all the more because his death 
has contributed so much to the dramatic upturn in my life. 
Strange, isn’t it, how tragedy can be the progenitor of 
triumph? In this case, two tragedies. If that poor student of 
Sam’s hadn’t overdosed in Sheffield last summer, Sam 
would never have moved to Mid-Yorkshire. And if Sam 
hadn’t moved to Mid-Yorkshire, then he wouldn’t have 
become one of the monstrous Wordman’s victims. And if 
that hadn’t happened, | would not be basking in the glow of 
present luxury and promised success here in God’s (which, | 
gather, is how the illuminati refer to St Godric’s!) 


But back to you and your fat friend. 


I’m not saying that | felt any deep affection for the pair of 
you or gratitude for what you’d done to me. If | thought of 
you at all it was in conventional terms, good cop, bad cop; 
the knee in the balls, the shoulder to cry on, both of you 
monsters, of course, but the kind that no stable society can 
do without, for you are the beasts that guard our gates and 
let us sleep safe in our beds. 


Except when we're in prison. Then you cannot protect us. 


Mr Dalziel, the ball-crushing knee, would probably say 
that we have foregone your protection. 


But not you, dear Mr Pascoe, the damp shoulder. What 
I’ve heard and seen of you over the years since our first 
encounter makes me think you are more than just a role- 
player. 


I'd guess you’ve got doubts about the penal system as it 
stands. In fact | suspect you’ve got doubts about many 
aspects of this creaky old society of ours, but of course 
being a career policeman makes it difficult for you to speak 
out. Doesn’t stop your good lady, though, dear Mrs Pascoe, 
Ms Soper as she was in those long lost days when | was a 
young and fancy-free student at Holm Coultram College. 
How delighted | was to hear that you’d got married! News 
like that brings a little warmth and colour seeping through 
even the damp grey walls of Chapel Syke. Some unions 
seem to be made in heaven, don’t they? Like Marilyn and 
Arthur; Woody and Mia; Chas and Di... 


All right, can’t win ‘em all, can we? But at the time each 
of those marriages had that things-are-looking-up feel-good 
quality and, in terms of survival, yours looks like it could be 
the exception that proves the rule. Well done! 


But, as | was saying, within those walls not even the nice 
worrying cops like you can do much to protect the rights of 
young and vulnerable cons like me. 


So even if I’d wanted to plan revenge, | wouldn’t have 
had time to do it. 


| was too busy looking for a route to survival. 


| needed help, of course, for one thing | quickly worked 
out. 


You can’t survive alone in prison. 


As you well know, I’m not defenceless. My tongue is my 
chief weapon, and given room to wield it in, | reckon | can 
nimble my way out of most predicaments. 


But if one nasty con is twisting your arms up your back 
while another’s sticking his cock in your mouth, wagging 
your tongue tends to be counter-productive. 


This was the likely fate a guy | got banged up with on 
remand took some pleasure in mapping out for me if | got 
sent down to the Syke. Good-looking, blond, blue-eyed boy 
with a nice slim figure would be made very welcome there, 
he assured me, adding with a bitter laugh that he used to be 
a good-looking blond blue-eyed boy himself. 


Looking at his scarred, hollow-cheeked, broken-nosed, 
ochre-toothed face, | found it hard to believe, but something 
in his voice carried conviction. Something in his judge’s too, 
and next time we met was when we arrived at Chapel Syke 
together. 


He was an old hand at this and though | soon sussed out 
that he was far too far down the pecking order to have any 
value as a protector, | squeezed every last detail | could get 
out of him about how the place worked as we went about 
our new-boy task of cleaning the bogs. 


The main man was a ten-year con called Polchard, first 
name Matthew, known to his intimates as Mate, though not 
because of any innate amiability. He wasn’t much to look at, 
being scrawny, bald, and so white faced it was like seeing 
the skull beneath the skin. But his standing was confirmed 
by the fact that during ‘association’ he always had a table to 
himself in the crowded ‘parlour’ which is what they called 
the association room. There he sat, scowling down at a 
chessboard (Mate: gerrit?) and studying a little book in 
which he occasionally made notes before moving a piece. 
From time to time someone would bring him a mug of tea. If 
anyone wanted to talk to him, they stood patiently by, a 
couple of feet from the table, till he deigned to notice them. 
And on rare occasions if what they said was of particular 
interest, they’d be invited to pull up a chair and sit down. 


Polchard himself didn’t do sex, my ‘friend’ informed me, 
but his lieutenants were always on the lookout for new 


talent and if he gave them the go-ahead, | might as well 
touch my toes and think of England. 


But in the short term, he went on to say, | was most at 
risk from a freelancer like Brillo Bright. You may have 
encountered him and his twin brother, Dendo. God knows 
where their names came from, though | have heard it 
suggested that Brillo got his after soending some time ina 
padded cell (Brillo Pad, OK?) At some point Brillo had 
decided that having a spread eagle tattooed across his bald 
pate and beetling brow with its talons wrapped around his 
eye sockets was a good way of improving his facial beauty. 
He might have been right. What it certainly must have 
improved was the odds on his being recognized whenever 
he pursued his chosen profession of armed robbery, which 
possibly explained why he’d spent half of his thirty-odd 
years in jail. Brother Dendo was by comparison an 
intellectual, but only by comparison, being an unpredictably 
vicious thug. The Brights were the only cons to have an 
existence independent of Polchard. On the surface they 
were all chums together, but in fact they were far too 
unstable for Polchard to risk the hassle of a confrontation. 
So they existed like the Isle of Man, offshore, closely related 
to the mainland, but in many ways a law unto themselves. 


And helping themselves to a tasty newcomer would be a 
way for Brillo and Dendo to affirm their independence 
without risking any real provocation of the main man. 


To survive | had to find a way of getting myself under 
Polchard’s protection which didn’t involve getting under one 
of his boys. Not that I’ve got any serious objection to a close 
Same sex relationship, but | knew from anecdote and 
observation that letting yourself become a centre-fold 
spread in prison means you're pinned down at the bottom of 
the heap just as surely as if you’d got a staple through your 
belly button. 


First off, | had to show | wasn’t to be messed with. So | 
laid my plans. 


A couple of days later | waited till | saw Dendo and Brillo 
go into the shower room, and | followed them. 


Brillo looked at me like a fox who’s just seen a chicken 
come strolling into his earth. 


| hung my towel up and stepped under the shower, 
plastic shampoo bottle in hand. 


Brillo said something to his brother who laughed, then he 
moved towards me. He wasn’t all that well hung for such a 
big man, but what there was certainly had a strong sense of 
anticipation. 


‘Hello, girlie,’ he said. ‘Like someone to do your back?’ 


| unscrewed the top of my shampoo bottle and said, 
‘Have you got that chicken sitting on your head so everyone 
will know you’ve got scrambled egg for brains?’ 


It took him a moment to work this out, then his eyes 
bulged in fury, which was fine as it doubled my target area. 


As he lunged towards me, | raised the bottle and 
squeezed and sent a jet of the lavatory cleaning bleach I'd 
filled it with straight into his eyes. 


He screamed and started to knuckle at his eyes and | 
gave the skinned end of his rampant dick another quick 
burst. Now he didn’t know what to do with his hands. | 
stooped, hooked his left ankle from under him, then stood 
back as he tumbled over, hitting his head against the wall 
with such force that he cracked a tile. 


All this in the space of a few seconds. Dendo meanwhile 
had been standing there in sheer disbelief but now he 
began to advance. | waved the shampoo bottle towards him 
and he halted. 


| said, ‘Either get bird-brain here to a medic or buy him a 
white stick.’ 


Then | picked up my towel and retreated. 


You see how I’m putting myself in your hands, my dear 
Mr Pascoe. A confession to assault and grievous bodily harm 
occasioning death. For it turned out that Brillo had a 
Surprisingly thin skull for so thick a man, and there was 
damage which led to a tardily diagnosed meningeal problem 
which led to his demise. You could probably get an 
investigation going even after all this time. Not that | think 
the authorities at the Syke would applaud you. They went 
through the motions at the time, but brother Dendo who 
couldn’t bring himself to co-operate with the Law even in 
circumstances like these, lost it when one of the screws 
dissed his dead brother and broke his jaw. 


That got him out of the way for which | was mightily 
relieved. Of course all the cons knew what had happened, 
but in the Syke no one grassed without Polchard’s say-so, 
and as there was a touch of negligence in Brillo’s death, the 
screws were glad to bury him and the affair, very few 
questions were asked. 


That was stage one. Polchard too probably wasn’t sorry 
to see the back of the Brights, but there were plenty of 
people around who would be happy to do Dendo a favour, 
so | still needed the top man’s protection. 


So to stage two. 


At the next period in the parlour, | approached his table 
and stood at what I’d worked out was the appropriate 
petitioning distance. 


He ignored me completely, not even glancing up under 
his bushy eyebrows. Conversation and activity went on 
elsewhere in the room but it had that hushed unreal quality 
you get when people are simply going through the motions. 


| studied the chessboard as he worked out his next move. 
He’d obviously started with an orthodox Queen’s Pawn 
opening and countered it with a variation on the Slav 
defence. Playing yourself is a form of exercise by which the 
top-flight chess-player can keep his basic skills honed, but 
the only real test, of course, lies in pitting them against the 
unpredictability of an equal or superior player. 


Finally after what must have been twenty minutes and 
with only another five of the association period left, he 
made his move. 


Then, still without looking up, he said, ‘What?’ 


| stepped forward, picked up the black bishop and took 
his knight. 


The room went completely silent. 


Leaving the knight open to the bishop was a trap, of 
course. One which he’d laid for himself and would therefore 
not have fallen into. But | had. What he needed to know now 
was, had | done it out of sheer incompetence, or did | have 
an agenda of my own? 


At least that’s what | hoped he needed to know. 


After a long minute, still without looking up, he said, 
‘Chair.’ 

A chair was thrust against the back of my legs and | sat 
down. 


He spent the remaining period of association studying 
the board. 


When the bell went to summon us back to our cells he 
looked me in the face for the first time and said, Tomorrow.’ 


And thus | moved out of the first, which is the most 
dangerous, stage of my prison career, Mr Pascoe. If I’d just 
sat around rehearsing revenge on yourself, | would by this 


point probably have been raped, possibly mutilated, 
certainly established as everyone’s yellow dog, to be kicked 
and humiliated at will. No, | had to be pragmatic, deal with 
the existing situation as best | could. Which is what I’m 
doing now. | make no bones about it. I-no longer want to be 
constantly glancing back over my shoulder, fearful that you 
are out there, driven to pursue me by your own fears. 


Perhaps one day we may both come to recognize that 
flying from a thing we dread is not so very different from 
pursuing a thing we love. If and when that day comes, then | 
hope, dear Mr Pascoe, .that | may see your face and take 
your outstretched hand and hear you Say, ‘ 


‘Jesus bloody Christ!’ said Peter Pascoe. 


‘Yes, | know it’s that time of year’ said Ellie Pascoe who 
was sitting at the other side of the breakfast table looking 
without enthusiasm at a scatter of envelopes clearly 
containing Christmas cards. ‘But is it fair to blame a radical 
Jewish agitator for the way western capitalism has chosen to 
make a fast buck from his alleged birthday?’ 


‘The cheeky sod!’ exclaimed Pascoe. 


‘Ah, it’s a guessing game,’ said Ellie. ‘OK. It’s from the 
palace saying the Queen is minded to make you a duchess 
in the New Year’s Honours list. No? OK, | give up.’ 


‘It’s from bloody Roote. He’s in Cambridge, for God’s 
Sake!’ 


‘Bloody Roote? You mean Franny Roote? The student? 
The short story writer?’ 


‘No, | mean Roote the ex-con. The psycho criminal.’ 
‘Oh, that Roote. So what’s he say?’ 
‘I’m not sure. | think the bastard’s forgiving me.’ 


‘Well that’s nice,’ yawned Ellie. ‘At least it’s more 
interesting than these sodding cards. What’s he doing in 
Cambridge?’ 


‘He’s at a conference on Romantic Studies in the early 
nineteenth century,’ said Pascoe, looking at the programme 
enclosed with the letter. 


‘Good for him,’ said Ellie. ‘He must be doing well.’ 


‘He’s only there because of Sam Johnson,’ said Pascoe 
dismissively. ‘Here we are. Nine o’clock this morning. Mr 
Francis Roote MA will read the late Dr Sam Johnson’s paper 
entitled Looking for the laughs in Death’s Jest-Book. That 
sounds a bundle of fun. What the hell does it mean?’ 


‘Death’s Jest-Book? You remember Samuel Lovell 
Beddoes, whose life Sam was working on when he died? 
Well, Death’s Jest-Book is this play that Beddoes worked at 
all his life. I’ve not read it but | gather it’s pretty Gothic. And 
it’s a revenge tragedy.’ 


‘Revenge. Aha.’ 


‘Don’t make connections which aren’t there, Peter. Let’s 
have a look at the letter.’ 


‘I’m not finished yet. There’s reams of the bloody thing.’ 


‘Well, give us the bit you’ve read. And don’t take too long 
reading the rest. Time and our daughter wait for no man.’ 


There had been a time when an off-duty Saturday meant 
a long lie in with the possibility of breakfast or, if he was 
very lucky, even tastier goodies in bed. But this was before 
his daughter Rosie had discovered she was musical. 


Whether any competent authority was going to confirm 
this discovery, Pascoe didn’t know. While not having a tin 
ear, his musical judgment wasn’t sufficiently refined to work 
out whether the faltering and scrannel notes he could even 


now hear issuing from her clarinet were much the same as 
those produced by a pre-pubescent Benny Goodman, or 
whether this was as good as it got. 


But while he was waiting to find out, Rosie had to have 
lessons from the best available teacher, viz. Ms Alicia 
Wintershine of the Mid-Yorkshire Sinfonietta, whose 
excellence was evidenced by the fact that the only session 
She had available (and that only because another budding 
virtuosa had discovered ponies) was nine o’clock on 
Saturday morning. 


So goodbye to breakfast in bed, and all that. 


But a man is still master in his own head if not his own 
house, and Pascoe buttered himself another piece of toast 
and settled down to the rest of Roote’s letter. 


Letter 1 cont. 
Sorry about the hiatus! 


| was interrupted by the entrance of a train of porters 
carrying enough luggage to keep the Queen of Sheba going 
for a long state visit. Behind them was a small lean athletic 
man with a shock of blond hair which looked almost white 
against his deeply tanned skin, whom | recognized instantly 
from his dust-jacket photos as Professor Dwight S. Duerden 
of Santa Apollonia University, California (or St Poll Uni, CA, 
as he expressed it). He seemed a little put out to find 
himself sharing the Quaestor’s Lodging with me, even 
though | had modestly chosen the smaller bedroom. 


(You will already, I’m sure, have worked out that I’m not 
the Quaestor - whatever that is - of God’s, but merely a 
temporary occupant of his rooms during the conference. The 
Quaestor himself is, | gather, conducting a party of 


Hellenophiles around the Aegean on a luxury cruise liner. 
This is a line of work that interests me strangely!) 


Professor Duerden and most of his luggage have now 
finally disappeared into his bedroom. If he intends a 
complete unpacking, he may be some time, so | Shall 
continue. 


Where was I? Oh yes, in the midst of what looks 
dangerously like becoming a rather tedious philosophical 
digression, so let me get back to straight narrative. 


The following day, | played Polchard to a draw. | think | 
could have beaten him, but | wouldn’t like to swear to it. 
Anyway, a draw seemed best for starters. 


After that we played every day. At first he always had 
white but after our third draw he turned the board round 
and thereafter we alternated. The sixth game | won. There 
was a moment of cenotaph silence in the room, only more in 
anticipation of sacrifice than remembrance of it, and as | 
made my way back to my cell, men who'd become quite 
friendly over the past couple of weeks drew away from me. | 
paid no heed. They were thinking of Polchard as . King Rat, | 
was thinking of him as Grand Master. There’s no fun playing 
someone not good enough to beat you, and less in playing 
someone who’s good enough but too scared. My long-term 
survival plan depended on establishing equality. 


That was my thinking, but | knew | could be wrong. | 
dreamt that night | was in that scene in Bergman’s Seventh 
Seal where the Knight plays Death at chess. | woke up ina 
muck sweat, thinking I’d made a terrible mistake. 


But next day he was sitting with the board set up and | 
knew | had been right. 


Now all | had to do was find a way of letting him beat me 
without him spotting it. 


But not straight off, | thought. That would be too obvious, 
and for him to catch me losing would be worse than 
constantly winning. So | played my normal game and 
planned ahead. Then Polchard made a move three times 
quicker than usual, and when | studied the board | realized | 
didn’t need to worry. All that solitary exercise had turned 
him into a fine defensive player. Well, it’s bound to when 
you're resisting attacking gambits you’ve devised yourself. 
But the bastard had been soaking up the details of the way | 
played and suddenly he’d gone into full attacking mode and 
| was in trouble. 


It would have been easy to fold up before his onslaught, 
but | didn’t. | twisted and turned and weaved and ducked, 
and when | finally knocked over my king, we both knew he’d 
beaten me fair and square. 


He smiled as he re-set the pieces. Like a ripple on a dark 
pool. 


‘Chess, war, job,’ he said. ‘All the same. Get them 
thinking one way, go the other.’ 


Not a bad game plan | suppose if you’re a career 
criminal. 


After that | stopped worrying about results. 


Now everyone was my friend again but | played it cool. | 
wanted to be accepted as an equal not envied as a 
favourite. | knew as long as | played my cards, and my 
pieces, right, I’d got a fully paid-up ticket to ride my stretch 
as comfortably as | could hope. 


But make yourself as comfortable as you like in a noisy 
stinking overcrowded iron-barred nineteenth-century prison 
and it’s still a fucking jail. 


Time to turn my energies to my next project, which was 
to get myself an exeat. 


You can see why | didn’t have any time for the luxury of 
plotting revenge! | had a delicate balancing act to perform, 
staying .Polchard’s friend and at the same time getting 
myself a sufficient reputation as a reformed character to get 
a transfer to a nice open prison. Despite all evidence to the 
contrary, the Powers That Be still have a touching belief in a 
correlation between education and virtue, so | did an Open 
University degree, opting for a strong sociological element 
on the grounds that this would give me the best opportunity 
to impress the PTB with my revitalized sense of Civic 
responsibility. Also it’s the easiest stuff imaginable. Anyone 
with half a mind can suss out in ten minutes flat which 
buttons to press to get your tutors cooing over your essays. 
Whisk up a froth of soft left sentiments with a stiffening of 
social deprivation statistics and you’re home and dry, or 
home and wet as the old unreconstructed Thatcherites 
would see it. With that out of the way, | started on an MA 
course on the same lines. My dissertation was on the theme 
of Crime and Punishment, which gave me the chance to 
really strut my born-again-citizen stuff. But it was so deadly 
dull! 


It would have been all right if | could have told them the 
truth about my fellow cons, which was that to most of them 
crime was a job like any other, except there was no 
unemployment problem. Treating prison as a retraining 
opportunity is pointless when you're dealing with people 
who think of themselves as out of circulation rather than out 
of work. Better to spend all that public money sending them 
on holidays abroad in the hope they’d get food poisoning or 
Legionnaire’s. But | knew that advancing such a theory 
wasn’t going to get me letters after my name, so | dripped 
out the usual gunge about socialization and rehabilitation 
and in the fullness of time became Francis Roote, MA. 


But | was still in the Syke, though by now I'd hoped to 
have smoothed my way out to Butlin’s, which is what my 


ingenious fellow felons called Butler’s Low, Yorkshire’s 
newest and most luxuriously appointed open prison on the 
fringe of the Peak District. 


| couldn’t understand why | didn’t seem to be making any 
progress in that direction. OK, | played chess with Polchard, 
but | wasn’t one of his mob in the heavy sense. | put this to 
one of the screws I'd sweet-talked into semi-confidential 
mode. 


‘You lot can’t keep giving me black marks for playing 
chess,’ | protested. 


He hesitated then said, ‘Maybe it’s not us who’re giving 
you the black marks.’ 


And that was it. But it was enough. 


It was Polchard who was making sure | didn’t get a 
transfer. 


He didn’t want to lose the only guy on the wing, probably 
in the whole of the Syke, who could give him a run for his 
money on the chessboard and all he had to do to keep me 
was let the screws know that losing me would make him, 
and therefore everyone else, very unhappy. 


| could see no way of changing this, so | had to find a 
way of countering it. 


| needed some big hitters in my corner. But where to 
look? 


The Governor was too busy watching his back against 
political do-gooders to have any time for individual cases, 
while the Chaplain was an old-fashioned whisky priest 
whose alcoholic amiability was so inclusive he even spoke 
up for Dendo Bright, who, thank God, had been transferred 
to some distant high-security unit. 


As for my obvious choice, the Prison Psychiatrist, this was 
a jolly little man with the unreassuring nickname of Bonkers, 
whom it was generally agreed you’d have to be mad to 
consult. But then came a Home Office inspection, which led 
to a temporary improvement in menu and the permanent 
removal,under some kind of cloud, of a still-smiling Bonkers. 


A short time later all over the jail ears and other things 
pricked when it was announced that a new trick cyclist had 
been appointed, and that it was a woman! 


Professor Duerden has interrupted me again. 


| see now that | misinterpreted his reaction when he first 
Saw me. He wasn’t dismayed to find he was sharing the 
Quaestor’s Lodging but puzzled to find he was sharing it 
with someone he’d never met and never heard of. 


An Englishman would have slid around the subject, and 
some Americans can be pretty devious too, but he was of 
the straight-from-the-shoulder school. 


‘So where’re you working, son?’ he asked me. 
‘Mid-Yorkshire University’ | replied. 


‘That so? Now remind me, who's’ running your 
department these days?’ 


‘Mr Dunstan,’l said. 


‘Dunstan?’ He looked puzzled. ‘Would that be Tony 
Dunstan the medievalist?’ 


‘No, it would be Jack Dunstan, the head gardener,’ | said. 


Once he got over his surprise, that really tickled him, and 
| saw no reason not to be completely open with him. | 
explained about being Sam Johnson’s pupil and how Sam 
had got me a job in the gardens, and how, as well as being 
Sam’s student, I’d also been a close friend and was, through 
the good offices of his sister, his literary executor. 


‘Sam was scheduled to present a paper at the 
conference,’ | concluded, ‘and when the Programme 
Committee contacted me to ask if | would be willing to read 
his paper, | felt | owed it to him to accept. | presume my 
name’s been substituted for his all down the line, which is 
how | come to be in the Quaestor’s Lodging.’ 


He said, ‘Yeah, that must be it,’ but | suspect he didn’t 
really reckon that even Sam rated high enough to be his 
roomy. 


In fact, I’ve been wondering about this myself and | think 
I’ve got it sussed. The programme says that special thanks 
are due to Sir Justinian Albacore, the Dean of St Godric’s, 
under whose auspices we are the guests of the college. That 
name rings a bell. Could this be the same J. C. Albacore 
whose study of the Gothic psyche, The Search for Nepenthe, 
you probably know? I’ve never read it myself, but | often 
Saw it propping up the broken leg of a sofa in Sam Johnson’s 
study. For this man was the great hate of Sam’s life. 
According to Sam, he’d given a lot of help to Albacore when 
he was writing Nepenthe, and the man had shown his 
gratitude by ripping off his Beddoes project! Sam got 
Suspicious on finding someone had been ahead of him when 
he delved into a couple of rare and apparently unrelated 
archives. Finally it emerged that Albacore was also working 
on a Beddoes critical biog. to appear in 2003, the 
bicentenary of TLB’s birth. And not long before his death, 
Sam was spitting fire at the news heard on the grapevine 
that Albacore’s publishers intended to preempt the field by 
publishing at the end of 2002. 


| described myself to Dwight as Sam’s literary executor, 
which wasn’t precisely true. What in fact occurred, as you 
probably heard, was that Linda Lupin, MEP, Sam’s half-sister 
and sole heir, decided out of the generosity of her spirit to 
place the reins of Sam’s researches into my hands. It 


probably won’t surprise you to learn that the publisher with 
whom Sam’s biography was contracted wasn’t best pleased. 


| can see his point of view. Who am |, after all? In literary 
terms, nobody, though my ‘colourful’ background was 
something their sales department felt they might have been 
able to use if the field had remained clear. But with 
Albacore’s book already being hyped around as the 
‘definitive’ biography, their judgment now was that setting 
me up to carry on where Sam had left off was throwing good 
money after bad. 


So, sorry, mate, but no deal for the big book that Sam 
was aiming at. 


They did however make an alternative proposal. 


Because Beddoes’ life is so thinly documented, Sam had 
been interlarding his script with what he clearly labelled 
‘Imagined Scenes’. These, as he explains in a draft preface, 
made no claim to be detailed accounts of actual incidents. 
Though some were based on known facts, others were 
simply imaginative projections, devised in order to give the 
reader a sense of the living reality of Beddoes’ existence. 
Many would, | believe, have been much modified in or 
totally expunged from the finished book. 


How would | feel, | was asked, about cutting out most of 
the hard-core lit. crit. stuff, working up a few more of these 
‘Imagined Scenes’, well spiced with a sprinkling of sex and 
violence, and producing one of those pop-biogs which had 
done so well in recent years? 


| didn’t need the time offered to think about it. 


| told them to get stuffed. | owe Sam a lot more than 
that. 


But while | was still reeling from the injustice of it all 
came this invitation for me to take up Sam’s place at the 


conference. 


I'd taken it on face value as the programmers paying a 
posthumous tribute to a valued colleague and at the same 
time saving themselves the bother of rejigging their 
programme. But this was no explanation of why, instead of 
being stuck in a student’s pad like the commonalty of 
lecturers, | was queening it in the Q’s lodging alongside 
Dwight Duerden. There had to be another motive and, since 
seeing Albacore’s name, I’ve been suspecting he might 
have hopes of sweet-talking Sam’s Beddoes research 
database out of me. 


Maybe I’m being paranoid. But the groves of academe 
are crowded with raptors, so Sam always assured me. 
Anyway, I'll be in a better position to judge once I’ve 
actually met the conference organizers, which will be at the 
Welcome Reception and Introductory Session in_ fifteen 
minutes’ time. 


Now where was I? Oh yes, the new female psych. Her 
name, believe it or not, was Amaryllis Haseen! 


Sporting with Amaryllis in the shade was, you will recall, 
one of the alternatives to writing poetry which Milton’s most 
un-Puritanical imagination suggested to him. My _ only 
acquaintance with the flower is the’ garishly fleshy 
specimens that sometimes turn up at Christmas. Well, by 
those standards, Ms Haseen lived up to her name and was 
generally regarded by most of the sex-starved cons as an 
early Christmas prezzie. As one of Polchard’s top lads said 
dreamily, ‘Tart like that you can tell all your sexual fancies 
to, it’s better than pulling your plonker over Women on Top.’ 


Everyone developed psychological problems. Ms Haseen 
was no fool, however. Her purpose in taking on the Chapel 
Syke consultancy was to garner material for a book on the 
psychology of incarceration, which she hoped would put 


more letters after her name and more money in her bank. (It 
came out last year, called Dark Cells, lots of nice reviews. 
I’m Prisoner XR pp. 193-207, by the way.) She quickly sorted 
out the wankers from the bankers. When Polchard’s 
lieutenant complained that he’d been dumped while I’d got 
a twice-weekly session, | smiled and said, ‘You’ve got to 
make ‘em feel they can help you, and that doesn’t mean 
flashing your bone and asking her to give it the once over 
like you did!’ That made even Polchard smile and thereafter 
whenever | came back from a session | had to face a 
barrage of obscene questions as to the progress | was 
making towards getting into her underwear. 


To tell the truth, | think | might have managed it, but | 
didn’t even try. Even if successful, what would | have got out 
of it? 


A few top-C’s of mindless delight (no chance in the 
circumstances for more than a quick knee-trembler) and a 
coda of post-coital sadness that might stretch for years! 


For | had to be a realist. Even if Amaryllis could be 
seduced into enjoying a bit of sport in the shade, when she 
walked out into the bright sunshine beyond the Syke’s main 
gates and thought of her promising career and her happy 
marriage, she was going to shudder with shame and fear 
and pre-empt any future accusations | might make by 
marking me down as a dangerous fantasist. (You think I’m 
being too cynical? Read on!) 


So | set my mind to finding out what it was that she 
wanted from me professionally and making sure that she 
got it. 


There was another danger here. You see, what she really 
wanted was to get a clear picture of what made me tick. 
And the trouble was that this subject fascinated me also. 


I’ve always known I’m not quite the same as other 
people, but the precise nature of this otherness eludes me. 
Is it based on an absence or a presence? Do | have 
something others lack, or am | lacking in something that 
others possess? 


Am I, in other words, a god among mortals or merely a 
wolf among sheep? 


The temptation to let it all hang out before her and see 
what her professional skills made of the fascinating tangle 
was great. But the risks were greater. Suppose her 
conclusion was that | was an incurable sociopath? 


So, regrettably, | felt | had to postpone the pleasures of 
complete analytical honesty till such time as 1 could pay for 
it out of my pocket rather than out of my freedom. 


Instead | devoted my energies to letting Amaryllis find 
what suited us both best - that is, a slightly fractured 
personality which would make an interesting paragraph in 
her book. 


It was good fun. The checkable facts about my 
background | was careful to leave intact. But after that, it 
was creativity hour as, like Dorothy after the twister, | 
stepped out of the black and white world of Kansas into the 
bright bold colours of Oz. Like most of these trick cyclists, 
she was fixated on my childhood and | had a great time 
inventing absurd stories about my dear old dad, who 
actually vanished from my life so early that | have no 
recollection of him whatsoever. You'll find most of them in 
her book. | knew | had a talent for fiction long before | won 
that short-story competition. 


Yet at the same time | was very aware that Amaryllis was 
no one’s fool. | had to assume she knew that my agenda 
was to help myself by apparently helping her. So, as with 
my chess games, | needed to play on many levels. 


It didn’t take many sessions before | began to think | was 
truly in control. 


Then she took me by surprise. Her opening was to ask 
me, ‘How do you feel about the people you hold responsible 
for putting you in the Syke?’ 


‘Apart from myself?’ | said. 


This seemed like a good answer, but she just grinned at 
me as if to say, ‘Come off it!’ 


So | smiled back and said, ‘You mean the policemen who 
arrested me and built the case against me?’ 


‘If that’s who you think responsible,’ she said. 


‘| don’t feel anything,’ | said. ‘In fact I’ve hardly thought 
about them since the trial.’ 


‘So revenge never enters your mind? No little fantasies to 
while your nights away?’ 


It was funny, I’d been feeding her lies and half-truths for 
weeks, and now when | was telling her it like it is, no 
prevarication whatsoever, | was getting that disbelieving 
grin. 


‘Read my lips,’ | said distinctly. ‘Thoughts of revenge 
haven’t broken my sleep nor troubled my waking hours. 
Cross my heart. Kiss the Book. Swear on my father’s grave.’ 


| meant it, every word. Still do. 


‘Then how do you explain the topic you propose for your 
PhD thesis?’ she asked. 


This took my breath away for two reasons. 


First, how the hell did she know what my proposed thesis 
topic was? 


And second, how did | explain it? 


The Revenge Theme in the English Drama. 


Could it be that all the time | thought | was coolly, calmly 
and collectedly planning my future like a rational man, deep 
down inside me some bitter scheming fury was obsessed 
with thought of vengeance against you and Mr Dalziel? 


Well, since then I’ve had a lot of time to think about it, 
and | can put my hand on my heart and declare with 
complete honesty that not one thought of you or Mr Dalziel 
crossed my mind as | chose my thesis topic. 


Like | said earlier, | was bored to tears by all the 
sociological crap I’d had to shovel out for my degrees. | 
wanted something different. | wanted something to do with 
real people feeling real passion and | knew | had to turn 
from sociology to literature for that, and to the theatre in 
particular. | remembered an old English teacher who used to 
say there are three springs of action in the drama - love, 
ambition and revenge - and the greatest of these is 
revenge. So | started reading the Elizabethans and 
Jacobeans and very soon realized he was right; In terms of 
dramatic energy, nothing was more productive than 
revenge. Love moved, ambition drove, but revenge 
exploded! | knew | had found my theme, but it was an 
artistic, an academic, an autotelic choice, having nothing to 
do with extraneous matters like my own situation. 


But | could see how it must look to Amaryllis with her 
Freudian squint. 


| opened my mouth to argue, decided this was the wrong 
tactic, and said instead, ‘I’d really never thought of that. 
Good God. And here’s me thinking... well, | never!’ 


Let her see me gobsmacked, | thought. Let her feel 
completely in charge. 


And all the time my brain was racing to work out how she 
knew about my proposal. Il’d never mentioned it to her. 


Indeed I’d only put it together myself last week and sent it 
off to the extra-mural department of the University of 
Sheffield who had still to reply ... 


That was it! Her husband. | knew from the grapevine he 
was a university teacher. Her presence at the Syke meant it 
was likely it was one of the Yorkshire universities. I'd 
assumed his discipline would be the same as hers, but why 
should it be? 


If | was right ... but first check it out. 
| could see no easier way than the most direct. 


| said, ‘This would be your husband telling you about my 
application, | presume? And you filling him in about me. 
Funny that. Don’t the usual rules of patient confidentiality 
and pastoral responsibility apply in the case of convicted 
felons then?’ 


A fishing expedition she might have wriggled away from, 
but this was a grenade lobbed into the water. 


She did her best but she was floundering belly-up from 
the start. 


‘No, really, nothing sinister,’ she said, flashing me an all- 
sophisticates-together smile from those tubulous lips. ‘Just 
one of life’s little coincidences. Jay, that’s my husband, 
happens to be in the English Department there, you see, 
and he happens to chair the committee which looks at these 
things, and he happened to mention that there’d been an 
application from someone in Chapel Syke 


An expert interrogator like yourself would have easily 
spotted the symptoms of evasion, too many happenses, 
trying to cover the fact that when she leaves here, she 
heads home and chats away quite happily with her poncy 
husband about the funny things her banged-up clients have 
been telling her, fuck professional confidentiality, probably 


livens up the chat round the dinner table with little 
anecdotes plucked from our soul-baring confessions. For a 
moment | felt genuinely indignant till | recalled that most of 
what | personally had told her was crap, more arsehole- 
baring than soul-baring. 


| said, ‘Well, that’s handy. Maybe you could give me a 
hint how my application’s going, seeing as they’re taking 
forever to respond to me direct. | was thinking of having a 
word with the Visitor about it. He’s always banging on about 
prisoners’ rights.’ 


That gave her something to think about. Lord Threlkeld, 
our Chief Visitor, must be familiar to you. | bet he’s one of 
old Rumbletummy’s pet hates, being a notorious bleeding 
heart who likes nothing better than a good case of 
professional misconduct either from the police or the prison 
service to wave at his peers in the House. 


She gathered her wits and answered, ‘It’s not for me to 
say, of course, but | think they’re really impressed by the 
quality of your proposal. | know that Jay in particular is keen 
to see that you get approval ... all things being equal, of 
course 


Oh my Amaryllis, is chess one of the sports you play in 
the shade? | wondered, hiding a smile as | interpreted her 
words. Good old Jay would love to be your advocate, but 
that might be difficult if you’re making some silly complaint 
about his wife... 


‘Now that would be kind,’ | said. ‘Is there any chance 
your husband would be interested in supervising me 
himself?’ 


‘Oh no,’ she said hurriedly. ‘He’s taking up a new post 
next term in his old college, so he won’t be around, you see. 
But there is a colleague of his, Dr Johnson, who’s showing a 
very positive interest 


And that was the first time | heard dear Sam’s name, but 
| hardly felt it as an epiphanic moment, | was more 
concerned with pressing home my advantage. 


‘So now you’ve happened to find out about my PhD 
proposal, what do you reckon it shows about me?’ | asked. 
‘Do you really think I’m secretly harbouring thoughts of 
revenge against the people | blame for putting me here?’ 


‘That’s putting it too strongly, perhaps,’ she said. T don’t 
see you as a Strongly vengeful personality. While it would be 
Surprising if you didn’t feel some resentment, | see your 
choice of thesis subject as a sublimation of these feelings. In 
other words, it’s part of the healing process rather than part 
of the trauma.’ 


This was Reader’s Digest stuff, | thought gleefully. This 
was the kind of simple diet | wanted the boneheads who 
decided my future to be fed on. 


‘So in fact, Doctor, you think the topic of my PhD 
proposal, and its acceptance at Sheffield, will be a help in 
getting me transferred to Butler’s Low? | mean, | wouldn’t 
want to be too far away from my supervisor, would I?’ 


‘| can see that’ she said, nodding and making a note. 
‘That makes a lot of sense.’ 


| took that as a yes, and a yes is what it proved to be, 
though in fact | got transferred to Butlin’s before | had my 
PhD proposal accepted. So it was there | met Sam for the 
first time. | was glad later that he never had to come to the 
Syke and see me in that context, and smell me too, 
probably, for one of the first things they told me when | 
reached Butlin’s was that I’d brought the prison stink with 
me. You don’t notice it yourself, but the others notice it, and 
| noticed it myself later when a new transferee arrived. 


Curious, the creative power of a smell! It took me 
Straight back to slamming doors and crowded cells and 


Slopping out and constant fear - oh yes, even when you 
were Polchard’s chess playmate, you still lived in fear - a 
Sadistic screw, some nutter running amuck, dodgy smack, a 
new king rat knocking Polchard off his perch - you never 
knew what deadly changes the day might bring. So that 
smell was a potent incentive to behave myself in Butlin’s. 
Here we were in the Land of Beulah. Every day we could 
look across the river to the Promised Land. 


Only a fool would ever let himself be sent back to that 
other place. 


| wasn’t a fool then and I’m not a fool now. 


| can see you might find it hard to believe my prison 
experience has rehabilitated me, but you can surely 
understand it’s left me resolved never ever to risk going 
back inside. 


So, no threats of revenge, nor even any thoughts of 
revenge, not even under provocation - and you must admit 
you have been somewhat provocative, dear Mr Pascoe. 


What | want from life | can get by simple honest means, 
or at least what passes for such in the groves of academe! | 
look around me - at the old oak panelling of the room I’m 
writing in, its honeyed depths returning the glow of the open 
fire which fends off the chill of the crisp winter day whose 
pale sunlight fills the quiet quad outside my window. 


| only arrived a couple of hours ago and, as I’ve told you, 
I’m only here for the weekend, but, | Knew the moment | set 
foot in the place that this or something very like it is what | 
want. That’s why I’m writing to you, Mr Pascoe. I’d been 
thinking for some time it would be nice to clear the air 
between us, but now | know it’s essential, as much | admit 
for my own selfish reasons as to ensure your peace of mind. 


Have | said enough? Perhaps, perhaps not. I'll check later. 
But now I’ve got to go. It’s the opening session of the 


conference in five minutes. Dwight has already left, pointing 
to his watch then making a drinking motion with his hand. 


It wouldn’t do for a new boy to be late. There’s a post box 
by the porter’s lodge so I'll drop this in when | go down. | 
don’t expect I'll be writing to you again, dear Mr Pascoe. | 
hope that I’ve cleared the air between us. The past is 
Hades, the past is the cities of the plain; look back and 
disaster strikes. My eyes are set firmly on the future. 


| must admit to feeling somewhat nervous, but also very 
excited. 


This could be the beginning of the rest of my life. 
Wish me luck! 


And a Very Merry Christmas to you and yours! 
Franny Roote 


Ellie Pascoe was a fast reader and soon she was picking 
up his discarded sheets and she snatched the last one from 
his fingers before he could let it fall. 


Pascoe watched her finish it then said, ‘So what do you 
think?’ 


‘Well it’s always nice to have one’s judgment confirmed.’ 


‘Your judgment being like the court’s, that Roote is a 
devious amoral psychopath?’ 


‘Is that what the judge said? | must have missed it. | 
thought he was found guilty of being an accessory to 
murder. In any case, the judgment | refer to is the one by 
which Charley Penn and me awarded him first prize in the 
Gazette short-story competition. He writes’ very 
entertainingly, doesn’t he?’ 


‘Does he? I'd rather-read a gas meter.’ 


‘Each to his own taste. But you’ve got to give it to him. 
He’s really making the most of his opportunities.’ 


‘That’s a good working definition of most crimes.’ 
‘| didn’t see any reference to crimes.’ 
‘Killing Brillo wasn’t a crime?’ 


‘The fault, dear Peter, lies not in our Fran but in the 
system that put him there.’ 


‘How about blackmailing Haseen to get him into Butlin’s? 
And what about conning Linda Lupin into taking him under 
her wing? The poor cow had better keep her eyes skinned 
else she'll find she’s got a permanent stowaway on the 
European gravy train.’ 


‘Haseen seems to have behaved unprofessionally, so she 
had it coming. As for Loopy Linda, she deserves everything 
she gets. And besides, | suspect she can look after herself. 
She certainly doesn’t waste much energy looking after 
anyone else.’ 


Pascoe smiled, knowing he wasn’t going to get anywhere 
inviting sympathy for Linda Lupin, who was a Tory MEP and 
a particular bétesse noire of the left-wing feminist tendency. 
The fact that she was also the late lamented Sam Johnson’s 
half-sister and sole heir had come as a shock to Ellie, but to 
Franny Roote it had clearly come as an opportunity which 
he’d grasped with both hands. 


‘And aren’t you being a touch paranoid?’ continued Ellie. 
‘All he’s doing is telling you he’s doing well for himself, so 
why should he be nursing grudges?’ 


‘Doing well for a criminal involves criminality,’ muttered 
Pascoe. 


‘Maybe. But what better area for the legitimate use of 
criminal talent than the life academic?’ said Ellie, who since 
being officially confirmed as a creator by acceptance of her 
first novel tended to look back rather patronizingly at her 
old existence as a college lecturer. ‘Anyway, he’s paid his 
debt and all that, and he’d probably never have come to 
your notice again if you hadn’t gone after him in a not very 
subtle way.’ 


This was so unjust it might have taken Pascoe’s breath 
away if life with Ellie hadn’t left him pretty well permanently 
breathless. 


He said mildly, ‘I only turned him up in the first place 
because someone was threatening you and he looked a 
possible candidate.’ 


‘Yeah, and the other times? Pete, admit it, you’ve always 
gone in hard with Franny Roote. Why is that? There must be 
something about him that bugs you specially.’ 


‘Not really. Except he’s weird, you’ve got to admit that. 
No? OK, let’s look at it another way. Don’t you think it’s just 
a little bit screwy to be writing to me like this?’ 


‘You’re acting like this is a threatening letter,’ said Ellie. 
‘Despite the fact that he goes out of his way to say this isn’t 
a threatening letter! What more does he have to say?’ 


‘A man comes towards you in a dark street,’ said Pascoe. 
‘He stops in front of you and says reassuringly, “It’s OK, I’m 
not going to rape you.” How reassured do you feel?’ 


‘A lot more reassured than if he’s stark naked and waving 
a knife, like Dick Dee when young Bowler rode to the 
rescue. How is he, by the way?’ 


‘He looked fine when | saw him on Thursday. Should be 
back with us by the middle of next week, if he doesn’t 
overtax his strength this weekend.’ 


‘Doing what?’ 


‘Seems Rye Pomona, his light of love, is showing her 
gratitude by taking him away for a long weekend at some 
nice romantic hotel in the Peaks. He was full of it on 
Thursday. Well, it should either make him or break him.’ 


‘How nice it must be to have a part of you that’s eternally 
adolescent,’ said Ellie. ‘But I’m glad he’s come through it all 
OK. How about the girl?’ 


‘Oddly enough, she looked a lot worse than him last time 
| saw her.’ 


‘Why oddly?’ 


‘He was the one who got his skull fractured and ended up 
in hospital, remember?’ 


‘And she was the one who nearly got raped and 
murdered,’ retorted Ellie. 


They sat in silence for a while, each recollecting the 
dramatic climax of what came to be known as the Word- 
man case. The prime suspect, Dick Dee, head of the public 
library reference section, had lured his assistant, Rye 
Pomona, out to a remote country cottage. When DC Hat 
Bowler, who was madly in love with her, had discovered 
this, he’d gone rushing off to the rescue, with Pascoe and 
Dalziel in hot pursuit. Bowler had arrived to discover Rye 
and Dee, both naked and covered with blood, locked in a 
deadly struggle. In the fight that followed, Hat had managed 
to get hold of the knife Dee was wielding and stab the man 
fatally, but not before receiving severe head injuries himself. 
Pascoe, who’d been next on the scene, had feared the 
young man might die from his wounds, a fear compounded 
by his own sense of guilt that he had allowed too much of 
his own attention to be diverted by the presence among the 
list of Suspects of the man who had come once more to 
disturb the even tenor of his ways - Franny Roote. 


He’d been wrong then. Perhaps he was over-reacting 
now. Ellie certainly thought so. 


She returned to the attack. 


‘Getting back to our Fran’she said. ‘We are entering the 
season of comfort and joy, or so the telly ads keep telling 
us, the season for making contact with people far away in 
Space and time, hence all these sodding cards, which 
incidentally you might care to help me open. It’s the time to 
put records and relationships straight. What’s so odd about 
Roote wanting to do that, especially now things are looking 
up for him?’ 


‘OK, | give in’said Pascoe. ‘I accept Roote’s forgiveness. 
But I’m not going to send him a Christmas card. Jesus, look 
at the size of this one.’ 


He’d opened an envelope to reveal a reproduction of 
some alleged Old Master showing what looked like a bunch 
of sheep rustlers gazing up in understandable alarm at what 
could have been a police helicopter spotlight surrounded by 
an all-girl jazz band. 


‘And who the hell’s Zipper with three kisses?’ he asked, 
opening the card. ‘We don’t send cards to anyone called 
Zipper, do we? | certainly hope we don't.’ 


‘Zipper. Rings a bell. Let me see...’ 


Ellie turned the envelope over and said, ‘Shit. It’s 
addressed to Rosie. Zipper was that little boy Rosie took up 
with on holiday. Parents were hang-‘em-high Tories. We'd 
better reseal it else she’ll report us to the Court of Human 
Rights.’ 


‘Why not just bin it? Can’t have our daughter mixing with 
the wrong set, can we?’ 


Ellie ignored his satirical intent and said, ‘It’s her first 
billy-doo. Girls treasure such things. I'll take it up to her and 


tell her to get her coat on. If you can drag yourself away 
from your own fan mail, shouldn’t you be getting the car 
started? You know what it’s like these cold mornings. You 
really ought to take more care of it.’ 


This was unjust enough to provoke rebellion. The reason 
Pascoe’s car froze outside most nights was that Ellie’s 
ancient vehicle usually occupied the garage on the basis of 
first come, first protected. 


He said, ‘Seeing your wreck is so highly tuned, why don’t 
you take Rosie?’ 


‘No chance. I’m meeting Daphne for coffee in Estotiland 
at ten, then we’re going to break the back of Christmas 
shopping or die in the attempt. Unless you want to swap?’ 


‘You for Daphne, you mean? Might be OK ... Sorry! But 
Rosie might be happy to trade in Miss Wintershine for 
Estotiland.’ 


Estotiland was a huge R&R complex (R&R standing for 
Recreation and Retail, and also for Rory and Randy, the 
Canadian Estoti brothers who’d developed the concept) built 
on a mainly brownfield site across the boundary between 
South and Mid-Yorkshire. The Estotis boasted that Estotiland 
provided everything a man, woman or child could 
reasonably want. It was as user friendly as such a place 
could be, with clubs and sports facilities as well as retail 
floors, and its Junior Jumbo Burger Bar and associated play 
areas had become the site of choice for kids’ parties. 


‘The girl wants to be an infant prodigy, prodigious is what 
she’s going to be,’ said Ellie, wno saw enough of herself in 
Rosie to be up to all her wiles. ‘I'll get her moving.’ 


She went out. Pascoe shoved the rest of his toast into his 
mouth, emptied his coffee cup, thrust Roote’s letter into his 
pocket and headed out to his car. 


As forecast, it showed a reluctance to start to match his 
own and its morning cough was a lot worse. Some time 
during its third or fourth bout, Rosie climbed into the 
passenger seat. She sat there in silence for a while then 
said in her nobly suffering martyr’s voice, ‘When | go with 
Mum, I’m never late.’ 


‘Funny that,’ said Pascoe. ‘My experience has been 
precisely the opposite. Gotcha!’ 


The cough turned into a splutter then a rhythmic rattle 
and finally into something like the sound of an internal 
combustion engine ready to go about its proper business. 


‘Now let’s see who’s late’ said Pascoe. 


Ms Wintershine lived in St Margaret Street, which 
unfortunately meant taking the main road into the city 
centre. At first they made reasonable progress then the 
traffic began to thicken. 


‘Jesus’ said Pascoe. ‘There’s not a football match on or 
something, is there?’ 


‘It’s Christmas shopping’ said Rosie. ‘Mum said we should 
have set off a lot earlier.’ 


‘You weren’t ready a lot earlier’ returned Pascoe. Which 
might have been worth a point if he’d been sitting in the 
drive with the engine revving when Rosie got into the car. 


Gradually the traffic declined from a meander to a crawl 
and finally to a stop. 


Rosie said nothing, but she had inherited from her 
mother the ability to communicate I-told-you-so by an 
almost indiscernible flexing of her nose muscles. 


‘OK’ said Pascoe. ‘Here’s something your mother can’t 
do.’ 


He reached into the back seat, picked up his magnetic 
noddy light, opened the window, slammed it on to the roof, 
and pulled into the empty bus lane to his left. 


Siren howling, light flashing, he raced past the stationary 
traffic. 


Rosie expressed her delight at this turn of events by 
beaming from cheek to cheek and waving madly at the 
people in the stalled cars. 


‘Do me a favour, love’ said Pascoe. ‘Cut the Royal 
Progress act. Either look like a dying infant being rushed to 
hospital or a deadly criminal on her way to jail.’ 


With some complacency he saw from the clock on St 
Margaret’s Church as they turned into St Margaret Street 
that they had almost five minutes to spare. All the parking 
Spaces in front of the house were filled so he pulled into the 
Hearses Only spot in front of the church, switched off the 
siren, and said to Rosie, ‘There we are. Early’ 


She gave him a quick kiss and said, ‘Thanks, Dad. That 
was great.’ 


‘Yeah. But do me another favour. Don’t tell your mum. 
See you in an hour.’ 


He watched her run along the pavement. She paused at 
the top of the steps leading up to the terraced house, waved 
at him, then disappeared inside. 


He relaxed in his seat. Now what? With the shopping 
traffic the way it was, there was little point in heading home 
as he’d have to turn round and come back almost straight 
away. Too early for weddings or funerals, so he might as well 
wait here. Something to read would have been nice. He 
should have brought a newspaper. or a book. 


All he had was Franny Roote’s letter. 


He took it out of his pocket and started at the beginning 
again. 


What’s the bastard up to? He thought as he read. 


In his mind’s eye he could see that pale oval face with its 
dark unblinking eyes, which somehow managed to be at the 
Same time compassionate and mocking, whether their 
owner was beating him over the head, lying in a bath with 
his wrists slit, or merely observing what a lovely day it was. 


Had he got anything to reproach himself with in his 
relationship with Roote? Did his legitimate questioning of 
the man in pursuit of his investigative duties have any 
smack of persecution about it? 


No! He told himself angrily. If there was any persecution 
going on here, it was quite the other way round. The 
obsessiveness was all Roote’s. And why the hell was he 
worrying about him anyway? At this very moment the 
bastard would be standing up to deliver the late Sam 
Johnson's paper on Death’s Jest-Book. 


‘Hope he gets hiccoughs!’ declared Pascoe, glaring 
towards the church as if challenging it to condemn his lack 
of charity. 


He found himself looking straight into Roote’s dark 
unblinking eyes. 


He was standing on the path which ran down the side of 
the church, partially obscured by a large memorial cross in 
weathered white marble. The distance was thirty or forty 
feet, but the expression of compassionate mockery was as 
clear as a close-up. 


The church clock started striking the hour. 
For two strikes of the bell they looked at each other. 


Then Pascoe started to open the car door but found he’d 
parked too close to a wizened yew tree, so he slid over to 
the passenger side and scrambled out. 


As he stood upright and looked towards the church, the 
clock’s ninth strike sounded. 


The churchyard was empty. 


He went through the gate and hurried down the path 
past the white cross to the rear of the church. 


Nothing. Nobody. 


He returned to the cross and checked the ground. The 
grass was still laced with morning frost and showed no sign 
of any footprint. 


He raised his eyes to look at the inscription carved on the 
cross. 


It was dedicated to the memory of one Arthur Treebie 
who quit this vale of tears aged ninety-two, grievously 
deplored by his huge family and armies of friends. Possibly 
Treebie himself, anticipating the gap he was going to leave, 
had chosen the consoling text: 


‘Lo, |!am with you alway, even unto the end of the world.’ 


Pascoe read it, shivered, glanced once more around the 
empty churchyard, and hurried back to the comfort of his 
Car. 


Earlier that same Saturday morning, Detective Constable 
Hat Bowler had awoken from a dream. 


Ever since the incident in which he sustained the serious 
head injury he was Officially still recuperating from, his sleep 
had been broken by lurid nightmares in which he struggled 
once more with the naked blood-slippery figure of the Word- 
man. The difference from the reality was that in his dreams 
he always lost and lay there helpless while his towering 


assailant clubbed him again and again with a heavy crystal 
dish till he slipped into unconsciousness with the despairing 
screams of Rye Pomona echoing through his broken head. 
And when he awoke into a tangle of sweat-soaked sheets, it 
was the memory of those screams as much as his own pain 
and fear that he brought with him out of the dark. 


This morning he woke once more into a tangle of sheets 
and a memory of Rye calling out, but this time there was 
nothing of fear or pain in his memory, only love and joy. 


In his dream he’d been lying in his hotel bed, his body a 
burning brand in a cold, cold waste of circumspection, 
wondering whether he was a wise man or an idiot not to 
have pressed his suit with Rye to either a conclusion or a 
rejection, when he had heard his door open and next 
moment a soft naked body had fused its warmth with his 
and a voice had murmured in his ear, Thank God for equal 
opportunities, eh?’ And after that she had spoken no more 
till those final wordless but oh so eloquent cries which had 
climaxed their passionate coupling. 


He groaned softly at the sweet memory of the dream, 
tried to relax once more into that happy slumber, rolled over 
in the broad bed, and sat up wide-awake. 


She was there. Either he was still dreaming, or... 
Her arms went round him and drew him down. 
‘How’s your head?’ she whispered. 

‘| don’t know. | think I’m having delusions.’ 

‘So why don’t we delude ourselves again?’ 

If this was dreaming, he was happy to sleep forever. 


Afterwards they lay intricately twined together, listening 
to the hotel coming to life around them and the birds, later 


than the humans on these dark mornings, beginning to 
waken outside. 


‘What’s that?’ she said. 
‘Goldfinch.’ 

‘And that?’ 

‘Mistle thrush.’ 


‘| like a man who knows more than | do’ she said. 
‘Hungry?’ 

‘What had you in mind?’ 

‘Sausage, bacon and egg, for starters.’ 


She rolled away from him, picked up the bedside phone 
and dialled. 


He listened as she ordered the full English for two in his 
room. 


‘Have you no shame?’ he asked. 


‘Just as well | haven't,’ she said. ‘Or were you planning to 
Surprise me last night?’ 


He shook his head and said, ‘No. I’m sorry. | wanted to, 
Jesus, how I’ve been wanting to! But | just lost my bottle 


‘Why?’ she said curiously. ‘You’ve never struck me as the 
retiring virgin type, Hat.’ 


‘No? Well, usually... not that there’s been a lot ... but in 
most cases it didn’t matter, being turned down, | mean. 
Some you lose, some you win, that sort of thing. But with 
you | was terrified I’d lose everything by pressing too hard. | 
had to be sure you really fancied me.’ 


‘Girl fixes up a three-night break in a romantic country 
hotel and you’re not sure?’ she said incredulously. 


‘Yeah, well, | thought... then we got here and you’d 
booked separate rooms.’ 


‘Fail-safe in case ... anyway, you had the cue to look 
disappointed and say, “Hey, do we really need two rooms?’” 


‘Oh, | was disappointed,’ he said with a grin. ‘If I’d been 
on duty, I’d have gone out and arrested the first ten people | 
Saw smiling and charged them with being happy. So, 
disappointed yes, but maybe not altogether surprised.’ 


‘Meaning?’ 


‘Meaning that during these past few weeks you’ve been 
concerned and caring and great fun to be with, all those 
things, but | always felt there was some kind of limit, you 
know: this far is fine but one more step and it’s on your bike, 
buster! Am | making sense?’ 


She was listening to him with a frowning intensity. 
She said, ‘You think | was playing hard to get?’ 


‘Crossed my mind’ he admitted. ‘But it didn’t seem your 
style. Though a couple of weeks back when things seemed 
to be going really well ... do you remember? And | was 
thinking, this is the night! Then you got a headache! Jesus! | 
thought. A headache! How unoriginal can you get?’ 


‘You’ve been mixing with too many dishonest people, 
Hat’ she said. ‘If | say I’ve got a headache, | mean I’ve got a 
headache. So you thought because | didn’t jump into bed 
with you the first time you got horny, | must be ... what? 
What have you been thinking these past few weeks, Hat?’ 


He looked away then looked back straight into her eyes 
and said, ‘| sometimes thought, maybe you’re just grateful 
because of what happened. Maybe that’s the limit, whatever 
gratitude can give but no more. Well, | couldn’t have put up 
with that forever, but | wasn’t ready yet to take the risk of 


making you say it. So that’s the kind of wimpish wanker 
you've got yourself mixed up with.’ 


‘Wimp you may be, but you can give up the wanking, eh, 
Constable?’ she said, drawing him close to her. ‘I love you, 
Hat. From now on in, you’re safe with me.’ 


Which seemed to Hat even in these days of equal 
opportunity a slightly odd way of putting it, but he wasn’t 
about to complain, and indeed in her arms he felt so utterly 
invulnerable to anything fate could hurl against him, even if 
it took the form of Fat Andy Dalziel in berserker mode, that 
perhaps she had the right of it. 


A blizzard rages across a desolate landscape, thunder 
rolls, wolves howl. Away in the distance there is movement. 
Gradually as the swirling snow parts the viewer sees that 
it’s a horse, no, three horses, pulling a sleigh. And as it gets 
nearer the passengers became visible, a man and a woman 
and two children, and they are all smiling, and as the din of 
the raging storm dies to be replaced by the swelling strains 
of Prokofiev’s ‘Troika’ music, the viewpoint swings round to 
show over the horses’ tossing heads the turrets and towers 
of what looks like a small city emerging from the white 
plain, above which arcs with a brilliance like the Northern 
Lights the word ESTOTILAND. 


‘Christmas starts in Estotiland,’ intones a voice like the 
voice of a transatlantic God. ‘Here in Estotiland you'll get so 
much fun out of shopping you'll never think of dropping. 
And don’t forget, Estotiland is open from eight a.m. to ten 
p.m., and all day Sunday. So all you kids, git your mom and 
pop to hitch up the pony to the sleigh and head out here 
first thing tomorrow. But be careful. You may never want to 
go home again!’ 


Music climaxes as the sleigh, which is now seen to be the 
point of a broad arrow of many other sleighs, leads them all 


into the shining city. 


‘What a load of crap’ observed Andy Dalziel from his 
sitting-room door. 


‘Andy. Didn’t hear you come in.’ 


‘Not surprised, with that din on. Do | get a kiss or will that 
make you miss your favourite commercial?’ 


He leaned over the sofa and pressed what a less 
welcoming and resilient recipient than Cap Marvell might 
have felt as a blow rather than a buss on her lips. 


The advertising break was ending and the presenter of 
Ebor TV’s early evening show was revealed half-engulfed in 
a deeply yielding armchair. 


‘Welcome back,’ he said. ‘Just to remind you, my guest 
tonight is that man of many hats, lawyer, campaigner, 
charity worker and historian, Marcus Belchamber.’ 


The picture changed to a shot of a man of early middle 
age, wearing a dinner jacket of immaculate cut, who was 
sitting in a sister chair to the presenter’s, but with no threat 
to his steadiness of posture or alertness of mien. Steady 
grey eyes looked out of the head of an idealized Roman 
senator topped by lightly greying locks so immaculately 
groomed that they might indeed have been set there by a 
maestro’s chisel rather than a barber’s craft. This was a 
gentleman in whom you could place an absolute trust. 


Dalziel made a farting noise with his lips. 
‘Mind if | watch this item, love?’ said Cap. 


‘I'll get us a drink,’ said the Fat Man, heading for the 
kitchen. 


He and Cap Marvell didn’t cohabit, but as_ their 
relationship matured, they’d exchanged keys, and now one 
of the delights of returning home for Dalziel was the 


possibility of finding a light on, a fire burning and Cap sitting 
on his sofa, or sleeping in his bed. She assured him that she 
felt the same, though he’d exercised his privilege of entry to 
her flat with great care after the occasion on which he’d 
been woken, stark naked on her hearth rug, by the scream 
of a campaigning nun who was her house guest. 


From the sitting room he could hear the presenter’s 
voice. 


‘Before we talk more about the Round _ Table 
Disadvantaged Children’s Christmas Party which you’re in 
charge of this year, Marcus, I'd like to have a word with you 
about another treat for both adults and kids which you’ve 
helped make available for us over the next few weeks. This 
is the chance, possibly for most of us the last chance, to see 
the Elsecar Hoard. For anyone out there that doesn’t know 
it, | should say that under one of his many hats, Marcus is 
President of the Mid-Yorkshire Archaeological Society and is 
acknowledged nationally, indeed | might say internationally, 
as one of the country’s foremost experts on Yorkshire during 
the Roman occupation.’ 


‘You're too kind,’ said Belchamber in that rich timbred 
voice which some had compared not unfavourably with that 
of the late Richard Burton. 


‘Perhaps you’d give us a bit of background just in case 
there’s anyone left in the county who hasn't been following 
the saga?’ 


‘Certainly. The Elsecar Hoard is perhaps Yorkshire’s most 
precious historical treasure, though strictly - and herein lies 
the nub of the problem which emerged about a year ago - it 
doesn’t belong to Yorkshire but to the Elsecar family. The 
first Baron Elsecar emerged as a power in the county at the 
end of the Wars of the Roses and the family flourished for 
the next three centuries, but a natural conservatism, with a 


small c, left them ill-prepared for the industrial revolution 
and by midway through Victoria’s reign they had fallen on 
hard times. The greater part of their land, much of which 
later proved to be rich in minerals and coal, was sold at 
depressed agricultural prices to pay off their debts. 


‘In 1872, the eighth baron was draining a boggy section 
of one of the few remaining estates, in what any competent 
geologist could have told him was a vain hope of finding 
coal, when his workers hauled up a bronze chest. 


‘When opened, it proved to contain a large quantity of 
Roman coinage mainly of the fourth century, plus, more 
importantly, Nmumerous ornaments of widely’ varied 
provenance, ranging from _ native Celtic designs to 
Mediterranean and Oriental. Particularly striking was a 
golden coronet formed of two intertwining snakes -' 


‘Ah yes’ interrupted the presenter, who had the TV 
personality’s terror that if left out of shot long enough he 
would cease to exist. ‘This is what’s known as the serpent 
crown, right? Isn’t it supposed to have belonged to some 
brigand queen?’ 


‘A queen of the Brigantes, which is not quite the same 
thing’ murmured Belchamber courteously. ‘This was 
Cartimandua, who handed over Caractacus to the Romans, 
but her connection with the crown is tenuous and owes 
more, | believe, to Victorian sentimental horror at the 
betrayal than any historical research. Snakes in our 
Christian society have come to be linked with treachery and 
falsehood. But, as you know, in the symbolism of Celtic art 
they have quite a different significance 


‘Yes, of course’ said the presenter. ‘Quite different. Right. 
But this Hoard, where did it actually come from? And was it 
simply a question of finders keepers?’ 


‘In law, there is no such thing as a simple question’ said 
Belchamber, smiling. 


‘You can say that again, you bastard’ muttered Dalziel in 
the kitchen. 


‘Scholars theorized that the Hoard was probably the 
collection of an important and well-travelled Roman official 
who found himself, either through choice or accident, 
isolated in Britain when the Roman rule broke down early in 
the fifth century. The big legal question was whether the 
chest had been deliberately hidden by its owner, thinking it 
prudent to conceal his treasure till quieter times came, in 
which case it would have been treasure trove and the 
property of the Crown; or whether it had simply been lost or 
abandoned, in which case it was the property of the land- 
owner. Fortunately for the Elsecars, the matter was settled 
in their favour when further drainage revealed the remains 
of a wheeled vehicle, suggesting the chest was being 
transported somewhere when accident or ambush had 
caused the carriage to overturn and sink in the swamp.’ 


‘So it was theirs, no question? Why didn’t they sell it 
straight away if they were so hard up?’ asked the presenter. 


‘Because good things like bad often come in bundles, and 
at just about the same time the heir apparent to the 
baronetcy caught himself a rich American heiress, so they 
stowed the Hoard in the bank vault against a rainy day 


‘Which has now arrived’ interrupted the presenter, seeing 
his producer making for-God’s-sake-hurry-this-along signals 
from the control room. 


Dalziel clearly felt much the same. He’d returned with 
drinks and was sitting next to Cap on the sofa, glowering at 
the screen with an intensity of hatred which he usually only 
saved for winning Welsh rugby teams. 


‘So Lord Elsecar has put the Hoard on the market’ 
continued the presenter at a gallop. ‘The best offer to date 
has been from America, the British Museum has been given 
the chance to match it, but so far, even with lottery money 
and a public appeal, they’re still well short of the mark. So 
as a last gasp, and following a suggestion made, one might 
even say a pressure exerted, by the Yorkshire Archaeological 
Society led by yourself, the Elsecars have agreed for the 
Hoard to go on tour, with all profits from admission charges 
to go to the Save Our Hoard Fund. Will they do it?’ 


Belchamber made hopeful noises. Cap Marvell laughed 
derisively. 


‘Not a hope,’ she said. ‘They’re so far short they’d need 
everyone in Yorkshire to go five times to get anywhere near! 
First time I’ve seen a lawyer who can’t add up!’ 


That’s great,’ said the presenter. ‘So there you are, all 
you culture vultures, take the family along to see the money 
your ancestors spent and what they spent it on back in the 
Dark Ages. The Hoard will be on exhibition in Bradford till 
the New Year, then in Sheffield till Friday, January twenty- 
fifth, after which it moves to Mid-Yorkshire. Don’t miss it! 
And now the Christmas Party. How many kids are you hoping 
to get this year, Marcus?’ 


Dalziel stood up and said, ‘Like another drink?’ 


I’ve hardly touched this one,’ said Cap as she picked up 
the remote control and zapped the sound off. ‘But | can take 
a hint. Is there some all-in wrestling on another channel you 
want to watch?’ 


‘No. It’s just | hear quite enough of yon turd, Belcher, 
without letting him into my own parlour’ said Dalziel. 


‘| take it this means he represents criminals and does a 
rather good job of it?’ 


‘He does better than a good job,’ said Dalziel grimly. ‘He 
bends the law till it nigh on breaks. Every top villain in the 
county’s on his books. I’m late tonight ‘cos there was a 
scare with our one witness in the Linford case, and guess 
who's representing Linford.’ 


‘You’re not suggesting that Marcus Belchamber, solicitor, 
gentleman, scholar and_ philanthropist, goes around 
intimidating witnesses?’ 


‘Of course not. But | don’t doubt it’s him as told Linford’s 
dad, Wally, that the case was hopeless unless they got shut 
of our witness. Any road, it turned out a false alarm and | 
left Wieldy soothing the lad.’ 


‘Oh yes. Is the sergeant a good soother?’ 


‘Oh aye. He tells ‘em if they don’t calm down, he’ll have 
to stay the night. That usually does the trick.’ 


Cap, who sometimes had a problem working out when 
Dalziel’s political incorrectness was post-modern ironical 
and when it was prehistoric offensive, turned the sound 
back on. 


‘You look awfully smart, Marcus,’ the presenter was 
saying. ‘Off clubbing tonight?’ 


Belchamber gave the weary little smile with which in 
court he frequently underlined some prosecution witness’s 
inconsistency or inanity, and said, ‘I’m driving to Leeds for 
the Northern Law Society’s dinner.’ 


‘Well, don’t drink too much or you could end up 
defending yourself.’ 


‘In which case | would have a fool for a client,’ said 
Belchamber. ‘But rest easy. | shall be spending the night 
there.’ 


‘Only joking! Have a good night. It’s been a privilege 
having you on the show. Ladies and gentlemen, Marcus 
Belchamber!’ 


Belchamber rose easily from the depths of his chair, the 
presenter struggled to get upright, the two men shook 
hands, and the lawyer walked off to enthusiastic applause. 


‘He’s a fine-looking man’ said Cap provocatively. 


‘He’d look better strapped on the end of a ducking stool’ 
said Dalziel. 


‘And did you notice that DJ? Lovely cut. Conceals the 
embonpoint perfectly with no suggestion of tightness. Next 
time you see him, you really must ask who his tailor is.’ 


This was a provocation too far. 


‘Right, lass, if you just came round here to be rude, you 
can bugger off back to that fancy flat of thine. What did you 
come round for anyway?’ 


She grinned at him and ran her tongue round the rim of 
her glass. 


‘Actually | just thought I’d pop round to see what you 
wanted for Christmas’ she said languorously. 


‘I'll need at least thirty seconds to have a think’ said 
Dalziel. ‘But it’s not a tangerine in a sock, | can tell you that 
for starters.’ 


Delective Sergeant Edgar Wield was in a good mood as 
he mounted his ancient but beautifully maintained Triumph 
Thunderbird and said farewell to Mid-Yorkshire’s Central 
Police Station with a quite unnecessary crescendo of revs. A 
couple of uniformed constables coming into the yard stood 
aside respectfully as he rode past them. He was still a man 
of mystery to most of his junior colleagues, but whether you 
thought of him as an ageing rocker who ate live chickens as 


he did the ton along the central reservation of the MI or 
believed the rumours that he was matron -in-chief of a 
transvestite community living in darkest Eendale, you didn’t 
let any trace of speculation and or amusement show. Dalziel 
was more obviously terrifying, Pascoe had a finger of iron 
inside his velvet glove, but Wield’s was the face to haunt 
your dreams. 


It had been a long day but in the end quite productive. 
With time running out, a suspect had finally cracked under 
the pressure of Wield’s’ relentless questioning and 
unreadable features. Then, just as he was leaving, Dalziel 
had tossed into his lap the job of reassuring Oz Carnwath, 
the Linford case witness, that the burly man on his doorstep 
talking about death really had been an undertaker who’d 
mixed up addresses. He’d left the young man happy and 
arranged for a patrol car to stop by from time to time during 
the night. Then he’d returned to the station to put on his 
leathers and pick up his bike, and finally he was on his way 
home with all the pleasures of a crime-free Sunday in the 
company of Edwin Digweed, his beloved partner, stretching 
ahead. Nothing special, he doubted if they’d get further 
than the Morris, their local, or perhaps take a stroll along the 
Een whose valley had the bone structure to remain lovely 
even in midwinter, or go up to Enscombe Old Hall to check 
haw Monte, the tiny marmoset he’d ‘rescued’ from a 
pharmaceutical research laboratory, was coping with the 
cold weather. 


Things must be beautiful which, daily seen, please daily, 
or something like that. One of Pascoe’s little gags which 
usually drifted across his hearing with small trace of their 
passage, but that one had stuck. As he recalled it now, he 
tried superstitiously not to let the thought ‘ am a very lucky 
man join it in his head. 


He came to a halt at traffic lights. Straight ahead the 
road which tracked the western boundary of Charter Park 
stretched out temptingly. Parks are the lungs of the city, and 
the fact that Mid-Yorkshire possessed an abundance of 
beautiful countryside, easy of access and to Suit all tastes, 
did not mean the founding fathers had stinted when it came 
to pulmonary provision in the towns. Over the years many 
unsentimental eyes had looked greedily at these priceless 
green sites, but that lust for ‘brass’ which is proper to a 
Yorkshireman comes a poor second in his’ defining 
characteristics to the determination that ‘what’s mine’s me 
own, and no bugger’s going to take it from me’. Try as they 
might, not an acre of ground, not a spadeful of earth, not a 
blade of grass, had the developers ever managed to wrest 
from the grip of Charter Park’s owners in perpetuity - the 
taxable citizenry. So the road alongside the park stretched 
straight and wide for a mile or more and a man on a 
powerful machine might hit the ton, though it’s doubtful if 
he’d have much time to digest a live chicken. 


Wield let himself be tempted. It was a safe indulgence. 
Over the years he had grown sufficiently strong in resisting 
temptation to be able to drink the heady potion more deeply 
than most men. 


The lights turned green, the engine roared, but it was the 
roar of an old lion saying he could run down that wildebeest 
if he wanted but on the whole he thought he’d probably 
stretch under a bush and have a nap. 


The sergeant moved forward sedately and legally. 


It was his slowness that permitted him to see the 
attempted abduction taking place in the car park which ran 
much of the length of the park. 


Separated from the main road by a long colonnade of 
lime trees, it was in fact more like a parallel thoroughfare. 


During the day, visitors to the park left the cars there in a 
single line. On a summer night it might be quite crowded, 
but in the middle of winter, apart from the odd vehicle 
whose steamed-up windows advertised the presence of 
young love or old lust, there was rarely much activity. But as 
he went by, Wield saw a man trying to drag a young boy 
into his slow-moving car. 


He braked sharply, went into a speedway racer’s skid, 
straightened up to negotiate the gap between two lime 
trees, found it was already occupied by a bench, realigned 
his machine at the next gap, went through, lost a bit of 
traction on the loose shaley surface as he straightened up, 
and lost some time wrestling the Thunderbird back under 
control. All the while he was blasting out warnings of his 
approach on the horn. 


Prevention was better than cure and the last thing he 
wanted was a high-speed chase through city streets in 
pursuit of a car carrying a kidnapped child. 


It worked. Ahead he saw the boy sprawling on the ground 
with the abductor’s vehicle roaring off in a cloud of dust 
which, aided by the fact that the car’s lights weren’t 
switched on, made it impossible to get the number plate. 


He pulled up alongside the boy, who had pushed himself 
into a sitting position. He looked about ten, maybe a bit 
older, twelve, say. He had big dark eyes, curly black hair and 
a thin pale face. He had grazed his hand on falling and he 
was holding it to his mouth to wash it and ease the pain. He 
looked angry rather than terrified. 


‘You OK, son?’ said Wield, dismounting. 
‘Yeah, | think so.’ 


His accent was local urban. He began to rise and Wield 
said, ‘Hold on. Got any pain anywhere?’ 


‘Nah. Just this fucking hand.’ 
‘You sure? OK. Easy does it.’ 
Wield took his arm and helped him up. 


He winced as he rose then moved all his limbs in turn as 
if to show they worked. 


‘Great,’ said Wield. He reached inside his leathers and 
pulled out his mobile. 


‘What you doing?’ demanded the boy. 


‘Just getting someone to look out for that guy who 
grabbed you. Did you notice the make of car? Looked like a 
Montego to me.’ 


‘No. | mean, | didn’t notice. Look, why bother? Forget it. 
He’s gone.’ 


A very self-possessed youngster. 


‘You might forget it, son. But that doesn’t mean he’s not 
going to try again.’ 


Try what?’ 
‘Abducting someone.’ 
‘Yeah ... well 


The boy thrust his hands deep into the pockets of his thin 
windcheater, hunched his shoulders and began to move 
away. He looked waif and forlorn. 


‘Hey, where are you going?’ said Wield. 
‘What’s it to you?’ 


‘I’m worried, that’s all’ said Wield. ‘Look, you’ve had a 
Shock. You shouldn’t be wandering round here at this time of 
night. Hop up behind me and I'll give you a lift.’ 


The boy regarded him speculatively. 


‘Lift where?’ he said. 


Wield considered. Offering to take the boy home might 
not be a good move. Maybe it was what awaited him at 
home that sent him wandering the streets so late. Best way 
to find out could be a low-key, friendly chat, unencumbered 
by the revelation that he was a cop. He put the phone away. 
The car would be long gone by now and what did he have 
anyway? A dark blue Montego, maybe. 


‘Fancy a coffee or a Coke or something?’ he said. 
‘OK’ said the boy. ‘Why not? You know Turk’s?’ 
‘Know of it’ said Wield. ‘Hop on. You got a name?’ 


‘Lee’ said the boy as he swung his leg over the pillion. 
‘You?’ 


‘You can call me Mac. Hold on.’ 


The boy ignored the advice and sat there loosely as if not 
anticipating any need for anchorage. Wield said nothing but 
accelerated along the car park till the lime trees began to 
blur, then braked to swing between them and rejoin the 
main road. He smiled as he felt the boy’s arms swing round 
his midriff and lock on tight. 


Turk’s caff was situated in the lee of the Central Station. 
It was basic just this side of squalid, but had the advantage 
of staying open late, the theory being it would catch hungry 
travellers after the station snackbars pulled down their 
shutters early in the evening. In fact the regular - indeed 
one might say the permanent - clientele seemed to consist 
of solitary men in shabby parkas hunched over empty coffee 
mugs, who gave few signs that they ever contemplated 
travelling anywhere. The only person who showed any sign 
of life, and that only enough to offer a customer slow and 
resentful service, was the morose and taciturn owner, the 
eponymous Turk, whose coffee was reason enough to keep a 


country out of the EU, never mind Human Rights, thought 
Wield, as he watched the boy drink Coke and tuck into a 
chunk of glutinous cheesecake. 


‘So, Lee,’ he said. ‘What happened back there?’ 


The boy looked at him. He’d shown either natural 
courtesy or natural indifference when Wield had removed 
his helmet to reveal the full ugliness of his face, but now his 
gaze was sharp. 


‘Nowt. Just a bit of hassle, that’s all.’ 
‘Did you know the guy in the car?’ 
‘What difference does it make?’ 


‘Could make the difference between some nutter driving 
around trying to kidnap kids and a domestic.’ 


The boy shrugged, chewed another mouthful of cake, 
washed it down with Coke, then said, ‘What’re you after?’ 


‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Getting mixed up with this.’ 

‘You mean | should’ve ridden on by?’ 

‘Mebbe. Most would.’ 

‘| didn’t.’ 

‘OK, but the chat and this -‘ he waved the last forkful of 


cheesecake in the air then devoured it - ‘what’s all that for? 
You some sort of do-gooder?’ 


‘Sure,’ said Wield. ‘Let me buy you another piece then I'll 
Save your soul.’ 


This amused the boy. When he laughed, his age dropped 
back to the original low estimate. On the other hand, being 
Smart put aS many years on him. 


‘OK’ he said. ‘“ Nother Coke too.’ 


Wield went up to the counter. The cheesecake looked like 
it contravened every dietary regulation ever written, but the 
boy needed fattening up. Watch it, Edgar, he told himself 
mockingly. You’re thinking like your mother! Which thought 
provoked him into buying a ham sandwich. Edwin was going 
to be miffed that he was even later than forecast, and it 
wouldn’t help things if Wield disturbed the even tenor of 
their pristine kitchen with his ‘disgusting canteen habits’. 


As he resumed his seat, the boy pulled a face at the 
sandwich and said, ‘You gonna eat that? He makes them out 
of illegals who didn’t survive the trip.’ 


‘I'll take my chances,’ said Wield. ‘OK. Now, about your 
soul.’ 


‘Sold up and gone, long since. What’s your line?’ 
‘Sorry?’ 
‘What you do for dosh? Let’s have a look ...’ 


He took Wield’s left hand and ran his index finger gently 
over the palm. 


‘Not a navvy then, Mac,’ he said. ‘Not a brain surgeon 
neither.’ 


Wield pulled his hand away more abruptly than he 
intended and the boy grinned. 


He’s sussed me out, thought Wield. A couple of minutes 
and he’s got to the heart of me. How come someone this 
age is so sharp? And what the hell signals am | sending out? 
| told him to call me Mac! Why? 


Because Wield sounds odd? Because only Edwin calls me 
Edgar? Good reasons. Except nobody’s called me Mac since 


It was short for Macumazahn, the native name for Allan 
Quartermain, the hero of some of Wield’s beloved H. Rider 


Haggard novels. It meant he-who-sleeps-with-his-eyes-open 
and had been given to him by a long-lost lover. No one else 
had ever used it until a few years ago a young man had 
briefly entered his life ... 


He put the memory of the tragic end of that relationship 
out of his mind. This wasn’t a young man, this was a kid, 
and, thank God, he’d never fancied kids. It was time to wrap 
things up here and get himself back to the domestic peace 
and safety of Enscombe. 


He finished his drink, pushed his chair back and said, 
‘OK, let’s forget saving your soul and get your body 
delivered safely home.’ 


‘Home? Nah. It’s early doors yet.’ 


‘Not for kids who’re roaming the streets getting into 
fights with strange men.’ 


‘Aye, you’re right, it’s been my night for strange men, 
hasn’t it? Anyway, not sure if | want to get back on that 
ancient time machine of yours. No telling where you’d take 
me.’ 


Again the knowing grin. It was time to stop messing 
around. 


Wield took out his wallet and produced his police ID. 


‘| can either take you home or down the nick till we find 
out where home is,’ he said. 


The boy studied the ID without looking too bothered. 
He said, ‘You arresting me, or wha’?’ 


‘Of course I’m not arresting you. | just want to make sure 
you get home safe. And as a minor if you don’t co-operate 
by giving me your address, then it’s my job to find it out.’ 


‘As a minor?’ 


The boy reached into his back pocket, pulled out a billfold 
thick with banknotes and from it took a ragged piece of 
paper. He handed it over. It was a photocopy of a birth 
certificate which told Wield he was in the company of Lee 
Lubanski, native of this city in which he’d been born 
nineteen years ago. 


‘You're nineteen?’ said Wield, feeling foolish. He should 
have spotted it from his demeanour straight off ... but kids 
nowadays all acted grown up ... or maybe he hadn’t been 
looking at the youth like a copper should... 


‘Yeah. Always getting hassled in pubs is why | carry that 
around. So no need to see me home, Mac. Or should | call 
you sergeant now? | should have sussed when you went on 
about domestics. But you seemed ... OK, know what | 
mean?’ 


He smiled insinuatingly. 


Wield now saw things very clearly. He said, ‘That car ... 
he wasn’t trying to pull you in, he was pushing you out.’ 


Lee said, That’s right. Don’t do the park any more, 
upmarket, that’s me. But | were at a loose end, went for a 
stroll and this guy ... well, he seemed all right, said the 
money was fine but he only gave me half upfront and, when 
we’d done the business, he tossed the rest out the window. 
Didn’t surprise me, lot of ‘em are like that, gagging for it till 
they’ve had it then they can’t get away quick enough. But 
when | picked it up | saw it were twenty light. | got the door 
open as he tried to drive away and ... well, you saw the 
rest.’ 


‘Yes, | saw the rest. Why are you telling me this, Lee?’ 


‘Just wanted to save you the bother of putting out a call 
on that Montego. Unless you fancy getting my money back? 
But you wouldn’t want your mates to know how wrong you 


got things, would you? Can’t imagine what you were 
thinking of’ he said, grinning. 


‘Me neither,’ said Wield. ‘Thought you were in trouble. 
Well, you are in trouble, Lee. But | reckon you know that. OK, 
no use talking to you now, but one day maybe you'll need 
someone to talk to...’ 


He handed the youth a card bearing his name and official 
phone number. 


‘Yeah, thanks,’ said Lee. He looked surprised, as if this 
wasn’t the reaction he was expecting. ‘Bit of a do-gooder 
after all, are you, Mac?’ 


‘Sergeant.’ 


‘Sorry. Sergeant Mac. Look, don’t rush off, my treat now. 
Have a bit of cheesecake, it’s not bad. Could be an antidote 
to that immigrant ham.’ 


‘No thanks, Lee. Got a home to go to.’ 
‘Lucky old you.’ 


He said it so wistfully that for a second Wield was 
tempted to sit down again. Then he caught the gleam of 
watchful eyes beneath those long, lowered lashes. 


‘See you, Lee,’ he said. ‘Take care.’ 
‘Yeah.’ 


Outside, Wield mounted the Thunderbird with a sense of 
relief, of danger avoided. 


Through the grubby window of Turk’s he could see the 
boy still sitting at the table. No audience to impress now, 
but somehow he looked more waif and forlorn than ever. 


Making as little noise as possible, Wield rode away into 
the night. 





The Knight 


Letter Received Mon 17 PP 
St Godric’s College 


Cambridge 
Sat Dec 15th The Quaestor’s Lodging 
My dear Mr Pascoe, 


Honestly, | really didn’t mean to bother you again, but 
things have been happening that | need to share and, | 
don’t know why, you seemed the obvious person. 


Let me tell you about it. 


| got down to the Welcome Reception in the Senior 
Common Room, which | found to be already packed with 
conference delegates, sipping sherry. Supplies of free booze 
are, | gather, finite at these events and the old hands make 
sure they’re first at the fountain. 


The delegates fall roughly into two groups. One consists 
of more senior figures, scholars like Dwight who have 
already established their reputations and are in attendance 
mainly to protect their turf while attempting to knock others 
off their hobby-horses. 


The second group comprises youngsters on the make, 
each desperate to clock up the credits you get for 
attendance at such do’s, some with papers to present, 
others hoping to make their mark by engaging in post-paper 
polemic. 


| suppose that to the casual eye | fitted into this latter 
group, with one large difference - they all had their feet on 
the academic ladder, even if the rung was a low one. 


Of course | didn’t take all this in at a glance as you might 
have done. No, but | related what | saw and heard to what 
Sam Johnson had told me in the past and also to the more 
recent and even more satirical picture painted by dear old 
Charley Penn when he learned | was about to attend what 
he called my first ‘junket’. 


‘Remember this’ he said. ‘However domesticated your 
academic may look, he is by instinct and_ training 
anthropophagous. Whatever else is on the menu, you 
certainly are!’ 


Anthropophagous. Charley loves such words. We still play 
Paronomania, you know, despite the painful memories it 
must bring him. But where was I? 


Oh yes, with such forewarning - and with the experience 
behind me of having been thrown with even _ less 
preparation into Chapel Syke - | felt quite able to survive in 
these new waters. But in fact | didn’t even have to work at 
it. Unlike at the Syke where | had to seek King Rat out and 
make myself useful to him, here at God’s he came looking 
for me. 


As | stood uncertainly just within the doorway, the only 
person | could see in that crowded room that | knew was 
Dwight Duerden. He was talking to a long’ skinny 
Plantagenet-featured man with a mane of blond hair so 
bouncy he could have made a fortune doing shampoo ads. 
Duerden spotted me, said something to the man, who 
immediately broke off his conversation, turned, smiled like a 
time-share salesman spotting an almost hooked client, and 
swept towards me with the American in close pursuit. 


‘Mr Roote!’ he said. ‘Be welcome, be welcome. So 
delighted you could join us. We are honoured, honoured.’ 


Now the temptation is to class anyone who talks like this, 
especially if his accent makes the Queen sound Cockney 
and his manner is by Irving out of Kemble and he’s wearing 
a waistcoat by Rennie Mackintosh with matching bow tie, as 
a prancing plonker. But Charley’s warning still sounded in 
my mind so | didn’t fall about laughing, which was just as 
well as Duerden said, ‘Franny, meet our conference host, Sir 
Justinian Albacore.’ 


| said, ‘Glad to meet you, Sir Justinian.’ 


The plonker flapped a languid hand and said, ‘No titles, 
please, I’m J. C. Albacore to my readers, Justinian to my 
acquaintance, plain Justin to my friends. | hope you will feel 
able to call me Justin. May | call you Franny?’ 


‘Wish | had a title | could ignore,’ said Duerden 
sardonically. 


‘Really, Dwight? That must be the one thing Cambridge 
and America have in common, a love of the antique. When | 
worked in the sticks, they’d have thrown stones at me if I’d 
tried to use my title. But here at God’s, antiquity both in fact 
and in tradition is prized above rubies. Our dearest 
possession is one of the earliest copies of the Vita de Sancti 
Godrici, you really must see it while you’re here, Franny. 


Gentlemen -‘ this to a group of distinguished looking old 
farts - ‘let me introduce Mr Roote, a new star in our 
firmament and one which we have hopes will burn very 
brightly.’ 


Like Joan of Arc, | thought. Or Guy Fawkes. 


During all this prattle, | was trying to work out Albacore’s 
game. Did he really think | was such an innocent abroad 
that simply by giving me a nice room and bulling me up in 
front of the nobs he could sweet talk Sam’s unique research 
notes out of me in time to incorporate them in his own 
book? 


Perhaps looking down on the world from the mountain 
deanery of a Cambridge college gives a man a hearty 
contempt for the little figures scuttling around below. If so, | 
assured myself grandiloguently, he would soon find that 
he’d underestimated me. 


Instead, | quickly came to realize that I’d underestimated 
him. 


After the reception we all adjourned to a lecture room 
where the official business of the conference began with a 
formal opening followed by a keynote address from 
Professor Duerden on the theme ‘Imagining What We Know: 
Romanticism and Science’. 


It was interesting enough, he had a dry Yankee wit (he 
comes from Connecticut; fate and a tendency to bronchitis 
took him to California) and was a master in the art of being 
provocative without going out on a limb. | listened with 
interest from my reserved seat on the front row, but part of 
my mind remained concentrated on the puzzle of Albacore, 
whose duties as chair of the meeting kept him from his 
other task of stroking my ego. 


But when the lecture and subsequent discussions were 
over and we were all dispersing to our rooms, my new friend 


Justin was at my side again, his hand on my elbow as he 
guided me out into the quad and away from the general 
drift of delegates. 


‘And what did you think of our transatlantic friend?’ he 
Said. 


‘It was a real honour to hear him,’ | gushed. ‘I thought he 
put things so well, though I’ve got to admit, a lot of it was 
well over my head.’ 


I'd decided to have a bit of fun with this idiot by playing 
the eager and enthusiastic but not too bright student and 
seeing where that led. | didn’t expect my performance to 
provoke cynical laughter. 


‘Oh, | don’t think so, young Franny,’ he said, still 
chuckling. ‘I think an idea would have to be very deep 
indeed to be over your head.’ 


This didn’t sound like simple flannel any more. 
‘Sorry?’ | said. ‘Don’t quite follow,’ 


‘No? I’m simply letting you Know what a great respect 
I’ve got for your mental capacities, dear boy.’ 


| said, ‘That’s very flattering, but you hardly know me.’ 


‘On the contrary. You and | are long acquainted and | 
know all your ways.’ 


He looked down at me from his height, eyes twinkling like 
distant stars. 


And suddenly | was there. 


J.C. to his readers. Justinian to his acquaintance. Justin to 
his friends. 


And to his wife, Jay. 
| said, ‘You’re Amaryllis Haseen’s husband.’ 


It seems so obvious now. Probably you with your fine 
detective mind got there long before me. But you can see 
how the revelation bowled me over, especially as I’d spent 
So much time earlier today raking up that bit of my past for 
your benefit. Nothing is for nothing in this life, so Frere 
Jacques preaches. The past isn’t another country. It’s just a 
different part of the maze we travel through, and we 
Shouldn’t be surprised to find ourselves re-entering the 
same stretch from a different angle. 


Albacore was spelling things out. 


‘My wife developed a very high opinion of your potential, 
Franny. She says that in terms of simple academic 
cleverness you are bright enough to hold your own in most 
company. But she also detected in you another kind of 
cleverness. How did she put it? A mind fit for stratagems, an 
eye for the main chance, nimble of thought, sharp in 
judgment, ruthless in execution. Oh yes, you made a big 
impression on her.’ 


| said, ‘And on you too, from the sound of it.’ 


‘Hardly’ he said, smiling. ‘| was amused when she told 
me how you neatly got her in a neck lock. But at the time | 
was on my way from the ghastly wasteland of South 
Yorkshire back to God’s own college, and apart from a little 
chortle at the idea of dear Sam Johnson being landed with a 
cunning convict as a PhD student, | never gave you another 
thought. Not of course till | heard about poor Sam’s sad 
demise. Couldn’t make the obsequies myself, but a friend 
described the dramatic part you played in them, and | 
thought, hello, could that be that chappie whatsisname? 
Then | heard that Loopy Linda had appointed you as Sam’s 
literary heir or executor or some such thing, which was 
when | asked Amaryllis to dig out all her old case notes.’ 


‘I’m surprised you didn’t just read her book,’ | said. 


He shuddered and said, ‘Can’t stand the way she writes, 
dear boy. Subject matter is generally tedious and her style is 
what | call psycho-barbarous. In any case, it’s the marginalia 
of her case notes that make the most interesting reading. 
Unless she is wrong, which she rarely is, you are someone | 
can do business with.’ 


‘The business being the redistribution of Sam Johnson’s 
Beddoes research,’ | said. 


‘There. | knew | was right. No need to soft soap a supple 
mind.’ 


‘No? Then why do | feel so well oiled?’ | wondered. ‘The 
Q’s Lodging, all these flattering introductions.’ 


‘Samples,’ he said. ‘Simply samples. When you're getting 
down to a trade-off, you have to give the man you’re trading 
with a taste of your wares. You see, I’m very aware that 
while | know what you have to offer, you may have doubts 
about what’s in my poke. It’s little enough unless it’s what 
you want, and then it’s the world. It is this -' 


He made a ring master’s gesture which comprehended 
the quad, and all the buildings around it, and much much 
more. 


‘If it is something you’re not interested in, then we must 
look for other incentives,’ he went on. ‘But if, as from my 
brief observation of you in person | begin to hope, this 
cloistered life of ours, in which the intellect and the senses 
are so deliriously catered for, and the inhibiting morals kept 
firmly in their place, has some strong attraction, then we 
can get down to business straight off. | have influence, | 
have contacts, | know where many bodies are buried, | can 
put you on a fast-track academic career, get you on the 
cultural chat shows, if that is your desire, | can put you in 
the way of editors and publishers. In short, | can be thy 


protector and thy guide, in thy most need to go by thy side. 
So, do | judge right? Can we do business?’ 


This was straight talking with a vengeance. This was 
complete no-holds-barred honesty, which is always a cause 
for grave suspicion. 


Time to test him out with some of the same. 


‘If | want these things you offer,’ 1 said, ‘what is to stop 
me getting them for myself? | am, as you acknowledge, 
bright. | may be, as your wife alleges, ruthlessly 
manipulative. Your book, | presume, is mainly a reworking of 
the few known facts of Beddoes’ Continental life, 
embellished, no doubt, by whatever you were able to lift 
from Sam before he became aware of your perfidy.’ 


That hit home, just a flicker of reaction, but | got used to 
reading flickers in the Syke when not to read them could 
mean losing a game of chess. Or an eye. 


| pressed on. 


‘Sam, however, as your interest confirms you know, had 
tracked down a substantial body of new material in various 
forms. Wherever your book stood in relation to his, coming 
before or after, it was always going to stand in the shade.’ 


| paused again. 
He said, ‘And your point is ... ?’ 


| said, ‘And my point is, why should | bargain for what is 
already within my grasp?’ 


He smiled and said, ‘You mean, complete Sam’s book 
yourself, bathe in what would be mainly a reflected glory, 
then make your own way onward and upward? Perhaps you 
could do it. But it’s a hard road, and other men’s flowers 
quickly wilt. | naturally cannot be expected to agree with 
what you say about my book being in the shade, though 


what | am certain of is that it will be in the way. But if you 
can find someone willing to take a punt on a total unknown, 
then perhaps you should go ahead, dear Franny’ 


He knew, the bastard knew, that Sam’s pusillanimous 
publishers had developed feet so cold they were walking on 
chilblains. 


He saw my reaction and pressed his advantage. 


‘How’s your thesis going, by the way? Have you found a 
new supervisor? Now there’s a thought. Perhaps | could offer 
my own services? It would mean moving to Cambridge, but 
if you’re heading high, no harm starting on the upper 
Slopes, is there?’ 


Perhaps | should have said, get thee behind me, Satan! 
But any belief | might have had in my own divine 
indestructibility vanished back at Holm Coultram College 
when, despite my very best efforts, you managed to finger 
my collar. 


So, please don’t despise me, | said I’d think about it. 


| thought about it all evening, paying little attention to 
the conference sessions | attended 
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and barely picking at the buffet supper that was laid on 
for us. (There’s a big formal dinner in the college hall 
tomorrow night, but meanwhile, sherry apart, it’s the 
appetites of the intellect that are being catered for.) 


And I’m still thinking about it now even as | write. Please 
forgive me if | seem to be going on at unconscionable 
length, but in all the world there is no one | can talk to so 
fully and frankly as | can to you. 


Time for bed. Will | sleep? | thought | had learned in 
prison how to sleep anywhere in any conditions, but tonight 


| think | may find it hard to close my eyes. Thoughts wriggle 
round my head like little snakes nesting in a skull. What do | 
owe to dear Sam? What do | owe to myself? And whose 
patronage was the more precious, Linda Lupin’s or Justin 
Albacore’s? Which would a wise man put his trust in? 


Goodnight, dear Mr Pascoe. At least | hope it will be for 
you. For me | see long white hours lying awake pondering 
these matters, and above all the problem of how I’m going 
to reply to Albacore’s offer. 


‘l was wrong! 


| slept like a log and woke to a glorious morning, bright 
winter sunshine, no wind, a nip in the air but only such as 
turned each breath | took into a glass of champagne. | was 
up early, had a hearty breakfast, and then went out for a 
walk to clear my head and still my nerves before | read 
Sam’s paper at the nine o’clock session. | left the college by 
its rear gate and strolled along beside the Cam, admiring 
what they call the Backs. The Backs! Only utter certainty of 
beauty allows one to be so throwaway about it. Oh, it’s a 
glorious spot this Cambridge, Mr Pascoe. I’m sure you know 
it well, though | can’t recall whether you’re light or dark 
blue. This is a place for youth to expand its soul in, and 
despite everything, | still feel young. 


| didn’t see Albacore until | arrived in the lecture theatre 
a few minutes before nine and saw his cunicular nose twitch 
with relief. He must have been worrying that his ‘straight 
talk’ last evening had been too much for my weak stomach 
and I’d done a runner! 


He’d arranged for me to have a plenary session and 
every chair was taken. He didn’t hang about - perhaps 
recognizing more than | did at that moment just how 
nervous | was - but introduced me briefly with, mercifully, 


only a short formal reference to Sam’s tragic death, while | 
sat there staring down at the opening page of my lost 
friend’s paper. 


Its title was, ‘Looking for the Laughs in Death’s Jest- 
Book’. 


| read the first sentence - /n his letters Beddoes refers to 
his play Death’s Jest-Book as a satire: but on what? - and 
tried to turn the printed words into sounds coming from my 
mouth, and couldn’t. 


There was a loud cough. It came from Albacore, who had 
taken his place in the front row. And next to him, looking up 
at me with those big violet eyes | recalled from our sessions 
in the Syke, was his wife, Amaryllis Haseen. 


Perhaps the sight of her was the last straw that broke 
what remained of my nerve. 


Rising from my chair was the hardest thing I’d ever done 
in my life. | must have looked like a drunk as | walked the 
few steps to the lectern. Fortunately it was a solid old- 
fashioned piece of furniture, otherwise it would have shaken 
with me as | hung on to it with both hands to control my 
trembling. As for my audience, it was as if they were all 
sitting at the ‘bottom of a swimming pool and | was trying to 
see them through a surface broken by ripples and sparkling 
with sun-starts. The effort made me quite nauseous and | 
raised my eyes to the back of the lecture theatre and stared 
at the big clock hanging on the wall there. Slowly its hands 
swam into focus. Nine o’clock precisely. The distant sound of 
bells drifted into the room. | lowered my eyes. The 
swimming-pool effect was still evident, except in the case of 
one figure sitting in the middle of the back row. Him | could 
see pretty clearly with no more distortion than might have 
come if I’d been looking through glass. And yet | knew that 
this must be completely delusional. 


For it was you, Mr Pascoe. There you were, looking 
straight at me. For a few seconds our gazes locked. Then 
you smiled encouragingly and nodded. And in that moment 
everyone else came into perfect focus, | stopped trembling, 
and you vanished. 


Wasn’t that weird? This letter I’m writing must have 
created such a strong subconscious image of you that my 
mind, desperately seeking stability, externalized it in my 
time of need. 


Whatever the truth of it, all nerves vanished and | was 
able to put on a decent show. 


| even managed to say a few words about Sam, nothing 
too heavy. Then | read his paper on Death’s Jest-Book. Do 
you know the play? Beddoes conceived it at Oxford when he 
was still only twenty-one. ‘I am thinking of a very Gothic- 
styled tragedy for which | have a jewel of a name - DEATH’S 
JESTBOOK - of course no one will ever read it.’ He was 
almost right, but as he worked on it for the rest of his short 
life, it has to be pretty central to any attempt to analyse his 
genius. 


Briefly, it’s about two brothers, Isbrand and Wolfram, 
whose birthright has been stolen, sister wronged, and father 
Slain by Duke Melveric of Munsterberg. Passionate for 
revenge, they take up residence at the ducal court, Isbrand 
in the. role of Fool, Wolfram as a knight. But Wolfram finds 
himself so attracted to the Duke that, much to Isbrand’s 
horror and disgust, they become best buddies. 


Sam’s theory is that the whole eccentric course of 
Beddoes’ odd life was dictated by his sense of being left 
adrift when his own dearly beloved father died at a 
tragically early age. One aspect of the poet’s search for 
ways to fill the gap left by this very powerful personality is 
symbolized, according to Sam, by Wolfram finding solace 


not in killing his father’s killer but rather in turning him into 
a substitute father. Unfortunately, for the integrity of the 
play that is, this search had many other often conflicting 
aspects, all of which dominate from time to time, leading to 
considerable confusion of plot and tone. As for Death, he is 
by turns a jester and a jest, a bitter enemy and a seductive 
friend. Keats, you will recall, claimed sometimes to be half in 
love with easeful death. No such pussy-footing about for our 
Tom. His was a totally committed all-consuming passion! 


Back to my conference debut. | finished the paper 
without too much stuttering, managed to add a few 
comments of my own, and finally took questions. Albacore 
was in there first, his question perfectly weighted to give me 
every chance to shine. Thereafter he managed the session 
like an expert ringmaster, guiding, encouraging, gentling, 
and always keeping me at the centre of things. Afterwards | 
was congratulated by everyone whose congratulation | 
would have prayed for. But not Albacore. He didn’t come 
near me, though | caught his eye occasionally through the 
crowd and received a friendly smile. 


| Knew what he was doing, he was showing me what he 
could do. 


And | discovered by listening and asking questions some 
interesting things about the set-up here. At God’s the 
Master is top dog, the present one being a somewhat 
remote and ineffectual figure, leaving the real power in the 
hands of his 2i/c, the Dean. (The Quaestor, incidentally, is 
what they call their bursar.) Albacore in fact is presently 
deputizing for the Master, who’s on a_é three-month 
Sabbatical at the University of Sydney. (Sydney, for 
godsake! During an English winter! These guys know how to 
arrange things!) On his return he will be entering the last 
year of his office. Albacore naturally enough is in the van of 
contenders for his job, but, this being Cambridge, the 


succession is by no means cut and dried. A big successful 
book, appearing just as the hustings reached their height, 
would be a very useful reminder to the electorate (which is 
to say, God’s dons - sounds like the Vatican branch of the 
Mafia, doesn’t it?) that Albacore could still cut the mustard 
academically, and its hoped-for popular success would give 
him a chance to demonstrate that he had Open Sesames to 
the inner chambers of that media world where so many of 
your modern dons long to strut their stuff. 


Oh, the more | got the rich sweet smell of it, the more | 
thought, this is the life for me! Reading and writing, 
wheeling and dealing, life in the cloisters and life in the fast 
lane running in parallel, with winters in the sun for those 
who made the grade. 


But | wasn’t going to rush into a decision as important as 
this. | slipped away back here to the Lodging to think it all 
through and there seemed no better way of doing this than 
pouring out all my thoughts and hopes to you. Like that 
vision | had of you this morning, it’s almost like having you 
here in the room with me. | can sense your approval at the 
now final decision | have reached. 


This quiet, cloistered but not inactive nor unexciting life 
in these most ancient and fructuous groves of academe is 
what | want. And if giving up Sam’s research is the only way 
for me to get it, I’m sure that’s what-he’d have wanted me 
to do. 


So the die is cast. I'll stroll out now and post this letter, 
then perhaps catch one of the afternoon sessions. If | bump 
into Albacore, | won’t give him any hint of the way I’m 
thinking. Let him sweat till tonight at least! Thanks for your 
help. 


Yours in gratitude, 
Franny Roote 


On Monday morning, the mail had arrived just as Pascoe 
was about to leave. 


He took it into the kitchen and carefully divided it into 
three piles - his own, Ellie’s and mutual (mainly Christmas 
cards). 


In his pile there were two envelopes bearing the St 
Godric’s coat of arms. 


Ellie was on the school run, which gave him a free choice 
of reaction and action. 


He tore open the first letter. Not that he knew it was the 
first as it had exactly the same postmark on it as the 
second. But a quick glance down the opening page 
confirmed this one started where the previous letter had left 
off. 


When he came to the bit about Roote’s vision of himself 
at the back of the lecture theatre, he stopped reading for a 
minute while he debated whether it should make him feel 
more or less worried about himself. Less, he decided. Or 
maybe more. He read on. He had no ocular delusion of the 
man’s presence as he read but he could feel Roote’s 
influence reaching out of the words and trying to tie him 
into his life. To what end? It wasn’t clear. But to no good 
end, of that he was absolutely certain. 


Perhaps the second letter would make things clearer. 


He felt curiously reluctant to open it, but sat for some 
while with it in his hand, growing (his suddenly Gothic 
imagination told him) heavier by the minute. 


A noise brought him out of his reverie. It was the front 
door opening. Ellie’s voice called, ‘Peter? You still here?’ 


Now he could get what he’d been wishing for not very 
long ago, Ellie’s sane and sensible reaction. 


Instead he found himself stuffing both letters, the read 
and the unread, into his pocket. 


‘Here you are,’ she said, coming into the kitchen. ‘I 
thought you’d have been gone by now. It’s the Linford case 
today, isn’t it? | hope they lock the bastard up and throw 
away the key.’ 


Ellie’s usually tender heart stopped bleeding and became 
engorged with indignation at mention of Liam Linford. 


‘Don’t fret,’ he said to Ellie now. ‘We’ve got the little 
Sshitbag tied up. Rosie OK?’ 


‘You bet. It’s all Nativity Play rehearsals. She’s taken 
young Zipper’s card, allegedly to prove to Miss Martingale 
that angels really did play the clarinet. But | reckon she 
wants to boast about her sexual conquests to her mates.’ 


‘Oh God. The Nativity Play. When is it? Friday? | suppose 
we have to go?’ 


‘You bet your sweet life,’ she said. ‘What’s happened to 
the great traditionalist who nearly blew a gasket when there 
was that petition to ban it on the grounds it was ethnically 
divisive? What was it you said? “Give in on this and it’s roast 
turkey and poppadoms next.” Now you don’t want to go! 
You're a very confused person, DCI Pascoe.’ 


‘Of course | want to go. I’ve even asked Uncle Andy to 
guarantee I’ve got God’s own imprimatur. I’m just worried a 
non-speaking angel’s part isn’t going to satisfy Rosie.’ 


‘At least Miss Martingale has persuaded her that having 
Tig in the manger would not be such a good idea, and | 
don’t doubt she’ll talk her out of the clarinet solo too.’ 


‘Maybe. But she told me last night that it seems odd to 
her that when the innkeeper told Mary there was no room, 
the angels didn’t come down and give him a good kicking.’ 


‘It’s a fair point,’ said Ellie. ‘Having all that power and not 
using it never made much sense to me either.’ 


He kissed her and went out. She was right, as usual, he 
thought. He was a very confused person, not at all like the 
cool, rational, thoughtful mature being Franny Roote 
pretended to believe in. 


The unread letter bulked large in his pocket. Maybe it 
Should stay unread. Whatever game Roote was playing 
clearly required two players. 


On the other hand, why should he fear a contest? What 
was it Ellie had just said? ‘Having all that power and not 
using it never made much sense to me.’ 


He turned out of the morning traffic stream into a quiet 
side street and parked. 


It was a long, long letter. Two-thirds of the way through it 
he reached for his morning paper which he hadn’t had time 
to read yet, and found what he was looking for on an inside 
page. 

‘Oh, you bastard,’ he said out loud, finished the letter, 
started the car, did a U-turn and reinserted himself 
aggressively into the traffic flow. 


Letter 3. Received Mon Dec 17" PP 
St Godric’s College 
Cambridge 


My dear Mr Pascoe, 


Again so soon! But measured by swings of emotion, how 
very much time has passed! 


Still buoyed up by my sense of having made a wise 
decision, and been approved in it by you, | went down to 


dinner tonight, posting my last letter en route, and found 
Albacore waiting to offer me a choice of dry or very dry 
Sherry. | displayed my independence by refusing both and 
demanding gin. Then, because | wanted to relax and enjoy 
myself, | relented and told him that, subject to detail and 
safeguards, he had a deal. 


‘Excellent,’ he said. ‘My dear Franny, | couldn’t be more 
pleased. Amaryllis, my love, come and renew old 
acquaintance.’ 


She hadn’t hung around after my paper, but here she 
was in a sheer silk gown cut low enough to make a man 
forget the spur of fame. She greeted me like an old friend, 
kissing me on the lips and chatting away about other 
inmates of the Syke as though we were talking of old 
acquaintance from the tennis club. 


It really was an excellent night. Everything about it - the 
setting, the food, the wine, the atmosphere, the 
conversation - confirmed the wisdom of my decision. | was 
seated between Amaryllis and Dwight Duerden, there being 
too few female delegates to allow the usual gender hopping 
(academia is equal opportunity land, but not that equal!) 
and the pressure, too frequent to be coincidental, from 
Amaryllis’s thigh, made me wonder if this happy night might 
not be brought in every sense to a fitting climax. 


Perhaps fortunately, the opportunity didn’t arise. After 
the dinner Albacore invited some few of us (the most 
distinguished plus myself) back to the Dean’s Lodging, all 
men save for Amaryllis, and she soon retired as the cigars 
came out and the atmosphere thickened with aromatic 
fumes. It was deliriously old fashioned, and | loved it. 


Albacore was by now treating me like a younger brother, 
and when Dwight requested a tour of the Lodging, he put 
his arm round my shoulder and the two of us led the way. 


The D’s Lodging was a sort of early eighteenth-century 
annexe to the original college building and must have stuck 
out like a new nose on an old star’s face for a time. But 
Cambridge of all places has the magic gift of taking unto 
itself all things new and wearing their newness off them 
with loving care till in the end they too are part of the 
timeless whole. It was a fine old building with that feel | so 
much love of a lived-in church, infinitely more splendid than 
the Q’s suite of rooms (what must the Master’s Habitation, a 
Small mansion situated on a grassy knoll in the college 
grounds overlooking the river, be like?) and full of what 
Should have been a stylistic hodge-podge of furniture, 
statuary and paintings had they not also succumbed to the 
unifying aura of that magical world. 


| lusted for it all, and | think Justin sensed my yearning, 
and felt how much closer it bound me to his desires, and 
grappled me to him ever more lightly as the tour proceeded. 


The study was for me the sanctus sanctorum, lit with a 
dim religious light, its book-lined walls emanating that 
glorious odour of old leather and paper which | think of as 
the incense of scholarship. At its centre stood a fine old 
desk, ornately carved and with a tooled leather top large 
enough for a pair of pygmies to play tennis on. 


Dwight, miffed perhaps to find himself behind me in the 
Dean’s pecking order, said, ‘How the hell do you work in this 
gloom? And where do you hide your computer?’ 


‘My what?’ cried Alabacore indignantly. ‘Compute me no 
computers! When my publisher suggested that in the 
interest of speed it would be useful if he could have my 
Beddoes book on disk, | replied, “Certainly, if you can 
provide me with a large enough disc of Carrara marble and 
a monumental mason capable of transcribing my words!” 
Press keys and produce letters on a screen and what have 
you got? Nothing! An_ electronic tremor which = an 


interruption of the electrical supply can destroy. Show me 
one great work which has been produced by _ word- 
processing. When | write with my pen, | am writing on my 
heart and what is inscribed there will take the rubber of God 
to erase.’ 


| sensed that Dwight, who probably had a computerized 
khazi, was drunk enough to tell his host he was talking crap, 
so, not wanting this atmosphere | was so much enjoying to 
be soured by dissent, | essayed a light-hearted diversion. 


‘God uses rubbers, does he?’ | said. ‘Must have burst 
when he was into Mary.’ 


Such blasphemous vulgarity is evidently much enjoyed at 
High Tables. Like kids saying bum, says Charley Penn, 
they’re excited by their own outrageousness. Certainly it 
worked here, everyone responding with their own kind of 
amusement, the well-born Brits with that head-nodding 
chortle which passes for laughter in their class, the plebs 
with loud guffaws, and Dwight and a couple of fellow 
Americans with a kind of whooping bray. 


After that Dwight asked in a conciliatory tone how then 
did Justin work, and Albacore, apologizing now for being a 
silly old Luddite, showed him his complex but clearly highly 
efficient card-index system and opened drawers to reveal 
reams of foolscap (no vulgar A4 for our Justinian!) closely 
covered with his elegant scrawl. 


‘And this is your new book?’ said Dwight. ‘The only copy? 
Jesus, how do you sleep sound at night?’ 


‘A lot easier than you do, | suspect,’ responded Albacore. 
‘My handwritten pages hold no attraction for a burglar. A 
computer on the other hand is something worth stealing, as 
are disks. Also no one can hack into manuscript and see 
what I’m up to, or copy chunks in a couple of seconds to 
pre-empt my ideas. Your electronic words, dear Dwight, are 


by comparison the common currency of the air. Someone 
coughs a continent away and you can catch a killing virus.’ 


| headed off what might have been a provoking defence 
of the computer by asking Albacore to what extent he felt 
his book might bring Beddoes in out of the cold at the 
perimeter of British romantic literature and into its warm 
centre. 


‘| don’t even try’ he retorted. ‘It’s my thesis that to 
understand him we must treat him not as a minor English 
but as a significant European writer. He was - most 
appositely at this present period in our history - a very good 
European. Byron’s the only other who comes close to him. 
They both loved Europe, not merely because they found it 
warmer and cheaper than back home, but for its history and 
culture and peoples.’ 


He expanded on this for a little while, almost addressing 
me directly. It was as if now that he’d won our little contest 
he wanted to put the memory of the arm-twisting and near- 
bribery behind us and demonstrate that he was a serious 
Beddoes scholar. 


The others listened happily too, sitting on the deep 
leather armchairs and sofa which the spacious room 
afforded, drinking from their brandy balloons and puffing on 
their genuine Havanas till the aromatic smoke almost hid 
the decorated ceiling. | sometimes think that it will not be 
the least of the twentieth century’s philistinisms that it has 
destroyed the art of enjoying tobacco. Like the poet said, a 
fuck is only a fuck, but a good cigar is a smoke. 


Long before he bored his audience (the great talkers are 
also masters of timing) Albacore stopped talking about 
Beddoes and invited us all to admire the copy of the Vita S. 
Godrid which he mentioned to me earlier and which he’d 
brought from the secure room of the college library for our 


delectation. Merely to handle something of such beauty and 
antiquity was enough for most of us, but Dwight with that 
lack of embarrassment about money which is the mark of a 
civilized American, cut to the chase and said, ‘How much 
would it fetch on the open market?’ 


Albacore smiled and said, ‘Why, this is a pearl worth 
more than all your tribe, Dwight. Think what you have here. 
A contemporary copy of the contemporary life written by a 
man who actually visited Godric in his hut at Finchale, 
Reginald of Durham, a man himself of such piety and 
erudition that these qualities are said by tradition to be 
accorded to all subsequent clerks who bear that name and 
title. In other words you are touching the book that touched 
the hand of a man who touched the hand of the saint 
himself. Who could put a price on something like this?’ 


‘Well,’ said Dwight, unputdown, ‘I Know a dealer called 
Trick Fachmann in St Poll who’d take a shot at it.’ 


Even Albacore laughed, and now the _ conversation 
became general, running like quicksilver from tongue to 
tongue, good thing following good thing, wisdom and wit 
doled out in a prodigality of plenty, and | felt tears prick my 
eyes at the sense of privilege and pleasure in being part of 
this company in this place at this time. 


If it were now to die, ‘twere now to be most happy... 


| could have stayed there forever, but all things have 
their natural foreordained ends, and finally we dispersed, 
some to their student staircases, Dwight and | making our 
unsteady way back to the Q’s Lodging, arm in arm for 
mutual support. 


| undressed and climbed into bed, but | could not go to 
Sleep. At first it was because of my excitement at the world 
of profit and delight which seemed to be opening up before 
me. But then a sudden and complete reversal took place... 


from the migh t/ Of joy in minds that can no further go, / As 
high as we have mounted in delight / In our dejection do we 
sink as low. Which is why, dear Mr Pascoe, my old leech- 
gatherer, | am sitting here propped up against my pillow, 
penning these words to you. Have | done the right thing in 
giving in to Albacore? In my last letter | was sure | had your 
approval. Now | am equally certain that you with your strong 
principles and unmoveable moral convictions will despise 
me for my venality. It’s so very important for me to get you 
to see my side of things. | am an innocent abroad here, a 
pygmy jousting with giants. It is not always given to us to 
choose the instruments of our elevation. You must have felt 
this sometimes in your relationship with the egregious 
Dalziel. You may well have wished on occasion that the 
glittering prizes of your career were not in the gift of such a 
one. And by indignities men come to dignities. And it is 
sometimes base. 


So if | seem to be asking for your blessing, it is beca 
Another interruption! 


What soaps my letters are turning out to be, every 
instalment ending in a cliffhanger! 


And this time what a climactic interruption, fit to rank 
with those end-of-series episodes of shows like Casua/ty and 
ER designed to whet your what-happens-next appetite to 
such an edge that you will return as hungry as ever after the 
summer break. 


But | mustn’t be frivolous. What we have here isn’t soap, 
it’s reality. And it’s tragic. 


It was the fearful clamour of a bell which distracted me. 


| leapt out of bed and rushed to the open window. Since 
my time in the Syke, | always sleep with my window open 


whatever the season. Looking out into the quad | could see 
nothing, but | could hear away to the right a growing 
hubbub of noise and, when | thrust my head out into the 
night air and looked towards it, it seemed to me that the 
dark outline of the building forming that side of the quad 
was already being etched against the sky by the rosy wash 
of dawn. 


Except it was far too early for dawn and anyway | was 
looking north. 


Pausing only to thrust my feet into my shoes and drag a 
raincoat round my shoulders, | rushed out into the night. 


Oh God, the sight | saw when | passed from the Q’s quad 
to the D’s quad! 


It was the Dean’s Lodging, no longer a thing of beauty 
but now crouched there, squat and ugly as a marauding 
monster, with a great tongue of flame coiling out of a 
downstairs window and greedily licking its facade. 


| hurried forward, eager to help but not knowing how | 
could. Firemen bearing hoses from the engine, which 
seemed to have got wedged under a Gothic arch that gave 
the only vehicular approach to this part of the college, some 
wearing breathing apparatus, moved around me with that 
instancy of purpose which marks the assured professional. 


‘What’s happening for God’s sake?’ | cried to one who 
paused beside me to cast an assessing eye over the scene. 


‘Old building,’ he said laconically. ‘Lots of wood. Three 
centuries to dry out. These places are bonfires waiting to be 
lit. Who’re you?’ 


I’m a..." What was I? Suddenly | didn’t know. I’m at a 
conference here.’ 


‘Oh,’ he said, losing interest. ‘Need someone who knows 
who's likely to be in there.’ 


‘| do know,’ | said quickly. 


He turned out to be the Assistant Chief Fire Officer, a 
good-looking young man in a clean-cut kind of way. 


| told him that, as far as | knew, Sir Justinian and Lady 
Albacore were the only inmates of the Lodging and tried to 
indicate from my memory of our tour where they were likely 
to be found. All of this he repeated into his walkie-talkie. 
Behind him as we talked, | could see that the fire had 
reached the upper storeys. My heart began to misgive me 
that we were witnessing a truly terrible tragedy. Then his 
radio crackled with the good news that Amaryllis was safe 
and well. But my joy at hearing this was immediately diluted 
by the lack of any news about Justin. 


It began to rain quite heavily at this point, which was 
good news for the firefighters. | could see no point in 
catching my death of cold watching a fire, so | returned to 
my room and letter. Might as well go on writing as | doubt if 
| shall be able to fall asleep. 


Wrong again! 


| was woken in my chair by Dwight shaking my shoulder. 


As | struggled out of sleep | could see from his face the 
news was not good. 


Indeed it was the worst. 


They’d found Justinian Albacore’s body on the ground 
floor where the fire had been at its fiercest. 


| was devastated. | had little cause to love the man but 
perhaps something in his mockingly subtle character 
appealed to me and I’d found last night that | had no 
problem with the prospect of spending much time in his 
company. 


Dwight wanted to talk but all | wanted was to be left to 
myself. 


| got dressed and went outside. The shell of the Dean’s 
Lodging, gently steaming in a Fennish drizzle, stood as a 
dreadful illustration of the power of flames. As | stood and 
contemplated it | was joined by my handsome young Fire 
Officer who gave me the fullest picture they could piece 
together of last night’s events. 


It seems that Amaryllis had been woken by Justin getting 
out of bed in the early hours. Drowsily she asked him what 
was up, to which he replied he thought he’d heard 
something downstairs but it was probably nothing so why 
didn’t she go back to sleep, which she did. She woke again 
some time later to find the room full of smoke. On the 
landing outside her bedroom she found things even worse 
with flames plainly visible at the foot of the stairs. She 
retreated into her room and rang the fire brigade. Then, 
pausing only to put on slacks, T-shirt, several warm 


pullovers and a little make-up, she opened the bedroom 
window which overlooked the roof of an architecturally 
incongruous conservatory, built by an  orchidomaniac 
Victorian dean before there were such things as 
conservation orders, on to which she descended with the 
help of a drainpipe and from which she slid into the arms of 
the first fireman on the scene. 


As for Justin, all that is possible at the moment is 
speculation. 


It seems likely that when he descended the stairs he 
found his study already well ablaze. His awareness that 
lying within was the college’s greatest treasure, Reginald of 
Durham’s Vita S. Godrid, which he had personally and 
recklessly removed from the college library, must have 
blinded his judgment. Instead of raising the alarm, he 
probably rushed inside to rescue the precious manuscript 
but found himself driven back by the heat to the threshold 
where, overcome by fumes, he collapsed and died. 


From what | can see for myself and from what my new 
friend told me, it’s pretty clear that not only has the Vita 
been reduced to ashes, but not a page of Albacore’s 
Beddoes manuscript or a single card from his card-index 
system can have survived the inferno. 


It is still early days to reach conclusions about causes, 
but when | told the Fire Officer that we had all been sitting 
around the study last night drinking brandy and smoking 
cigars, his large blue eyes sparkled and he made a note in 
his note-pad. 


The conference has naturally been cancelled and, after a 
morning spent answering questions and making statements, 
| am sitting here once more writing to you, dear Mr Pascoe, 
in the hope of clearing my thoughts. 


| know you will think me selfish, but deep down beneath 
all my real sorrow over Justinian’s death is a tiny nugget of 
self-pity. All my hopes have died too, all the glorious dreams 
of a Cambridge future | was having only last night. 


Poor old me, eh? 


One more interruption, this one, I hope, definitely the 
last! 


As | wrote my last self-pitying sentence, Dwight came 
into the room and said with that American directness, ‘So 
what are your plans now, Franny, boy?’ 


‘Plans?’ | said bitterly. ‘Plans need a future and | don’t 
seem to have one’ 


He laughed and said, ‘Jesus, Fran, don’t go soft on me. 
It’s an ill wind... Seems to me you’ve got a great future. 
From what I’ve picked up over the last couple of days, 
you've inherited a half-written book about Beddoes which 
looks like it’s got the field clear after what happened last 
night. Tell me, you got any deal going with a Brit publisher?’ 


‘Well, no,’ | said and explained the situation. 


‘And there’s no way these guys can come back at you 
now and say they’ve got a claim to anything that Dr Johnson 
did while he was taking their money?’ 


‘No. In fact I’ve got a written disclaimer. It seemed a 
good thing to ask for ...’ 


‘I'll say!’ he said approvingly. ‘So now you can go ahead 
and finish the book any which way you want and make your 
name, right?’ 


| thought about it. This was an aspect of the tragedy that 
hadn’t occurred to me before. Truly, God works in a 
mysterious way! 


He said, ‘Ever think about getting it published in the 
States? Lot of interest in Beddoes over there, you know. Lot 
of money available too, if you Know where to look.’ 


| said, ‘Really? | wish | Knew where to look then!’ 


‘| do,’ he said. ‘My own university publishers have been 
stirring themselves recently. They’re just waking to the truth 
I’ve been telling them for years, either you grow or you die. 
Tell you what, I’m going to pack now, then I’m being driven 
up to London 


‘Down,’ | said. 
‘Sorry?’ 


‘| think from Cambridge you always go down to London. 
Or anywhere.’ 


He came close to me and said, ‘Listen Fran, that’s the 
kind of thinking you want to get out of your head. OK, 
Cambridge was once the place to be, but that was costume 
drama time. Nothing stays still. Either you go away from it 
or it goes away from you. Hell, | was in Uzbekistan recently 
and being an old Romantic | wanted to take a look at the 
Aral Sea. Well, | got to where my battered Baedeker said it 
ought to be and you know what | found? Nothing. Desert. 
The Russkis have been siphoning off so much water for so 
long that it’s shrunk to half its size. | talked to this old guy 
still living in the house he was born in and he pointed to the 
cracked stony ground outside his front door and said that 
when he was a kid he used to run out of the house naked on 
a summer morning and dive straight into the waves. Now 
he’d have to run two hundred fucking miles! Same thing 
with Cambridge. It’s all dried up. Look real close at it and 
what do you see? It’s an old movie set where they once did 
a few good things, but now the cameras and the lights and 
the action have moved on. Nothing as sad as an old movie 
set that’s been left to rot in the rain. Think about it, Fran. 1’ll 
be moving out in an hour. Hope you'll be with me.’ 


Well, after that | needed a walk to clear my head. Once 
more | strolled along the Backs. Only this time | looked at all 
those ancient buildings with a very different eye. 


And you know what | saw this time? Not temples to 
beauty and learning, not a peaceful haven where a man 
could drop anchor and enjoy shore leave for ever more. 


No, | saw it with eyes from which Dwight had removed 
the scales, and what | saw was an old movie set, looking sad 
as hell in the rain! 


Why on earth would | want to spend my days gossiping 
and bitching and boozing my life away in a dump like this? 


So now I’m packed - my few things only take a minute to 
throw together - and waiting for Dwight. He should be ready 
soon, so at last I’ll bring this letter to a conclusion rather 
than an interruption. 


| hope I’ve cleared the air between us. Perhaps some 
time in the future | may be moved to write to you again. 
Who knows? In the meantime, as the year draws to its close, 
may | once again wish yourself and your lovely family a very 
Merry Christmas? 


Yours on the move per ardua ad astral 
Franny Roote 
‘Sore arse and rusty bum,’ said Andy Dalziel. 
‘What?’ 


The Aral Sea. Christ, I’ve not thought of that for years. 
You never know what’s going to stick, do you? Is it really 
drying up?’ 

‘| don’t know, sir,’ said Peter Pascoe. ‘But does it matter? 
| mean 


‘Matters if you dive in and it’s not there,’ said Dalziel 
reprovingly. ‘Sore arse and rusty bum! Old Eeenie would be 
chuffed.’ 


Pascoe looked at Edgar Wield and saw only an 
incomprehension to match his own. 


His decision to bring up Roote’s letters at the CID 
meeting was mainly pragmatic. He’d spent much of the 
morning so far following up various lines of enquiry relating 
to Roote and did not doubt that the eagle eye of Andy 
Dalziel above and the cat eye of Edgar Wield below would 
have noticed this, so it was best to make it official. But that 
triumphant feeling that his enemy had delivered himself 
into his hands had gradually faded. Indeed recollecting it 
now made him feel faintly ashamed. The investigation of 
crime should be a ratiocinative process, not a crusade. So 
he had introduced the letters in calm measured tones and 
passed them to his colleagues without (he hoped) letting it 
show how desperate he was for their confirmation that here 
was Cause for concern. 


Instead he was getting the Fat Man, like some portly 
prophet, speaking in tongues! 


The rambling continued. 


‘He once said to me, old Beenie, “Dalziel,” he said, “if 
ever | want to torture a man of letters, I'll make you read 
blank verse to him.” Right sharp tongue on him, knew how 
to draw blood. But, God, it were a long boring poem! Mebbe 
that’s why | recall the end, because | were so pleased it had 
got there!’ 


‘What poem?’ said Pascoe, abandoning his efforts to 
Swim against this muddy tide. 


‘| told you. Sore arse and rusty bum, did you learn nowt 
at that poncy kindergarten of thine?’ said Dalziel. Then 
relenting he added, ‘ “Sohrab and Rustum” were its Sunday 
name, but we all called it sore arse and rusty bum. Do you 
not know it?’ 


Pascoe shook his head. 


‘No? Oh well, | expect by the time you got to school, it 
‘ud be all this modern stuff, full of four letter words and no 


rhymes.’ 
‘Blank verse doesn’t rhyme,’ said Pascoe unwisely. 


‘| know it bloody doesn’t. But it doesn’t need to ‘cos it 
sounds like poetry, right? And it’s a bit miserable. This 
poem’s right miserable. Sore Arse kills Rusty Bum and then 
finds out the bugger’s only his own son. So he sits there all 
night next to the body in the middle of this sort of desert, 
the Chorasmian waste he calls it, while all around these 
armies are busy doing what armies do, one of the saddest 
scenes in Eng. Lit., Beenie said, and this river, the Oxus, 
keeps on rolling by. Bit like “OF Man River” really.’ 


‘So where’s the Aral Sea come in?’ asked Pascoe. 
‘I’m telling you,’ said Dalziel. 


He struck a pose and started to declaim in a sing-song 
schoolboy kind of way, end-stopping each line with no 
regard for internal punctuation or overall sense. 


S” spddeeatcat olen aL cel cmcate Seecaecessentaathets till at last. 
The long ‘d-for dash of waves is heard and wide. 
His luminous home of waters opens bright. 
And tranquil from whose floor the new-bathed stars. 
Emerge and shine upon the Aral Sea. 
‘Now that’s fucking poetry, no mistake,’ he concluded. 


‘And that’s the end of this sore and rusty poem?’ said 
Pascoe. ‘And old Beenie ... ?’ 


‘Mr Beanland, MA Oxon. He could have thrown chalk for 
England. Put your eye out at twenty feet. He went on and on 
about this Aral Sea, how remote and beautiful and 
mysterious it were. And now this Yank says it’s drying up, 
and tourists go to see it, and it’s not there. Like life, eh? Like 
fucking life.’ 


‘It isn’t a correspondence that leaps up and hits me in 
the eye,’ said Pascoe sourly. 


‘Which is what I'd do if | had a stick of chalk,’ growled the 
Fat Man. ‘Any road, talking of correspondence, why’m | 
wasting precious police time reading your mail?’ 


‘Because it’s from Franny Roote, because it contains 
implied threats, because in it he admits complicity in 
several crimes. And,’ Pascoe concluded, like an English 
comic at the Glasgow Empire seeing his best gags sink in a 
sea of indifference and desperately reaching for any point of 
contact, ‘because he refers to you as Rumbleguts.’ 


But even this provocation to complicity failed. 


‘Oh aye. When you've been insulted by experts that 
sounds like a term of endearment’ said the Fat Man 
indifferently. 


‘Glad to find you so philosophical’ said Pascoe. ‘But the 
threats 


‘What threats? | can’t see no threats. How about you, 
Wieldy? You see any threats?’ 


The sergeant glanced apologetically at Pascoe and said, 
‘Not as such.’ 


‘Not as such’ mimicked Dalziel. ‘Meaning not at fucking 
all! The bugger goes out of his way to say that he’s not 
writing a threatening letter. In fact he seems to rate you so 
highly, it wouldn’t surprise me if he ended up sending you a 
Valentine card!’ 


‘That’s all part of it, don’t you see? Like this play he goes 
on about, Death’s Jest-Book, it’s all some kind of grisly joke. 
That stuff about the ambiguities of revenge, one brother 
becoming dead friendly with the Duke, the other bursting 
with hate, that’s Roote telling me how he feels.’ 


‘No it’s not. In fact | recall he says quite clear he feels like 
the friendly brother. And all these crimes you’re going on 
about, what would they be?’ 


Pascoe opened the file he was carrying and produced 
several sheets of paper. 


‘You’ve not been playing with your computer again?’ said 
Dalziel. ‘You'll go blind.’ 


‘Harold Bright, known as Brillo’ said Pascoe. ‘Banged up 
in the Syke the same time as Roote. Had an accident in the 
Shower. Cracked his head. Traces of ammonia-based 
cleansing fluid found in eyes but never explained. 
Complications during treatment. Died.’ 


‘And good riddance’ said Dalziel. ‘| remember the 
Brights. Hospitalized two of ours when they got arrested, 
one of ‘em had to take early retirement. Dendo still inside?’ 


‘No. Finished in Durham, but he got out last month.’ 


‘Problem solved then. Send him Roote’s address. He sorts 
out your lad, we bang Dendo up again for the duration. Two 
for the price of one’ 


Over the years Pascoe had come to a pretty good 
understanding of when the Fat Man was joking, but there 
were still some grey areas where he felt it better not to 
enquire. 


He said, ‘My point is, we know a man died, and now we 
have Roote’s confession.’ 


‘Bollocks’ said Dalziel. ‘His admission might as well have 
been written by Hans Andersen. And, like he says himself, 
where are you going to get witnesses? Any road, if he did do 
it, he deserves a medal. Owt else?’ 


‘| checked that Polchard was there the same time as 
Roote, and the Syke’s Chief Officer remembers they played 


chess together’ said Pascoe sulkily. 


‘You going to do Roote for cheating then? | remember 
Mate Polchard. Right tricky sod. He out yet?’ 


Wield whose job it was to know everything said, ‘Yes, sir. 
Came out in the summer. Went off to his place in Wales to 
recuperate.’ 


Polchard was out of the normal run of thugs in more than 
just his penchant for chess. Not for him the comforts of a 
Spanish villa with a plethora of Costa fleshpots on his 
doorstep. His preferred hideaway was a remote Welsh 
farmhouse in Snowdonia. But when it came to protecting his 
interests, he ran true to type. Shortly after he bought the 
farm, a barn belonging to it was burnt down and a message 
sprayed on a wall in Welsh with under it a_ helpful 
translation. Go home Englishman or next lime it’s the house. 
A few days later the local leader of the main Welsh activist 
group awoke in the early hours to find three men in his 
room. They were unarmed and unmasked, which he found 
more worrying than reassuring. They spoke to him politely, 
showing him a list of the addresses of perhaps a dozen 
members of his group, his own at the head, and assured him 
that in the event of any further interference with Mr 
Polchard’s property, every one of these houses would be 
reduced to rubble within a fortnight. Then they left. Fifteen 
minutes later his garden shed blew up and burned with such 
ferocity it was a pile of cinders long before the fire brigade 
got near. No complaint was made, but Police Intelligence 
soon picked up the story, which Dalziel retailed now, at 
length, to signal his interest in Roote was over. 


But Pascoe listened with barely concealed impatience to 
the oft-told tale and used it as a cue to wrest the subject 
back. 


‘Polchard’s not the only one who’s good at fires,’ he said. 
This fire Roote writes about at St Godric’s, I’ve got several 
newspaper reports here arid I’ve been on to the Cambridge 
Fire Service Investigation Department and they’re getting 
back to me 


‘Hold on, lad. Stop right there,’ said Dalziel. ‘I’ve not had 
this letter X-rayed and-tested for poisoned ink like you, but | 
have read it, and | don’t recall owt in it coming in hosepipe 
distance of an admission of arson! Did | miss summat? 
Wieldy, how about you?’ 


The sergeant shook his head. 
‘No, definitely no admission, not as such 


There you go again. Not as such! As what then if not 
such?’ 


Pascoe had had enough. 


He interrupted angrily, ‘For Christ’s sake, what’s up with 
you two? It’s as plain as the nose on your face, he’s 
mocking us, that’s the whole point of the letter. 


Even without the letter, I'd have known something was 
wrong. Look at the facts. Franny Roote is a nobody, an ex- 
con, working as a gardener. Then his tutor, Sam Johnson, 
gets killed and Roote manages to sweet-talk Johnson’s sister 
into dropping his almost completed book on Beddoes into 
Roote’s lap. Suddenly from being an academic nobody, he’s 
set for the big league. One obstacle - there’s competition in 
the shape of this guy Albacore, who looks set to get his 
oeuvre in the shops several months earlier. Roote and 
Albacore meet. Albacore thinks he’s cut a deal. Take Roote 
on board, squeeze the juice of Johnson’s researches out of 
him, and then, of course, he’d be able to drop Roote like the 
nasty little turd he is. Only he doesn’t know yet that this 
turd’s got teeth.’ 


Dalziel who'd been listening with his great maw open in 
maximum gobstopped mode burst out, ‘A turd with teeth! | 
told thee, this is what comes of reading modern poetry!’ 


Pascoe who was a trifle vain about his style looked 
embarrassed but pressed on, ‘But what happens? There’s a 
fire and Albacore ends up dead and his work goes up in 
smoke. Coincidence? | don’t think so. Like | say, I’d have 
been suspicious if I’d read about it in the paper. But that’s 
not enough for the scrote! He has to write to me and gloat 
about it!’ 


‘Gloat? | got no gloat. How about you, Wieldy? You step in 
any gloat? And if you say not as such, I'll pull your tongue 
out and ram it up your neb!’ 


Wield touched his lips with his tongue as if rehearsing the 
manoeuvre and said, ‘Not ... that | could say definitely was 
gloating. But like | say, if Pete’s got a feeling ... and | agree 
that Roote’s a tricky bastard 


‘Not so tricky we didn’t bang him up,’ said Dalziel 
complacently. 


‘He’s had the benefit of a prison education since then’ 
said Wield. 


He was speaking figuratively but the Fat Man pretended 
to take him literally. 


‘Fair do’s but’ he said. ‘He didn’t come out a sociologist 
like most of the buggers as get educated inside. | really hate 
it when | hear one of them bastards on the chat shows’ 


The DCI closed his eyes and Wield said quickly, ‘Mebbe 
we should wait and see what the Cambridge fire people say’ 


The phone rang so aptly that he wasn’t in the least 
surprised when Pascoe, who'd snatched it up, mouthed 
Cambridge at them. 


Eyes less keen than Dalziel’s and Wield’s could have 
worked out it wasn’t good news. 


Pascoe said, Thanks a lot. If anything else comes up ... 
yes, thank you. Goodbye’ 


He put the receiver down. 
‘So?’ said Dalziel. 


‘Nothing suspicious’ said Pascoe. ‘As far as they can 
make out, the fire started in a leather armchair, probably 
caused by a lighted cigar butt which had slipped down 
behind the cushion. Only sign of any accelerant was an 
exploded brandy decanter’ 


‘Aye, well, bunch of drunken dons smoking big cigars ina 
building that’s probably failed every fire regulation laid 
down over five hundred years, that’s asking for trouble’ said 
Dalziel. ‘Well, I’m glad we’ve got that out of the way’ 


‘For God’s sake’ said Pascoe, ‘you don’t think that 
someone like Roote was going to get to work with a can of 
paraffin, do you? No, he was there, he tells us he was there, 
puffing away on a cigar with the best of them. That’s what 
probably gave him the idea’ 


‘Oh aye? You got second sight now, Peter?’ said the Fat 
Man. ‘Pity they don’t take account of that in the Criminal 
Evidence Act. | think that’s enough about Roote for one day. 
| don’t mind my officers having a hobby so long as they do it 
in their own time’ 


Angrily Pascoe retorted, ‘And how do you feel about your 
officers ignoring prima-facie evidence of crime? Sir?’ 


‘Prima facie? That ‘ud be an Italian waiter with his throat 
cut and Roote standing over him with a knife in his hand? 
Wieldy, them statistics I’m doing for the Chief, how’m | 
getting along with them?’ 


‘You've finished them, sir’ 


‘Have |? Jesus, | must’ve sat up half the night. It’s no fun 
being a superintendent. You’d best come along to my office 
in five minutes and tell me what | think of them afore | pass 
them on to Desperate Dan. How’s young Ivor settling back 
in, by the way?’ 


Ivor was Dalziel’s sobriquet for DC Shirley Novello, who 
had taken a bullet in the shoulder during the summer and 
only recently returned to work full time. 


‘Looking fine, sir’ said Wield. ‘Very sharp and eager to 
make up for lost time’ 


‘Grand. Now we just need Bowler back and we'll only be 
Slightly under fucking strength instead of seriously under 
fucking strength. When’s he due to start?’ 


‘This week, Wednesday | think, sir’ 


‘Not till Wednesday?’ said Dalziel incredulously. ‘You’d 
think the bugger had had major surgery. Here, pass us that 
phone and I'll give him a wake-up call’ 


Up till now Dalziel had made little effort to hurry Bowler 
from his sickbed, knowing how easy it was for a 
convalescent hero to be turned into a gung-ho cop who'd 
killed a suspect through use of excessive force. 
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But now the Board of Enquiry had finally cleared Bowler 
of all culpability, the case was altered. 


‘Shouldn’t bother’ said Pascoe. ‘| gather Ms Pomona’s 
taken him away for a weekend of rest and recuperation. 
They won't be back till later today.’ 


‘What? Off with his light o’ love, is he? If a man’s fit 
enough to shag, he’s fit enough to work, says so in the 
Bible. Wait till | see him. Wieldy, them figures, five minutes 


right? By the way, Pete. Chief’s taking me out to lunch. His 
treat for all my hard work. With luck | won’t be back till tea- 
time, so if anyone wants me, you'll have to do.’ 


‘Yes, sir. Except I’ll be in court myself this afternoon’ said 
Pascoe. 


‘Oh aye, the Linford committal. Nowt to worry about 
there, we’ve got the scrote sewn up tighter than a nun’s 
knickers, right?’ 


‘Right’ said Pascoe. ‘Though Belchamber will be looking 
to do a bit of snipping 


‘Sod the Belcher’ growled Dalziel. ‘Nowt he can do long 
as your witness, the Carnwath lad, stays strong. No second 
thoughts after that scare on Saturday?’ 


‘Oz is rock solid’ said Pascoe. ‘And they can’t get at him 
directly. Not married, no current girl, parents dead. Only 
close family is a sister in the States. She is coming over for 
Christmas, but not till Wednesday, by which time it’ll be 
sorted, God willing.’ 


‘Then what are you moaning about? Wieldy, five 
minutes.’ 


The Fat Man left. 


Pascoe watched the great haunches swing out of sight 
and said, ‘You’ve made yourself indispensable to Rustybum, 
Wieldy. Could be a fatal mistake.’ 


‘No, way | look at it is, if the station goes up in flames 
and Andy can only get one person out, it’ll be me over his 
Shoulder and down the drainpipe. Talking of flames 


He looked significantly at the letters lying on the desk in 
front of Pascoe. 


‘You think I’m overreacting too?’ 


‘| think something about Franny Roote’s got to you ina 
big way. And | think that he knows it and he’s enjoying 
jerking you around’ 


‘So you agree that he’s setting out to provoke me with 
these confessions ... all right, half-confessions?’ said Pascoe 
hopefully. 


‘Mebbe. But that’s all they are, provocations. One thing 
I’m certain of about our Franny is, he’s not going to put 
himself at risk.’ 


‘So your advice Is... ?’ 


‘Forget it, Pete. He’ll soon get tired and concentrate on 
manipulating his new friends’ 


‘You're probably right’ said Pascoe gloomily. 


Wield observed his friend closely, then said, There’s 
something else, isn’t there?’ 


‘No. Well, yes. It’s silly but ... look, Wieldy, if | tell you 
this, not a word to Andy, eh?’ 


‘Guide’s honour’ said Wield girlishly. 


Pascoe smiled. Even though he was now living openly 
with his partner, Edwin Digweed, at work Wield rarely let slip 
the mask with which he’d concealed his gayness for so 
many years. This brief flash of campness was a reassurance 
stronger than a dozen notarized oaths sworn on Bibles and 
mothers’ graves. 


He said, ‘In the letter, you remember the bit where Roote 
stands up to give Sam Johnson’s paper? He looks at the 
clock and it’s nine o’clock on Saturday morning, and then he 
looks down and he sees... here it is ... /( was you, Mr Pascoe. 
There you were, looking’ straight at me.’ 


He raised his eyes from the paper and looked at Wield 
with such appeal that the sergeant touched his arm and said 
urgently, ‘Pete, it’s just a try-on. It’s that German 
doppelganger stuff he’s picked up from Charley Penn. It’s for 
frightening kids with 


‘Yes, | know that, Wieldy. Thing is, last Saturday | took 
Rosie to her music lesson in St Margaret Street, and | parked 
outside the church to wait for her. And | saw him.’ 


‘The teacher?’ 


‘No, dickhead! Roote. In the churchyard, standing there 
looking straight at me. St Margaret’s clock began striking 
nine. | saw him for two chimes of the bell. Then | started 
getting out of the car and, by the time I’d got out, he’d 
vanished. But | saw him, Wieldy. At nine o’clock like he says. 
| saw Franny Roote!’ 


It came out more dramatically than intended. Not 
thought | saw or imagined | saw, the plain assertion | saw! 
He waited impatient for Wield’s reaction. 


The phone rang. 


Wield picked it up, said, ‘Yes?’ listened, said, ‘OK. Turk’s. 
But not for an hour,’ and replaced the receiver. He stood in 
thought for a long moment till Pascoe said, ‘Well?’ 


‘What? Oh, just someone, owt or nowt.’ 


Normally such imprecision would have aroused Pascoe’s 
curiosity but now it merely aggravated his impatience. 


‘!mean about Roote,’ he said. 


‘Roote? Oh yes. You thought you saw him but he’s in 
Cambridge. Had your eyes tested lately, Pete? Look, I’d best 
get along to make sure Andy understands what he’s going 
to be telling Dan. Good luck with Belchamber. See you later.’ 


‘Thanks a bunch,’ said Pascoe to the empty air. ‘It’s bad 
enough seeing things but it gets worse if you turn invisible 
at.the same time.’ 


And was relieved to find he could still laugh. 
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The Newly Wed 


It had been the best weekend of Hat Bowler’s life, no 
competition, not even from the winter weekend a couple of 
years ago when he'd trudged back from a long unproductive 
stint in a hide looking for a reported Rock Thrush and there 
it had been, perched on the bonnet of his MG where it 
stayed long enough to get three good shots with his 
camera. 


It hadn’t just been the sex but the sense of utter 
togetherness they shared in everything they did. Saturday 
had been a perfect day till dinner when she’d pushed away 
her plate and said, ‘Shit, I’m getting one of my headaches.’ 
At first he’d laughed, taking it as a joke, then had felt a 


huge pang of selfish disappointment as he realized it wasn’t. 
But this had quickly been blanked by anxiety as her face 
drained of colour. She’d assured him it was nothing, taken a 
tablet, and when, instead of retiring to her own room, she 
lay willingly and trustingly in his arms the whole night 
through, this had seemed an affirmation of love more 
powerful than sex. Gradually the next morning the colour 
had returned to her cheeks and by lunchtime she was as 
active and joyous as ever, and that night ... if ever joy was 
unconfined, it was in the boundless universe which was their 
bed that night. They didn’t leave the room till halfway 
through Monday morning, and only then because they were 
due to check out. Slowly they drove back into Mid-Yorkshire. 
They were in Rye’s Fiesta - Hat’s MG was taking even longer 
than its owner to recover from the injuries sustained during 
the rescue mission - but it was lack of volition rather than 
lack of power which dictated their speed. Both knew from 
experience that joy is a delicate fabric and life’s shoddy 
sleeve has a thousand tricks up it which can be played to 
bankrupt poor deluded humans even as they rake their 
winnings in. This journey was a time-out. In the car with 
them they carried all the joyous certainties of that hotel 
room, but what lay ahead could never be certain. Out of 
some part of Hat’s subconscious, the existence of which he 
had hitherto not even suspected, the Gothic fancy leapt that 
if they had been driving along a narrow mountain road with 
a rock face on one side and a precipice on the other, it 
might have been well to seize the wheel and send them 
plunging to their deaths. Happily a hawthorn hedge and a 
turnip field didn’t offer quite the same incentive, so it was a 
fancy easy to resist and one he decided to keep to himself. 
What after all was he feeling so pessimistic about? Had not 
Rye promised he would be safe with her, and he certainly 
intended exerting all his strength to ensure she stayed safe 
with him. 


Impulsively he leaned over and kissed her, nearly 
bringing the turnip field into play. 


‘Hey’ she said, ‘don’t they do road safety in the police 
any more?’ 


‘Yeah, but some of us get special exemption.’ She 
reached over and touched him intimately. ‘And that’s a 
special exemption, is it? Hang on.’ The turnip field came to 
an end to be followed by a meadow full of sheep with a 
rutted overgrown lane in between. Rye swung the wheel 
over and they bumped up the lane for twenty yards or so 
before jolting to a halt. 


‘Right,’ she said, undoing her seat belt. ‘Let’s have a road 
safety lesson.’ 


For the rest of the journey his heart was like a nest of 
singing birds which permitted no _ discordant future 
possibilities to be heard. The world was perfect and all that 
lay ahead was an eternity exploring its perfections. 


But, for all his certainties, he was sorry when the journey 
came to an end and they turned into Peg Lane where Rye 
lived. Somehow, cocooned in the car, they had seemed as 
solitary as Adam and Eve at the world’s dawn. Still, God was 
obviously smiling upon them as there was a parking space 
right in front of Church View, the big converted townhouse 
which contained Rye’s flat. 


He followed her up the stairs, wondered as she inserted 
the key in the lock whether it would be naff to offer to carry 
her over the threshold, decided it wouldn’t and who the hell 
cared anyway? put the cases down and stepped forward as 
the door swung open. 


And saw over her suddenly rigid shoulder that the flat 
had been burgled. 


The flat was a mess. It looked as if stuff had been 
removed from cupboards and drawers and hurled about 
recklessly in a desperate search, but as far as he could see 
the only thing that had been broken was a Chinese vase in 
the bedroom. It lay beneath the shelf it had fallen from. It 
struck Hat as he stood there looking down at it that this was 
the first time he’d been in Rye’s bedroom. But not the last, 
he told himself complacently. Then he saw her face and all 
such smug self-congratulation vanished. 


She was staring at the shards of the broken vase, her 
face as pale as the fine white dust which surrounded them. 


‘Oh shit’ said Hat. 


He could guess what the vase had held. Aged fifteen, her 
twin brother Sergius had been killed in the car accident 
which left his sister with the head injury whose healing was 
marked by a distinctive silver blaze in her rich brown hair. 
The twins had been close in life, he knew that, but just how 
close Sergius had stayed in death he hadn’t known till now. 


How he would have felt about bedding down with Rye in 
the presence of her brother’s ashes, he didn’t know. Not 
that there looked any likelihood of being put to the test in 
the near future. He tried to put a comforting arm round her 
Shoulders but she turned out of his grasp without a word 
and went back into the living room. 


Personal contact not getting through, he _ tried 
professional, urging her not to touch any more than was 
necessary, but she didn’t seem to hear him as she moved 
around the living room and the kitchen, checking drawers, 
boxes, private hiding places. 


‘What’s been taken?’ he asked. 


‘Nothing,’ she said. ‘So far as | can see. Nothing.’ 


Didn’t seem to make her happy. Come to think of it, it 
didn’t make him happy either. 


He looked around himself, hoping to find a gap. She 
didn’t own a TV set or hi-fi equipment, the obvious targets. 
Lot of books, wouldn’t be able to check those till they were 
back on the shelves, but they didn’t seem a likely target. He 
went back into the bedroom. What the hell was she going to 
do about those ashes? Her clothes, which had been tipped 
out of drawers, were scattered over them. Not the kind of 
thing you wanted to find in your undies, he thought with 
that coarseness policemen learn to use as a barrier between 
themselves and the paralysing effect of so much of what 
they see. 


There was a lap-top open on a table by the bed. Funny 
that hadn’t gone. Expensive model, easily portable. He 
noticed it was in sleep mode. 


‘You always leave your computer on?’ he called. 
‘No. Yes. Sometimes,’ she said from the living room. 
‘And this time?’ 

‘| can’t remember.’ 


He ran his fingers at random over the keyboard and 
waited. After a while it got the message and began to wake 


up. 
Now the screen came into focus. There were words on it. 
BYE BYE LORELEI 
then they vanished. 


He turned to see Rye had come into the room. She was 
holding the power cable which she had just yanked out of 
the wall socket. 


‘Why did you do that?’ he asked. 


‘Because,’ she said, ‘if | want a detective, I'll dial 999.’ 
‘And are you going to dial 999?’ 


She rubbed the side of her head where the silver blaze 
shone in the rich brown hair. 


‘What’s the point?’ she said. ‘You lot will only make more 
mess. Best just to tidy up, get some better locks.’ 


‘Your choice,’ he said, not wanting to force the issue. ‘But 
maybe you ought to make’absolutely sure nothing’s missing 
before you make up your mind. You won’t be able to claim 
unless your insurance company sees a police report.’ 


‘| told you, nothing’s missing!’ she snapped. 


‘OK, OK. Right then, let’s do a bit of tidying up, or would 
you like a drink first?’ 


‘No’ she said. ‘No. Look, I'll do the tidying up myself. I’d 
prefer it.’ 


‘Fine. Then I'll make us a coffee ...’ 


‘Christ, Hat!’ she exclaimed, her hand at her head again. 
‘What happened to that guy who was so oversensitive he 
couldn’t make a pass? I'll spell it out. | don’t want a fuss, 
Hat. I’ve got a headache, Hat. | would rather be alone, Hat.’ 


Of course she would. He forced himself not to glance 
towards the shattered vase. 


He nodded and said brightly, ‘I think I’ve got that. OK. I'll 
ring you later.’ 


‘Fine,’ she said. 


He went to the door, stood looking down at the lock, and 
said, ‘Thanks for a great weekend. | had the best time of my 
life.’ 


She said, ‘Me too. Really. It was great.’ 


He looked back at her now. She managed a smile but her 
face was pale, her eyes deep shadowed. 


He almost went back to her but had the wit and the will 
not to. 


‘Later,’ he said. ‘We’ll talk later.’ 
And left. 


As Sergeant Wield approached Turk’s his clear and well- 
ordered mind, long used to separating the various areas of 
his life into water-tight compartments, had no problem with 
setting out what he was doing. 


He was an officer of Mid-Yorkshire CID, on duty, going to 
meet a. nineteen-year-old rent boy who might possibly have 
information which would be of interest to the police. 


He was alone because said rent boy was not a registered 
informant (which would have required the presence of two 
officers at any meeting) but a member of the public who 
had indicated he wanted to speak to Wield only. 


So far, so normal. The only abnormality was that he was 
having to remind himself ! 


Then through the grubby glass of the cafe window, he 
saw Lee sitting at the same table they’d occupied on 
Saturday night, looking like a kid who’d bunked off school, 
and he broke his stride to remind himself again. 


Turk returned his greeting with his usual glottal grunt and 
poured him a cup of coffee. Lee’s face, which had lit up with 
pleasure or relief on Wield’s entrance, had resumed its usual 
watchful suspicious expression by the time the sergeant sat 
down. 


‘How do?’ said Wield. 
‘I’m fine. Survived your sarney then?’ 
‘Looks like it.’ 


There was silence. Sometimes in such circumstances, 
Wield let the combination of the silence and his un-readably 
menacing face work for him. Today he judged that whatever 
point was going to be reached would require a path of small 
talk. Or maybe he just wanted to talk. 


He said, ‘Lubanski. Where’s that come from?’ 

‘My mam’s name. She were Polish.’ 

‘Were?’ 

‘She’s dead. When | were six.’ 

‘l’m sorry.’ 

‘Yeah? Why?’ His tone was sceptically aggressive. 


Wield said gently, ‘Because no age is good to lose your 
mam, and six is worse than most. Old enough to know what 
it means, too young to know how to cope. What happened 
then?’ 


He didn’t need to ask. Like Pascoe in pursuit of Franny 
Roote, he’d done some research that morning. Lee Lubanski 
had a juvenile record, nothing heavy: shop-lifting, glue- 
Sniffing, absconding from a children’s home. Nothing there 
about rent-boy activities. He’d been lucky, or clever, or 
protected. A conscientious social worker had _ pieced 
together a brief family history when the boy first went into 
care. Grandfather was a Polish shipworker active in the 
Solidarity movement. A widower with dodgy lungs and a 
fifteen-year-old daughter, when General Jaruzelski cracked 
down on Walesa and his supporters in 1981, Lubanski, 
fearful that he wouldn’t survive a spell in jail and fearful too 
of what might become of his daughter if left to run loose, 
had somehow got out of the country on a ship which docked 
at Hull. Seeing no reason why the UK authorities should be 
very much different from those back home, he’d slipped 
through the immigration net into the murky waters of 


metropolitan Yorkshire, only to find that what he’d fled from 
in Poland awaited him here. After a few months of 
precarious existence, he died of untreated TB, leaving a 
pregnant daughter with a basic knowledge of English and no 
obvious way of making a living other than prostitution, 
which was her profession when Lee slithered into this 
unwelcoming world. 


The new mother touched surface just long enough for her 
son to be registered officially and for her to get the 
minimum benefits offered by a caring state, but then her 
father’s fear of authority took over and she slipped out of 
sight again until Lee came of school age. Now the Law gota 
line on her, but by the time it was ready to pronounce on 
her status as an illegal alien, she was too far gone with her 
father’s illness for there to be argument over anything but 
who was going to pay for the coffin. 


Her son too was, as might be expected, tubercular, but 
happily at an early enough stage for treatment. The 
assumption of the social worker’s report was that he’d been 
the product of an unprotected encounter with a client, but in 
this alone did Lee’s fragmented account differ from what 
Wield had read. 


‘My mam were going to get married, but she couldn’t 
‘cos she were only fifteen, so she had to wait till she were 
sixteen, and something must have happened with my dad 


Had some bastard lied to the girl in order to get her into 
bed for nothing? Or had she lied to her son so that he 
wouldn’t have to grow up thinking he was the product of a 
five-quid shag up against a garage wall? 


Whatever, it was clearly important to the boy. To the 
young man. To the nineteen-year-old male prostitute who’d 
got him here on the promise of useful information. 


Wield sat up straight and looked at his watch to break the 
thread of confidentiality. 


‘OK, Lee’ he said. ‘I’ve got things to do. So what did you 
want to see me about?’ 


For a moment Lee looked hurt, then his features became 
watchful and knowing. 


Thought you might like to hear about a heist that’s 
coming off’ he said with an effort at being casual. 


‘A heist?’ said Wield, hiding his smile at the use of this 
Hollywood word. 


‘That’s right. You interested or wha’?’ 


‘Won’t know till you tell me a bit more’ said Wield. ‘Like, 
what? Where? When?’ 


‘Friday. Security van.’ 
‘Good. Any particular security van?’ 
‘You wha’?’ 


‘You may not have noticed, lad, but the streets of our city 
are pretty well jammed with security vans at the busy times 
of day.’ 


‘Yeah, well, it’s one of Presidium’s.’ 


This was better. Praesidium was a newish Mid-Yorkshire 
security company which by aggressive marketing was 
making its presence felt in a growth industry. 


Wield close-questioned Lee about the cargo, time and 
location, but the boy just shrugged, and his only response to 
enquiries about the source of his information was it was 
guaranteed good, this with a double dose of that knowing 
look. 


‘OK, Lee’ said Wield. ‘It’s not much to go on, but I'll 
mention it to my boss. He’s a payment-by-results man, by 


the way.’ 
‘Payment? What payment?’ said the youth angrily. 
‘You'll be wanting something for your trouble, won’t you?’ 
‘It was no trouble, just a favour, for what you did for me 


last night. Or should | have offered you money for that? Or 
summat else maybe?’ 


The implication was clear, but the indignation seemed 
genuine. 


Wield said, ‘Sorry, lad. Picked you up wrong. My line of 
work, you think ... well, you know, you don’t often get owt 
for nowt. Sorry.’ 


‘Yeah, well, that’s all right’ said Lee. 

‘Good. OK. Listen, how can | get hold of you?’ 

‘Why should you want to get hold of me?’ 

‘Just in case anything comes up. About the ... heist.’ 


Lee thought a moment then said, ‘I'll be in touch if 
there’s owt, don’t worry’ 


Wield said, ‘Sure, that’s fine’ not doubting he could get a 
line on the young man whenever he wanted. ‘Got to go now. 
Cheers. You take care of yourself.’ 


This time he didn’t look into the cafe as he walked by the 
window, not wanting to risk another glimpse of vulnerability. 
For the moment all that mattered was this tip. It was too 
vague to be of much use as it stood. He could imagine what 
Dalziel would tell him to do, so he might as well do the do- 
able part before he got told. 


Back on his bike, he headed for the estate that housed 
Praesidium Security. 


Praesidium’s boss, Morris Berry, a fleshy man _ with 
Sweaty palms, was unimpressed. He called up the job 


Sheets for Friday on his computer and after a quick 
examination opined that, if the tip were true, they must be 
dealing’ with a singularly unambitious gang of heisters as 
the only job worth the risk of a hit was the rural wages 
round. This delivered wage packets to various small 
businesses across the county. OK, with Christmas bonuses 
included, the initial amount carried was larger than usual, 
but it still only amounted to thousands rather than hundreds 
of thousands, and of course with each delivery, it got less. 


Wield checked for himself and had to agree with the 
conclusion. At least it narrowed down the likely time of the 
hit as the gang must know that the longer they waited, the 
less they were going to get. Berry laughed and asked what 
made him think crooks were that clever. This lot must be 
really thick to contemplate attacking one of his state-of-the- 
art vans with the latest tracker devices installed so he knew 
their exact location all the time. 


He demonstrated this with a computerized map of 
Yorkshire which showed van-shaped icons flashing away at 
various locations. Then he zoomed in on one of them. 


There we are, Van 3 on the A1079 approaching The Fox 
and Hen. If the bastard stops there, he’s fired!’ 


The bastard, happily for him, kept going. Wield, 
impressed enough to have even more doubts about Lee’s 
tip, glanced at his watch. Jesus, it was two o’clock. Time for 
a pint and pie in what should by now be the CID-free zone of 
the Black Bull. 


Peter Pascoe felt nervous. Despite all his assurances first 
to Ellie then to the Fat Man that the Linford case was well 
under control, he still had misgivings. At the heart of them 
stood Marcus Belchamber, advocate solicitor, of what was 
generally regarded as Yorkshire’s premier law firm, 
Chichevache, Bycorne and Belchamber. 


It was universally acknowledged that if you wanted to 
sue your loving gran for feeding you toffees at five to the 
detriment of your pancreas at thirty, or if you wanted rid of 
your spouse but not your spouse’s assets, you retained Zoe 
Chichevache. If you wanted to draw up a commercial 
contract which would leave you keeping your fortune when 
all about you were losing theirs and blaming it on you, you 
retained Billy Bycorne. But if you simply wanted to stay out 
of jail, you sent for Marcus Belchamber. 


He was of course an ornament of Yorkshire society, 
exuding reliability and respectability. His standing as a 
minor man of learning, particularly in the field of Roman 
Britain, was unassailable. Even his one approach to 
flashness was an unobtrusive learned jest in that he drove a 
Lexus bearing the numberplate jus 10, which, if you took the 
digit 1 as letter | could be translated as Behold the Law! 


Dalziel had a dream. ‘One day the bastard ‘ull overreach 
himself and I'll have his bollocks for breakfast.’ 


But, in the private opinion of the Fat Man’s colleague, 
such a Culinary treat was unlikely ever to be on the menu. 
Why should one who could so easily gather the golden 
apples free ever risk lending his clients his arm to shake the 
tree? 


And today Belchamber was appearing for the accused, 
Liam Linford. 


Pascoe had been in on this case almost from the start, 
which was late one November night when John Longstreet, 
twenty-six, taxi driver, had arrived home _ from_ his 
honeymoon with his wife, Tracey Longstreet, nineteen. 
Home was a flat in Scaur Crescent on the Deepdale Estate. 
Because the street in front of the flats was lined with cars, 
Longstreet had parked opposite. As he unloaded the cases, 
his young wife, eager to enter her new home, had set out 


across the road, pausing in the middle of it to turn and ask 
him if their honeymoon had left him so weak he needed a 
hand. 


As he started to reply to the effect that he’d soon show 
her how weak he was, a car came round the corner at such 
speed it threw his wife ten feet into the air and thirty feet 
forward so that she crashed down on the windscreen of the 
braking vehicle, slid along the bonnet and rolled off under 
the wheels. The low-slung machine trapped her beneath the 
chassis, dragging her along the road for two hundred yards 
before finally scraping itself free of what remained, and 
accelerating away into the night. 


Pascoe first saw John Longstreet forty-five minutes later 
at the City Hospital. He was advised by the attendant doctor 
that he was in such deep shock it was pointless talking to 
him. Indeed, when Pascoe, ignoring the advice, took a seat 
next to the man the only coherent phrase he managed to 
get out of him was ‘black skull’ repeated over and over. 


But for Pascoe it was enough. He put it together with 
another phrase elicited from the one extremely distant 
independent witness to the effect that it was a ‘yellow 
sporty job going a hell of a lick’, and he set off towards the 
substantial residence of Walter Linford. 


Wally Linford was an entrepreneur who'd ostensibly 
made his fortune out of a travel company in the loadsa- 
money eighties, but in CID it was known this side of proof 
that his true metier was the financing of crime. Not directly, 
of course. Projects would be vetted, proposals assessed, 
terms agreed, at some distance from the man himself. And 
his approval would never be written, indeed often not 
spoken, but just made manifest in the form of a nod. If 
things went wrong, Wally stayed right, able to enjoy the 
fruits of his investments and bask in the respect and 
approval of his fellow citizens, to whom he appeared as a 


fair employer, a generous supporter of good causes, and a 
loving father. 


This last at least was true. He had one son and herr. It 
was perhaps all he wanted because, contrary to the 
common run of things in which the new mother under 
pressure of all her new responsibilities shows a disinclination 
for sex, it was Wally who vacated the marriage bed after 
Liam’s birth. His wife, a quiet, rather introverted young 
woman, neither complained about nor commented on this 
state of affairs for some five years until, rather belatedly 
catching a whiff of the rampant feminism strutting the 
streets of Mid-Yorkshire in the eighties, she appeared one 
night in her husband’s room to petition for her rights only to 
find the situation already filled. By a muscular young man. 


In divorces generally, judges are inclined to favour the 
mother in matters of custody. In cases like this, it is more 
than an inclination, it is almost an inevitability. 


But Wally had turned to Chichevache, Bycorne and 
Belchamber who specialized in avoiding the inevitable. And 
Liam had grown up under the sole tutelage of his father. 


And yet he had by no means turned out as his father 
might have wished him. 


Loud, louche, and loutish, he made no effort to win the 
respect of the common citizenry, or indeed of anyone. He 
seemed to see it as his bounden duty to dispose of as much 
of his father’s wealth as he could in the pursuit of personal 
pleasure with no regard whatsoever for the rights and 
comforts of others. And his father, apparently blind to his 
defects, did nothing to disabuse him of this belief. His 
eighteenth birthday present six months earlier had been a 
canary yellow Lamborghini Diablo and he’d already run up 
nine penalty points on his licence for speeding. In fact it was 
suggested by some that had it not been for Wally’s standing 


in the community and close friendship with several 
members of the Bench, Liam would have been disqualified 
long since. 


Well, that was between them and their conscience, 
thought Pascoe as he headed straight round to the Linford 
mansion. What was more interesting to him was the fact 
that Liam had thought to enhance the beauty of his 
machine by having a grinning black skull stencilled on the 
bonnet. 


There was a car in the driveway of Linford’s house, but it 
was a Porsche, not a Lamborghini. Wally Linford himself 
answered the door, courteously invited him in. Liam was in 
the lounge, enjoying a drink with his friend, Duncan 
Robinson, Known as Robbo, another young man whose 
parents had more money than anything else. Pascoe 
enquired after the Lamborghini. Oh yes, Liam replied, he 
had been driving it that night. He’d gone to the Trampus 
Club, met some friends, had a dance and a few drinks, just a 
few but he realized when he got up to leave that he might 
be over the limit, so like a good citizen he had accepted a 
lift home with his old mate, Robbo. Check it out, the Diablo 
Should still be in Trampus’s car park. 


Pascoe made a call. They sat and waited. The reply 
came. The car wasn’t there. 


Shock! Horror! It must have been stolen, declared Liam. 


And I’m to be Queen of the May, said Pascoe and 
arrested him. He tested positive both for booze and coke. 
Put him in the car and he was going down for a long, long 
time. 


But this didn’t prove easy. Robbo vigorously confirmed 
Liam’s story, and several other people at the club recalled 
hearing the lift being offered and accepted before the two of 
them left together. The Diablo was found nearly eighty miles 


away, burned out, despite which Forensic managed to find 
enough traces of blood to make a match with the dead 
girl’s. So it was definitely the accident vehicle, but the 
distance involved gave further support to Liam’s story. No 
way would he have had time to drive that far, torch the car 
and get back home before Pascoe arrived to arrest him. CPS 
were shaking their heads very firmly. 


Then a witness came forward, Oz Carnwath, a student at 
the local Poly earning some money by working at Trampus’s 
as an occasional barman. He’d been dumping rubbish in the 
big wheelie bin at the rear door when he saw Liam and his 
friend cross the car park, each get in his own car, then drive 
away separately. He’d kept his mouth shut at first, not 
wanting to get involved, and believing that Liam would get 
his come-uppance without any help from himself. But when 
the youth reappeared in the club, boasting that he was 
home and free, this stuck in Carnwath’s throat and he went 
to the police. 


So far Robbo had stuck to his story, though not without 
uneasiness in face of Pascoe’s assurance that, if Liam was 
found guilty, the police wouldn’t rest till he joined him in jail 
for attempting to pervert the course of justice. But clearly 
he was even more scared of what Wally Linford would do if 
he came clean. In addition he must have been mightily 
reassured to see the firm of Chichevache, Bycorne and 
Belchamber retained for the defence. 


But Pascoe suspected Wally wouldn’t put all his trust in 
legalities, and ordered a close watch to be kept on Carnwath 
till they got his evidence into the record at the committal 
proceedings. So far the business with the lost undertaker 
had been the only scare. And yet... 


He saw Marcus Belchamber coming through the main 
entrance of the court complex and felt relieved that soon 


the action would commence. Then it dawned on him that 
Belchamber was alone. No Liam. No Wally. 


No sodding trial! 


‘Mr Pascoe, I’m so sorry, but it seems we are wasting our 
time today. Young Mr Linford is too ill to attend. Possibly the 
advance guard of this new flu virus which is rife in London. 
Kung Flu, they call it, a play | assume on Kung Fu, because it 
knocks you down and leaves you helpless. | have the 
necessary medical certificate, of course. Forgive me. | must 
go and apprise the Bench.’ 


The man smiled apologetically. One civilized cultured 
guardian of the law exchanging courtesies with another, 
both of them engaged in the great pursuit of justice. 


And yet as Pascoe left the court he felt more stitched up 
than the Bayeux Tapestry. ‘ 


With Fat Andy being lunched by the Chief Constable and 
Pascoe locked in mortal combat with Marcus Belchamber, 
Wield anticipated having the Black Bull pretty much to 
himself. And if there were any junior colleagues taking 
advantage of their superiors’ absence to linger late, one 
glower from the most frightening features in the Force 
would send them scurrying back to their desks. 


But the two DCs he saw as he entered the bar showed no 
Signs of scurrying. 


They were Hat Bowler and Shirley Novello, deep in 
conversation. Slightly surprising, as he got the impression 
that Bowler regarded Novello as his most potent rival. 
Perhaps, both having been wounded in the line of duty, they 
were swapping scars. 


They stopped talking as he approached. 


‘Nice to see you, lad,’ he said. ‘When are you due back? 
Wednesday, isn’t it? Breaking yourself in gradual, is that the 


idea?’ 
‘Actually, | was hoping to see you, Sarge,’ said Hat. 


‘Is that right?’ said Wield. ‘I’ll just get myself a pie and a 
pint first.’ 


‘My shout’ said Novello. 


As she waited at the bar, she saw Bowler talking 
earnestly to Wield. She guessed he was telling him the story 
of returning to his girlfriend’s flat and finding it burgled. 
He’d come in, looking for Wield, but when she told him that 
the sergeant had gone out at the end of the morning and 
not reappeared yet, he had started talking to her, not 
because he regarded her as a confidante, she guessed, but 
merely as a rehearsal for what he was going to say to Wield. 
She suspected there was more to his tale than he’d told her, 
but now that his true audience was here, she’d probably get 
to hear the lot. 


When she returned to the table Bowler was just reaching 
a rhetorical climax. 


‘So, you see, it’s got to be Charley Penn!’ he pronounced 
with all the fervour of Galileo reaching the end of his 
detailed proof that the earth went round the sun. 


Wield was regarding him with all the enthusiasm of an 
overworked Inquisition officer who didn’t fancy having to 
attend yet another bonfire at the height of an Italian 
summer. 


‘Why so?’ he said. 
‘Because Lorelei’s that German-stuff he messes with, and 


because he hates me and Rye, and because I’ve got a 
description ... oh hell!’ 


‘Well well well! What's this? A wounded heroes’ 
conference? It’s purple hearts all round! And mine’s a pint!’ 


Andy Dalziel had burst through the barroom door, 
radiating more geniality than a Harrods Santa Claus, but Hat 
Bowler flinched away from the glow like a scientist in the 
presence of a reactor gone critical. 


How could this be? he asked himself aghast. Hadn’t he in 
his cleverness rung the station and established that Pascoe 
was in court and the Fat Man wasn’t expected back from 
lunch with the Chief before dusk, leaving the way clear for 
him to buttonhole Wield in the Bull? 


What Bowler hadn’t made allowances for was that chief 
constables earned their extra thousands by being even 
cleverer than detective constables. Dan Trimble, knowing 
from experience that lunch with Dalziel could blend 
imperceptibly into high tea then supper, had arranged to be 
bleeped by his secretary. The bleep had come with their 
puddings, the meal already having begun to stretch, but the 
loss of a creme brulee seemed a small price to pay for an 
early escape. He made a brief phone call, put on a 
concerned look, then explained with much apology that 
urgent business required his instant return to his office. ‘No 
need for you to rush, Andy,’ he said as he rose. ‘Enjoy your 
pudding. Have a drink with your coffee. I'll leave the bill 
open.’ 


Trimble was a decent man and it was guilt that made him 
utter these words, but the guilt even of a decent man is a 
delicate flower and his had faded before he reached his car, 
leaving him asking himself, aghast, ‘Did | really say that?’ 


Behind him Dalziel finished his bread and butter pudding, 
sampled the Chief’s creme brulee, ordered two more with 
the comment, ‘Tell the chef this is nice nosh, only he don’t 
give a man enough to put in his eye!’ then, washing down 
his Stilton with a large port, he applied himself to the 
serious business of choosing what malt to drink while his 
coffee went cold. 


Despite this he was on his way back to the station at half 
past two, which was a lot earlier than he’d anticipated. He 
was in a taxi, having gone to the restaurant in the Chief's 
official car, and thinking it a shameful thing for a man to 
have no better place to go to on an afternoon he’d regarded 
as taken care of than his place of work, he commanded the 
driver to divert to the Black Bull. 


He paid off the cab with a generous tip which went down 
on the receipt he collected to send to Trimble’s office for 
reimbursement. The thought of the Chief's face when he 
saw it (hopefully at the same time as he registered the extra 
creme brulees and the malts) had filled him with a delight 
which had bubbled over into his somewhat over-effusive 
reaction at the sight of Hat Bowler. 


‘What did | say, Wieldy?’ he went on. ‘Out of his hospital 
bed and into his lass’s, he’ll be so full of vim, he’ll not be 
able to wait to get back to work! Isn’t that what | said?’ 


‘Not as such’ said Wield, observing that young Bowler, 
once Dalziel’s bete noir, did not seem delighted at his 
apparent upgrading to palace favourite, even though it was 
in the presence of Novello, his main rival for the spot. She 
had returned from the bar with Dalziel’s drink. To get 
Wield’s, she’d had to wait her turn, but at the sight of 
Dalziel, Jolly Jack, the lugubrious landlord, had pulled a pint 
in a reaction worth a Pavlovian paper. 


‘There’s that not as such again, Wieldy,’ reproved the Fat 
Man, sinking into a chair and taking his glass from Novello. 


He drank half of it like a traveller in an antique land who 
hadn’t seen liquid for many a hot day, and said, Thanks, 
Ivor. Now what’s the crack?’ 


Wield hesitated. He’d already begun to suss there was 
something not quite right about this burglary report. The 
youngster had escorted his girlfriend home after what had 


been (if Wield read the signs right) a sexually and 
emotionally successful holiday and had found her flat had 
been burgled. Naturally, being a DC, the boy would have 
promised to kick-start a thorough CID investigation. Which a 
phone call would have done. Instead of which Bowler had 
turned up at the Bull and, what was even odder, a couple of 
hours must have lapsed since the burglary. 


There were other things too, and Wield would have been 
happy to let the full story emerge at the DC’s own pace. But 
now the case was altered. 

He said, ‘DC Bowler was just reporting a burglary to me, 
Sir.’ 

‘Ee, that’s champion. On the job, off the job, back on the 
job, all in the twinkle of an eye. That’s the stuff a good 
detective’s made of. So, fill me in, lad.’ 


With all the enthusiasm of a politician admitting a bribe, 
Hat began his story again. 


Dalziel soon interrupted, picking up points Wield had not 
yet commented upon. 


‘So nowt taken. She says. You believe her?’ 
‘Of course.’ Indignantly. ‘Why should she lie?’ 


‘Summat she was embarrassed by. Sex aids. Pictures of 
her six illegitimate kids. Summat she didn’t care to tell a cop 
about. Bag of shit. Bundles of used notes she’d got on the 
black and wasn’t going to let on to the Revenue about. 
Summat she didn’t want her employers to hear about. 
Expensive books she’d liberated from the reference library. 
Why should a woman lie about anything, lad? Mebbe just 
because they’ve got a talent for it! Am | right or am | right, 
Ivor?’ 


Shirley Novello said, ‘You know | think you’re always right 
about everything, sir.’ 


Dalziel looked at her suspiciously, then his face lit up and 
he exploded into laughter. 


‘There, young Bowler, see what | mean! Fortunately us 
fellows have got a talent for sussing out lies, or ought to 
have. So, I'll ask you again. You believe your lass?’ 


‘Yes’ said Hat sullenly. 

‘That your head or your hormones speaking?’ 
‘My head.’ 

‘Grand. No sign of forced entry, you say?’ 


‘Couple of little scratches round the lock, but nothing 
positive.’ 


‘Never mind, we’ll know for sure when we take the lock 
to pieces.’ 


Hat looked even more unhappy, but the Fat Man was in 
full spate. 


‘So, just this message on her computer then. OK, what’s 
it say?’ 


‘Bye bye Lorelei.’ 


‘Lorelei? What’s that? Hang about. Weren’t Lorelei the 
name of someone in a film 


‘Gentlemen Prefer Blondes. Marilyn Monroe,’ said Wield. 


‘You been checking on the opposition, Wieldy? Lovely girl. 
Shame about yon fellow.’ 


Whether Dalziel’s objection was to baseball players, 
playwrights or Kennedys wasn’t clear, nor about to be made 
so as he pressed on. ‘So what’s its significance here? Come 
on, lad. Don’t tell me you've not got a theory. When | were 
your age | had as many theories as | had erections, and | 
couldn’t go upstairs on a bus without getting an erection.’ 


Hat took a deep breath and said, ‘Well, sir, Lorelei’s a 
sort of water nymph in this German fairy tale. There’s this 
big rock or cliff on the Rhine, that’s called the Lorelei too, 
and she sits there singing, and it’s so beautiful that 
fishermen sailing by get distracted listening to her and run 
their boats on the rock and drown.’ 


‘Used to feel like that about Doris Day’ said Dalziel. 
‘Sounds like one of them sirens.’ 


‘They’re Greek | think, sir’ said Wield. 


‘All in the bloody European Union, aren’t they?’ said the 
Fat Man, his geniality beginning to fade like morning dew. 
Airy-fairyness he could put up with from his DCI when more 
down to earth approaches were looking unproductive, but it 
wasn’t something he encouraged in DCs making preliminary 
reports about burglaries. ‘So we’re into a German fairy tale 
now. Hope it’s got a happy ending, lad.’ 


Bowler, who was beginning to learn that life with Dalziel 
meant having to put up with four injustices before breakfast, 
pressed on manfully. 


‘| looked it up. Seems this German poet, Heine, wrote a 
poem about this Lorelei 


‘Hold on. This yon Heinz that Charley Penn’s always 
going on about?’ said Dalziel suspiciously. 


‘Heine, yes’ said Hat. 


‘| thought | heard you mention Charley when | came into 
the room’ said Dalziel. ‘I hope this isn’t leading where | think 
it’s leading?’ 

It was time to get this out in the open, thought Wield. 


He said, ‘Yes, sir, DC Bowler was just telling me of three 
links he made putting Penn in the frame. The message was 
one, the second was... remind me, Hat.’ 


‘Because he hates Rye, and me’ said Bowler. 


‘Charley Penn hates every bugger’ said Dalziel. ‘What 
makes you two so special?’ 


‘Because we were both involved in the death of his best 
friend, Dick Dee’ said Hat defiantly. ‘I’m sure he doesn’t 
believe Dee was the Wordman. And he reckons that | killed 
Dee because | was jealous that he was getting it off with 
Rye, and that the pair of us covered it up by fitting Dee up 
with responsibility for the Wordman killings. And you all 
went along with it because it meant you could tell the media 
you'd got the bastard’ 


Now Dalziel was right out of Santa Claus mode. 


‘You reckon that’s what Charley thinks?’ he said. ‘He’s 
not said it to me, but you'll know that, seeing he’s not 
walking round with his head shoved up his arse. Wieldy?’ 


‘He said some pretty way-out things to start with,’ 
admitted the sergeant. ‘But since then I’ve not heard him 
sounding off.’ 


‘That could be because he thinks it’s pointless making a 
fuss and he’s planning to do something,’ said Hat. 


‘Like breaking into your girlfriend’s flat?’ said Dalziel. 
eWhy?’ 


‘Looking for something to support his story, | suppose. Or 
maybe he thought he’d find her there and ...’ Hat tailed off, 
not wanting to encourage them to follow him down the 
alleys of his more lurid imaginings. 


Then, seeing the scepticism on their faces, he burst out, 
‘And he was round there a couple of days ago, I’m ninety- 
nine per cent sure of it. | went and knocked at some doors in 
Church View. And | got two witnesses, Mrs Gilpin who lives 
on one side of Rye and Mrs Rogers on the other. They both 


Saw a strange man outside Rye’s flat last Saturday morning, 
and the description they gave fits Charley Penn to a T.’ 


This was stretching things a bit. True, Mrs Gilpin, a 
voluble lady who had lived in the block long enough to 
regard it as her personal fiefdom, had described a skulking 
villainous creature who with only a little prompting had been 
Shaped into Penn. But Mrs Rogers, a younger but much 
more retiring woman, had at first said that, having only just 
moved in, she didn’t really know which people she saw were 
residents, which visitors. At this point Mrs Gilpin, who 
unbeknown to Hat had followed him to Mrs Rogers’ door, 
came in with a graphic description which the other woman, 
perhaps in self-defence, admitted put her in mind of 
someone she thought she might have seen perhaps on 
Saturday morning. Upon which Hat, fearful that the sound of 
Mrs Gilpin’s voice, which a town-crier would not have been 
ashamed to own, might bring Rye to her door, had swiftly 
brought the interviews to a conclusion. 


Wield’s face didn’t show much, but his words made it 
clear he was Starting to feel annoyed. 


‘You’re admitting that you discovered a crime and, 
instead of ringing it in and getting a proper investigation 
under way, you wasted time poking around, disturbing the 
ground and probably making sure anything you did find will 
get tagged as inadmissible in court?’ 


‘No, Sarge. Well, yes, in a way. But not really.’ 


‘We’ll be into not-as-such land just now,’ said Dalziel. ‘I’m 
a fair man, young Bowler, and I'll not see someone hanged 
without giving him a chance for an explanation, so why 
don’t you have a stab at one while | tie this knot?’ 


‘The thing is, there isn’t a crime, sir. | mean, there’s a 
crime, but there isn’t a complaint. Rye, Miss Pomona, says 
she doesn’t want to pursue it.’ 


Now all was clear to Wield. The love-sick lad’s 
investigation had to be unofficial because officially there 
was nothing to investigate. He’d come to the Bull in search 
of a sympathetic ear, and while the sergeant felt faintly 
flattered that he’d been the sympathetic ear that Hat had 
come in search of, he wondered what it was the boy had 
expected him to do. Nothing, possibly. Maybe the sympathy 
would have been enough. 


Dalziel said, ‘Well, God’s jocks, now I’ve heard it all. 
Wasting police time on a load of nowt 


I’m still on sick leave, sir, so it’s my own time I’m 
wasting,’ snapped Hat unwisely. 


‘I’m not talking about your sodding time, which | agree 
isn’t worth much,’ grated Dalziel. ‘I’m talking about my 
time, which is worth millions, and the sergeant’s time, which 
is worth quite a lot. Tell me this, lad. You’re quick enough to 
spout accusations against Penn. You find something bad 
about your girl, you going to be as quick letting us know?’ 


Hat did not answer. 


‘Right. Then sod off out of here and next time | see you, 
bedtime ‘ull be over and I'll not make allowances.’ 


Hat, blank faced, only a certain rigidity around the 
shoulders indicating any feeling, left, not closing the door 
behind him because he didn’t trust himself not to slam it. 


The Fat Man glowered after him then redirected the 
glower at Shirley Novello. 


‘Let that be a lesson to you, lass.’ 
‘Yes, sir. What about, sir?’ 


‘About the price of tea, what d’you think? And while 
you're at it, what do you think?’ 


‘| think being in love doesn’t necessarily make a man 
stupid, sir.’ 


‘Aye, but it helps mebbe. You not got any work to do, 
lass?’ 


‘Yes. What about you?’ was the answer that orbited 
Novello’s mind without getting anywhere near escape 
velocity. She was also wondering, being the kind of cop who 
could think of several things at the same time, whether she 
Should mention the broken vase containing the ashes of 
Pomona’s twin brother. Hat had mentioned this as he poured 
out the story to her, and maybe her raised eyebrow reaction 
had kept it out of the version he gave both Wield and 
Dalziel. Probably wise. She shuddered to think what the Fat 
Man would have made of it. As for herself, the questions to 
answer were, was it relevant? And was there any 
professional advantage in revealing it? 


Answer to both at the moment was, not so far as she 
could see. 


‘Just going, sir,’ she said. And went. 
‘So, Wieldy, what do you make of it?’ 
The sergeant shrugged, ‘Owt or nowt, sir.’ 


‘Aye. Owt or nowt’ said Dalziel thoughtfully. ‘I’ll have a 
word with Penn. You watch Bowler, OK? | think the bugger’s 
given me indigestion. I’d best have another pint.’ 


Wield took the hint and stood up. When he returned, the 
Fat Man was eating his pie. 


‘Glad to see that lunch with the Chief hasn’t spoilt your 
appetite, sir,’ he said. 


‘Watch it! Sarcasm I'll take from buggers with letters 
after their name, they can’t help it. But sergeants ought to 
talk as plain as they look.’ 


This looked like a cue, so Wield told him about the 
Praesidium heist tip. 


‘Bit vague. No names? Times? Details?’ 
‘No, sir.’ 

‘Source reliable?’ 

‘Can't say, sir. This is a first.’ 

‘Aye, but in your judgment?’ 


Wield considered then said, ‘Don’t think they’d 
deliberately jerk me around, but that doesn’t mean they’re 
not just trying to impress.’ 


‘And how much did this excuse for a tip-off cost us?’ said 
Dalziel. 


‘Nothing. Down to civic duty.’ 


‘Oh, aye? Don’t see much of that these days. Not getting 
yourself a fan club, are you, Wieldy?’ said Dalziel, shooting 
him that keen glance which was one of the few missiles 
Wield did not feel his inscrutable features a complete 
defence against. 


‘Just came up in casual conversation,’ he said. 


‘Bit too bloody casual for me. Not till Friday, but? That 
gives you time to see if you can get a bit of flesh on your 
new chum’s bones then. By God, this pie’s good. Jack 
must’ve changed his barber. You not eating, Wieldy?’ 


‘No, sir. Things to do. See you back at the station.’ He 
rose, intending to make a dash for the door, when it opened 
and Pascoe came in. 


‘My God,’ said Dalziel. ‘What’s up wi’ thee? You look like a 
hen that got shagged by an ostrich and feels an egg coming 
on. And why aren’t you in court?’ 


‘Postponed till Wednesday. Belchamber says his client’s 
too ill to attend. Reckons he’s got this Kung Flu.’ ‘Kung 
arseholes! And the beak bought it?’ ‘Belchamber produced a 
doctor’s certificate. But give the beak his due, he said, “All 
right, same time Wednesday, but take notice, Mr 
Belchamber. If your client is still too ill to attend, we shall 
proceed in his absence.” Which got an unctuous 
reassurance and a little apologetic glance in my direction. 
There’s something about that bastard ... | need a drink.’ 


‘I'll have one with you. Man shouldn’t drink alone.’ The 
Fat Man watched Pascoe go to the bar, then said, ‘Don’t 
often see Pete letting someone rattle his cage, not unless 
he’s called Roote. What do you think, Wieldy? Yon 
greaseball Belchamber up to summat?’ 


‘Wouldn’t know, sir.’ 
‘Why not? He’s one of yours, isn’t he?’ 


‘Meaning gay?’ said Wield unfazed. ‘Wouldn’t surprise 
me, but it doesn’t mean we meet in the Turkish baths and 
exchange confidences. How about you in the Gents, sir?’ 


This was a good riposte, but not a counter accusation. 
‘The Gents’ was short for the Mid-Yorkshire Gentlemen’s 
Club, of which Dalziel was a member mainly because so 
many people had wanted to blackball him. 


‘Most on ‘em think the sun shines out of his arse’ said 
Dalziel. ‘Wankers. Couldn’t separate steak from kidney in a 
pudding.’ 


Wield looked sadly at the few crumbs of his pie remaining 
on the plate, then took his leave once more and made for 
the door. Pascoe returned from the bar with two pints. 
Normally he Wasn’t much of a beer drinker at lunchtime, but 
the Belcher left a nasty taste. 


As he sat down he said, ‘Sir. I’ve been thinking ...’ 


‘Sod thinking. Try drinking. All things come to him who 
Sups.’ 


Pascoe raised his glass. 


‘For once, sir,’ he said, ‘you may be right. Kill all the 
lawyers!’ 


‘I'll drink to that,’ said Dalziel. 
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The Cemetery 


Dusk comes early even on the brightest December day 
and when the clouds sag low like dusty drapes over an 
abandoned bier, there’s never much more light than you'll 
catch in the gloaming of a dead man’s eyes. 


So though it was not yet four o’clock, the streetlamps of 
Peg Lane were already kindling as Rye Pomona slipped out 
of Church View. 


Under her arm she carried a Hoover bag. 


At first she had tried with brush and pan to retrieve the 
fine ash which, if the undertaker were to be believed, 
comprised the selfsame molecules that had once danced 
around each other to form the limbs and organs of her 
beloved twin, Sergius. 


But, do what she might, shards of china, household dust, 
carpet fluff, and all the cosmetic debris of her bedroom had 
been inseparably commingled in the pan while traces of ash 
remained beyond the reach of bristle in cracks and crannies 
from which it could only be summoned by Gabriel’s trumpet 
on Judgment Day. 


Or a Hoover if you couldn’t wait that long. 


This was the gallows humour with which she diverted 
herself as she went about the task of vacuuming her room. 
What else could she do? Sing a hymn? Speak a prayer? No, 
Serge would have found the absurdity of the situation 
hilarious and she would not let him down by relapsing into 
maudlin solemnity. 


In fact, come to think of it, Serge would have found the 
whole business of keeping his ashes in a jar on her bedroom 
Shelf ridiculous. ‘Abso-fucking-lutely typical!’ she could hear 
him cry. ‘I always said you were made for the stage. You're a 
true-born drama queen!’ Well, the accident had ended her 
career plans. Not much future even in this age of 
teleprompts for an actress whose mind went blank not just 
of her lines but of language itself whenever she walked 
onstage. But, oh! how small a price this seemed to be to 
pay for causing the death of her closest kin, her dearest 
friend, the better half of herself. And the Furies had thought 
so too, pursuing her to the frontiers of madness - no, 
beyond - in their quest for retribution. She should have been 
warned. The records of history and of literature are 
unanimous. Only the detail varies of the horrors that 
invariably attend all man’s attempts to raise the dead. That 


period of her life seemed to her now like a journey through a 
Gothic landscape by night whose veil of dark was torn aside 
from time to time by brief jags of lightning to show sights 
that made the returning blackness welcome. That journey 
was over, thank God, but the past was not another country 
which you could simply leave behind. Travel as far and as 
fast as you could, there were parts of it you dragged with 
you. Only Hat offered her any hope of freedom. With him 
She found complete if temporary oblivion. In him she 
regained all she had lost and more. The half of herself that 
died with Sergius had been the irreplaceable closeness of 
kin, but in Hat’s embrace she found a new completeness of 
kith which promised to make her whole again. 


But the Kindly Ones know their stuff. Guilt, horror, self- 
loathing, these are coals of the selfsame fire. Heap them 
high and they can get no hotter. There is a deep which has 
no lower; a worst where pangs wring no wilder. So what’s a 
frustrated Fury to do? 


Aeons past they had learned their answer. 


You don’t pour water on a drowning man, you show him 
dry land. 


Waking in Hat’s arms, for a moment she could look ahead 
to a green and pleasant landscape whose rolling hills were 
bathed in golden sunshine. And then a band of white-hot 
metal snapped around her skull and her head was twisted 
round till she saw once more what it was she trailed behind 
her. 


She was a murderer; worse, a serial killer, one of those 
monsters they paraded before you on tele-documentaries, 
inviting you to marvel how ordinary they seemed, to 
speculate what warped gene, what ruined childhood had 
brought them to this monstrosity. 


She had killed nine people - no, not that many - the first 
two, the AA man and the boy with the bazouki, she had only 
assisted at their deaths, which she had taken as signs that 
She was on the right track - a track which had led her 
beyond all mathematical equivocation to seven indisputable 
murders, by knife, by poison, by gunshot, by electrocution 


Deluded (it was a delusion. Wasn’t it? She knew that now. 
Didn’t she?) into believing that through an alphabetically 
signposted trail of blood she could come once more to her 
dead brother, and talk with him, and give him back 
something of that lost life her wilful selfish stupidity had 
stolen from him, she had done these dreadful things. And 
not unwillingly, not under constraint, but eventually with 
eagerness, with glee even, revelling in her sense of power, 
of invulnerability, until the trail led her to her last victim, her 
boss at the library, Dick Dee, a man she liked and admired. 


That was torment enough to give her pause. And when 
she saw the imagined signs pointing clearly towards the 
man she was coming to love, to Hat Bowler, she began to 
wake as it were from a dream, only to find herself pinned by 
black memory in a nightmare. 


Was atonement possible? Or - God forbid - relapse? 


She did-not know. Nothing, she knew nothing 
sometimes even the horrors seemed so far beyond her 
comprehension that she almost believed they had indeed 
been a dream ... she needed help, she knew that ... but who 
was there to talk to? Only Hat, and that was unthinkable. 


So forget the future, she had no future, she had 
exchanged it for the past. Hardly a fair swap, screamed the 
Furies. We want change! But it would have to do. We creep 
under what comfort we can find in a whirlwind. 


Getting rid of Sergius’s ashes wasn’t a step forward, but 
it was a step in that marking of time which kept her in the 
present. 


Ashes to ashes ... dust to the dustbin. That was the 
obvious way to dispose of them. But she found herself 
unable to do it. 


Instead, holding the bag tight against her breast, she 
crossed the narrow road and pushed open the squeaky gate 
into the churchyard. Ahead loomed the tower, black on dark 
grey against the wintry sky. This was an old burial place. 
Here a marbled angel folded her grieving wings, there a 
granite obelisk pointed an accusing finger at the sky, but for 
the most part the memorials were modest headstones, 
many so flaky and lichened their messages to the living 
were almost impossible to trace with finger or with eye. Few 
were of such recent vintage that family members still kept 
them tidy or laid anniversary flowers. A cold wind whispered 
through the long grass and a hunting cat miaowed an 
almost silent protest at her for interrupting his patient vigil, 
then sinewed away. 


Distantly she could perceive the glow of the populous 
city and hear the chitter of its traffic, but these lights and 
sounds had nothing to do with her. She stood like a ghost in 
a ghostly world whose insubstantiality was her proper 
medium now. Some memory might remain in this other 
place of that other place, but the laws of physics by which 
mortals walk and drive and fly over the earth and by which 
the earth itself and all the planets and all the stars swing 
round each other in their crazy reel, were the dreams of an 
amoeba. She felt as if she could float up through the 
looming tower and with one small step be on the invisible 
moon. 


You stupid bitch! she said to herself in an attempt at a 
rescuing anger. Getting rid of Serge’s ashes is meant to be a 


move away from all this crazy crap! 


And with a series of movements like an orgasmic spasm, 
she shook the dust out of the Hoover bag. 


The wind caught it and for a moment she could see the 
fine powder twisting and coiling in the air as if trying to hold 
together and reconstitute itself in some living form. 


Then it was gone. 
She turned away, eager to be out of this place. 


And shrieked as she saw a figure standing beside an 
ancient headstone which leaned to one side as if something 
had just pushed it over to open a passage from the grave. 


‘I’m sorry,’ said a voice. ‘I didn’t mean to startle you, but 
| was worried ... are you all right?’ 


Not Serge! A woman. She was relieved. And 
disappointed? God, would it never stop? 


‘Yes, I’m fine. Why shouldn’t | be? And who the hell ire 
you?’ 


Speaking abruptly was the easiest way to control her 
voice. 


‘Mrs Rogers ... | think we’re neighbours ... it is Ms 
Pomona, isn’t it?’ 


‘Yes. My neighbour, you say?’ 


Her eyes, accustomed now to the dark, could make out 
the woman’s features. Mid to late thirties perhaps, a round 
face, not unattractive without being remarkable, her 
expression a mixture of embarrassment and concern. 


‘Yes. Just since last week though. We haven’t met but | 
Saw you going into your flat a couple of times. | was just 
walking down the lane now and | saw you... I’m sorry ... 
none of my business ... sorry if | startled you.’ 


She gave a nervous smile and began to turn away. Not 
once had her gaze gone to the Hoover bag - which must 
have been quite an effort, thought Rye. You spot someone 
emptying their vacuum cleaner in a churchyard, you're 
entitled to wonder if there’s anything wrong! 


‘No, hold on,’ she said. ‘You’re going back to Church 
View? I'll walk with you.’ 


She fell into step beside Mrs Rogers and said, ‘My name’s 
Rye. Like the whisky. Sorry | was so brusque, but you gave 
me a shock.’ 


‘I’m Myra. I’m sorry but | thought that anything in a place 
like this... even a polite cough’s going to sound a bit 
creepy!’ 


‘Especially a polite cough,’ said Rye, laughing. ‘Which flat 
are you then?’ 


‘The other side of you from Mrs Gilpin.’ 


‘Ah, you’ve met Mrs Gilpin. No surprise there. Not 
meeting Mrs Gilpin is the hard thing.’ 


‘Yes,’ smiled the other woman. ‘She did seem quite ... 
interested.’ 


‘Oh, she’s certainly that.’ 


They had reached the gate. Across the road they saw a 
figure standing at the front door of Church View. It was Hat. 


Rye came to a halt. She wanted to see him but she didn’t 
want him to see her, not coming from the churchyard with a 
Hoover bag in her hand. 


Mrs Rogers said, ‘Isn’t that the detective?’ 
‘Detective?’ 


‘Yes, the one who was round earlier asking if we’d seen 
anyone suspicious hanging around the building over the 


weekend’ 
‘Ah. That detective,’ said Rye coldly. 


She watched Hat out of sight along the street, then 
opened the gate. 


‘And did you see anyone?’ she asked. 


‘Well, there was a man last Saturday morning. | hardly 
noticed him, but Mrs Gilpin seems to have got a closer look.’ 


‘I’m amazed. Look, do you fancy coming in for a coffee? 
Unless your husband’s expecting you’ 


‘Not any more,’ said Myra Rogers. ‘That’s why | needed 
to find a new flat. Yes, a coffee would be lovely. Are you 
planning to use that bag again?’ 


They were at the front door and Mrs Rogers looked 
significantly down the basement steps to where the 
building’s rubbish bins stood. 


‘My domestic economy hasn’t sunk that low,’ said Rye, 
smiling. 


She went down the steps, took the lid off a bin and 
dumped the empty bag inside. 


‘Now let’s get that coffee,’ she said. 
Letter 4. Received Dec 18. PP 
Sunday Dec 16th 
Night, 
somewhere in England, heading north 
Dear Mr Pascoe, 


It was only a few hours since | posted my last letter to 
you, and yet it seems light years away! Train travel does 
that to you, doesn’t it? Stop time, | mean. 


You will recall | was on the point of leaving Cambridge in 
the company of Professor Dwight Duerden of Santa 
Apollonia University, CA. During the drive to London we 
talked naturally enough about the recent unhappy events at 
God’s, and Dwight returned once more to his theme of good 
from evil, urging me to at least explore the possibility of 
completing Sam’s book myself and finding a new publisher. 
He would be returning to St Poll for the holidays, and he 
promised me again that he would make enquiry of his 
university press. When we arrived at the Ritz we exchanged 
addresses and farewells and he instructed his driver to take 
me anywhere | wanted. 


| had travelled to Cambridge via London, spending the 
night at Linda’s flat in Westminster, and, rather than risk the 
purgatory of a Sunday train journey, | decided to take 
advantage of her kindness again, so that’s where | told the 
driver to go. The flat is a hangover from the days when 
Linda was an MP before she spread her wings and flew to 
Europe. It’s quite small - a tiny bedroom and a tinier sitting 
room plus a shower - but comfortable enough and 
conveniently placed. So, having a longish lease, she decided 
to keep it on as a pied-a-terre. A crone who lives a 
troglodyte existence in the basement has charge of the 
Spare key and, if you’re on the list of favoured friends, it 
provides a nice central location to lay your head on a visit to 
town. 


On my first visit, the scowling crone had required three 
proofs of identity before she would hand over the key. This 
time | got a friendlier welcome, but | soon realized this was 
down to the pleasure of telling me | was too late, the flat 
was already occupied. 


That’s the trouble with generous people, they can be so 
indiscriminate. 


| was turning away when she tried to rub salt in my 
wounds by making it clear it was no use me dossing down 
ona park bench and coming back in the morning. 


‘It’s Miss Lupin’s foreign clerical friend,’ she said. ‘He’ll 
be staying several days.’ 


‘Not Frere Jacques?’ | said. ‘Is he in? | must say hello.’ 
And | ran up the stairs before she could reply. 


| had to knock twice before Jacques opened the door. He 
was Clad in slacks and a string vest and looked a bit ruffled. 
But he smiled broadly to see me and | stepped inside 
without waiting for an invitation. And stopped dead when | 
saw he wasn’t alone. 


There was a young woman sitting on the solitary 
armchair. 


Now Jacques is a man of indisputable holiness but also a 
man, if | am any judge, in whom the testosterone runs free, 
and it wouldn’t have surprised me to find that his love of 
things English included our gorgeous girls. 


But the easy way he introduced me was so guilt-free that 
| reproved myself for my suspicions, and even more so when 
| realized what he was saying. 


This lovely young woman regarding me with an 
indifference worse than hostility was Emerald Lupin, Linda’s 
daughter. Even if innate holiness and religious vows weren't 
enough to keep the old Adam at bay, surely, being a man of 
considerable good sense, Jacques wasn’t going to take the 
slightest risk of getting up the nose of one of his 
movement’s most influential patrons! 


It occurs to me that | am assuming in you an at least 
passing familiarity with the Third Thought Movement, but in 
case I’m wrong, let me give you the briefest of outlines. 


To begin at the beginning, which in this case is the 
movement’s founder, Frere Jacques. He is a brother of the 
Cornelians, an Order little known outside the region of 
Belgium which contains its sole monastery, L’Abbaye du 
Saint Graal. From various sources | gather that Jacques led 
an active life as a soldier till he was invalided out of the 
army seriously wounded during service in a UN peace- 
keeping unit. Happily for him, and for all of us, his birthplace 
was close by the Cornelian Abbaye and a relapse 
necessitated a move to their Infirmary, followed by a long 
convalescence in their Stranger House. During this time he 
experienced that sense of peace and acceptance of 
whatever must come which later he was to formulate into 
the Third Thought philosophy, and eventually he presented 
himself to the monks as a candidate for admission to their 
order. 


Their vote was unanimous. | say vote because the 
Cornelians are peculiar in that all major decisions are taken 
by the full brotherhood, one monk, one vote. Indeed they 
are a very liberal and democratic Order, which perhaps 
explains why Rome not too secretly hopes they will wither 
on the vine. Their founder, Pope Cornelius, you will recall, 
was banished and beheaded after a bitter doctrinal dispute 
in which he argued the Church’s capacity to forgive 
apostates and other mortal sinners. Not much sign that he’d 
win the argument today, is there? 


Jacques, not unnaturally, had found himself much 
preoccupied by death, particularly death unexpected, which 
it is, he assures me, even in battle. You always think it will 
be the next guy! He himself had grown up in the heart of 
the great Flanders killing grounds where it’s still not possible 
to spend an hour digging in your garden without turning up 
a button or a bullet or a piece of bone, and none of this had 
put him off joining the army. 


But his own close encounter had been something of an 
epiphany, and as he worked in the hospice section of the 
abbey infirmary, it occurred to him that while the patients 
there all knew that the end was in sight and were 
preconditioned to try and come to terms with it, for the vast 
majority of people, it was a bolt from the blue. 


Something happens, we turn out to be the next guy, and 
which of us is ready? 


What was needed, he decided, was a kind of hospice of 
the mind, a state of life like his own during his stay in the 
Infirmary and Stranger House, which admitted rather than 
ignored death, a condition of mind like Prospero’s when he 
returned to Milan where, he says, every third thought shall 
be my grave. 


Thus was born Third Thought Therapy, whose aim, simply 
stated, is to give Death his proper standing in our lives, 
even when youth, health, happiness and prosperity seem to 
make him an irrelevance. Then whenever he comes, he will 
not find us unprepared. 


But even Jacques would find it hard to spare a thought 
for death in the presence of Emerald Lupin! 


| knew Linda had a couple of daughters, but | suppose I’d 
pictured them as young clones of Linda herself. Don’t 
misunderstand me. Though far from conventionally 
beautiful, Linda is not unattractive in a formidable way, like 
one of those pele towers in the Border country which age 
and weathering have given a Romantic cast. In her youth, 
however, | would guess that Linda, like a tower newly built, 
was just plain daunting! 


But Emerald ... How shall | convey her to you? Think 
summer, think sunshine, think golden roses filling the 
bowers with rich perfume, think soft white doves tumbling 
through clear blue air - oh, think whatever you judge 


loveliest and liveliest and most desirable in the worlds of 
flesh and spirit, and you may get a glimpse of this fair jewel. 


Do | sound as if I’m in love? Perhaps | am. There’s a first 
for everything! 


It was explained to me (in too much detail?) that Emerald 
too had turned up unexpectedly and found Jacques in 
occupation. Being family she did not require the 
intermediacy of the crone but had her own key. She had 
burst in upon him in mid-toilette, but her natural 
spontaneity and his Continental sang-froid had lifted them 
high above embarrassment and they’d settled to a debate 
as to who should vacate the field. 


| doubt if Emerald would have had any qualms about 
dispossessing me if l’d got there first. But she was bent on 
assuring Jacques that London was full of friends gagging to 
offer her hospitality. | believed it. Who in their right mind 
would turn her away? 


Another factor in giving Jacques possession now 
appeared in the form of his personal ghost, Frere Dierick, 
who was going to bed down in the sitting-room chair. He’d 
been out viewing the sights and seemed as unimpressed by 
them as he clearly was by sight of me. But the notebook 
came out of his robe straightaway to record even the most 
monosyllabic utterance of his great guru. 


Jacques had come to London to help promote the English 
version of his new book propounding the Third Thought 
philosophy. He presented me with a copy complete with a 
nattering inscription, which | let Emerald see in the hope 
that she’d dilute her bad opinion, but she didn’t seem 
impressed. Can’t say | blame her. Authors give away their 
books like drug barons give free snorts, hoping to start an 
expensive addiction. 


So it was settled. Jacques would remain in situ while 
Emerald went off to a friend’s. 


‘But what about you, Franny?’ said Jacques. ‘Perhaps we 
can squeeze you in here?’ 


The thought of a night spent in close proximity to Dierick 
didn’t appeal, so | said that if | hurried | could execute Plan 
B, which was catching the last train back to Mid-Yorkshire 
from King’s Cross. 


‘I’m heading up to Islington,’ said Emerald. ‘I can give 
you a lift.’ 


She’s warming to me! | thought. Or she just wants to 
make sure | catch my train! 


| accepted, Jacques said he’d come along for the ride, 
Dierick was told firmly by Emerald there wouldn’t be room 
for him in her small car, and the three of us set off. On the 
Stairs, | excused myself, saying I'd meant to use the loo and 
now it was urgent. 


The tiny loo was off the bedroom. | really did want to use 
it, believe me, but | couldn’t help noticing as | passed the 
bed that the coverlet was pretty crumpled. OK, so Jacques 
had had a lie-down. | did what | had to do and came out. 
Perhaps there is a bit of the detective in me too, Mr Pascoe, 
which is why | feel such an affinity with you, but | found 
myself crouching to look under the bed. And there | found - | 
know this sounds squalid - a used condom! | felt no shock or 
Surprise, only a little envy. 


‘What are you doing?’ asked a cold voice. | looked up to 
see Frere Dierick standing over me. 


| have no excuse for what | did then. | should have told a 
lie about dropping some money or something. Instead | 
stood up with the condom between finger and thumb, pulled 
open the pocket in his robe where he kept his notebook, and 


dropped it in, saying, ‘There you go, Dierick. Make sure you 
put that in your notes.’ 


Then | trotted off to join the others. 


At King’s Cross, Jacques said he would see me on to my 
train. Emerald, illegally parked, had to stay with the car. Not 
that she’d have wanted to come anyway, | thought 
disconsolately. But to my surprise, as | stooped to say my 
thanks, she gave me a peck on the cheek and wished me 
safe journey. 


And as we walked to my platform, Jacques took the 
chance to fill me in on Emerald. 


| knew no more of Linda’s family background than that 
she’d once been married to Harry Lupin, the cut-price airline 
entrepreneur. After the divorce, Linda got custody of the two 
children, Emerald, then aged eight, and her sister Musetta, 
seven. (The latter, it seems, takes after her mother. All the 
gorgeous genes in the family came Emerald’s way.) 


Emerald after a couple of years got fed up of coming 
second to politics and decided she wanted to live with 
Daddy. Six months later, realizing she was now coming third 
to business and bimbos, she returned to her mother, and 
thereafter shuttled between both parents and the country’s 
top boarding schools, each of which in turn declared her 
uncontrollable and ineducable. Now at twenty she is in her 
final year at Oxford. 


Meanwhile Musetta, Known to her intimates as Mouse, 
lived down to her sobriquet by keeping very quiet and only 
emerging from her nest for food. She’s some kind of teacher 
in Strasbourg, and, as Jacques put it, working on the 
principle that we love most the apple that falls closest to the 
tree, she is the pippin of her mother’s eye. 


Emerald on the other hand seems to have bounced and 
rolled a long long way. 


Without saying anything which would have stood up ina 
court of law, Jacques conveyed a strong warning that if | 
wanted to maintain my good relationship with Linda, | 
should adopt a rigorous hands-off approach to either or both 
of her daughters. 


You old hypocrite! | thought, recalling the condom. 


But then | looked into those bright blue eyes in that most 
open and attractive of faces, and | felt ashamed. How could 
| condemn him for doing what | longed to do? 


We embraced with real feeling. It’s been a long time 
since someone hugged me in that affectionate familial way. | 
don’t recall my father, and my mother was never a hugger. 
But my thoughts as | sat on the train were all of Emerald. | 
clung desperately to that final peck on the cheek she’d 
given me. Wasn’t there something of affection in that too? 
Perhaps she’s screwing Jacques merely as an act of defiance 
against her mother? 


| needed help, | needed reassurance. For want of 
anything else, | dug Jacques’ book out of my bag to see if 
his words could bring me any peace of mind and body. 


| let fate open the pages, and lo! the first paragraph my 
gaze fell upon was this. 


To say that man must die alone ts a trite and fallacious 
cynicism. Find if you can a man or woman -friend, guru, 
mentor, father-figure, mother-figure, use what term you will 
- but someone you can view as the still centre of all your 
turbulent thoughts -someone before whom you can pour out 
unstintingly and without reserve all your hopes and fears 
and passions and desires - and you will have taken a large 
step towards that peace of mind which ts the end of all our 
endeavours. 


And it hit me, this is what | have found in you, dear Mr 
Pascoe! This is what | am doing now, writing another letter 


to you on this oh so slow train journey north. Out there night 
presses on the grimy window. Lights move by - traffic, street 
lamps, urban houses, isolated cottages - all indicative of 
human presence, | know, but not of human community; no, 
they might as well be will-o’-the-wisps flitting across some 
dreary bog for all the comfort they bring. And my fellow 
passengers, each cocooned in that private time capsule we 
enter on a long train journey, might as well be alien beings 
from a distant galaxy. 


But | have you, and it hardly matters if | think of you as 
guru or friend or even, despite your youth, the father-figure | 
never knew. What does matter is my awareness now that 
whatever my initial motivation in writing, | am using you as 
a Third Thought Therapy! | hope you don’t mind. Perhaps 
you might find it in you to reply to me, or even (dare | ask 
it), call round to see me now I’m back in Mid-Yorkshire? 
Which is where, incredibly, the Dalek in control of the train 
intercom system has just announced that shortly we will be 
arriving. 


Oh dream of joy! is this indeed The light-house top | see? 
Is this the hill? Is this the kirk? Is this mine own countree? 


| do believe it is. I'll finish this tomorrow. 


Hello again! How quickly things change. Just in case you 
did think of dropping in on me over the next few days, don’t 
bother, I’m not here. Or rather, not there! 


Here’s what happened. | awoke this morning quite early - 
Syke conditioning! I’m not due back at work till tomorrow 
and my renewed hopes that | might once more be able to 
find a publisher for Sam’s Beddoes biography made me 
keen to get back to work on it. | headed straight out to the 
university library, planning to spend the day there, probably 
without a break, which is the way | like to work once I’ve got 
my teeth into something. 


But I’d hardly started work before | was interrupted by 
the arrival of Charley Penn. 


Charley has many excellent qualities and he has been 
most helpful in encouraging my literary ambitions, giving 
me many tips both creative and practical. In all of us there 
is both light and shade; in some one predominates, in 
others, the other. But in Charley there is a darkness which 
sometimes blots out the brightness altogether. Where does 
it spring from? Perhaps it’s part of the German psyche. 
Though he has taken on much colouring from his Yorkshire 
upbringing, he is in many ways a true scion of his Teutonic 
ancestry. 


It was Charley who drew my attention to a poem of 
Arnold’s called ‘Heine’s Grave’. Fine poem, a moving tribute 
to the dead poet and a sharp assessment of what made him 
tick. In it Arnold speculates that it was Heine that Goethe 
had in mind when he wrote that some unnamed bard had 
‘every other gift but wanted love’. 


So it seems to me with Charley. The one person who 
drew love out of him and returned it to him was Dick Dee. 
Dee’s death and the revelation that he was probably the 
killer of so many people, including, God damn his soul, my 
beloved Sam, has quite overthrown Charley. Oh, for much of 
the time he seems the same, saturnine, savagely humorous, 
unblinkingly perceptive, but that darkness which always 
exists in the depths of a pine forest has in his case now 
spread out to envelope even the crowns of the trees. 


Evidence of this came when | asked him what brought 
him here away from his usual perch in the town reference 
library. 


‘She’s away on holiday, so | thought I’d take a break too,’ 
he said laconically. 


| didn’t need an explanation. She is Ms Pomona who 
came so close to being the Wordman’s final victim. Charley 
is sO convinced of his friend Dee’s innocence that he has 
persuaded himself there must have been a conspiracy to 
conceal the truth. But I’m sure that you know all about this 
already, Mr Pascoe, as you and Rumbleguts, who were first 
on the scene after Dee’s death, are marked down as the 
head conspirators! Charley, | think, has the Gothic fancy 
that his accusing presence in the Reference when Ms 
Pomona is on duty will eventually wear her down and bring 
a confession. 


| can’t say that | was too pleased to see him as my head 
was full of ideas, but | owe him a lot for recent kindnesses 
and could not decently refuse his invitation to pop out for a 
coffee and a chat. 


As we drank our coffee, | told him about my excitements 
in Cambridge, which he found mildly entertaining, but | 
could tell his mind was elsewhere. 


Finally | said, ‘Charley, you seem a bit down. Book going 
badly?’ 


‘No, that’s going fine, except | sometimes wonder, what’s 
the point? Heine, Beddoes, we work our knackers off to 
produce “the definitive work”, except of course it never is. 
At best it replaces the last definitive work and with a bit of 
luck we may pop our clogs before it gets replaced by the 
next one. Why do we do it, Fran?’ 


‘You know why,’ | said rather pompously. ‘We pursue the 
Holy Grail of Truth.’ 


‘Oh yeah? Well there’s only one truth | want to pursue 
and I’ve been getting nowhere.’ 


Oh God, | thought. Here we go. Dick Dee is innocent, OK! 


| said, ‘Charley, if you’re getting nowhere, maybe it’s ‘cos 
there’s nowhere to get.’ 


He shook his head and said, ‘Not true. But they’re clever, 
I'll give ‘em that. This is a fucking X-file. The truth is out 
there, under Andy Dalziel’s fat buttocks or up yon Pascoe’s 
tight arse. | wanted to do this by myself, but I’m not too 
proud to admit | need help. If the authorities won’t listen to 
me, I’ve got friends that will!’ 


| wasn’t sure what this meant. | don’t think he’s wrong 
about needing help, but | suspect that’s not the kind of help 
he’s got in mind. | could speculate, but I’m not going to. 
Frankly, if Charley’s obsession leads him into illegalities, | 
don’t want to know. A man in my situation needs to keep his 
relationship with the Law plain and unambiguous. 


Which is why | feel | need to pass on my fears that 
Charley is so obsessed with proving his friend’s innocence 
that he’s capable of almost anything. 


| do this not in any spirit of delation - my time at the Syke 
has conditioned me irredeemably to regard a grass as the 
lowest form of life - but in the sincere hope that by alerting 
you to Charley’s state of mind, you might be able to head 
him off from any indiscretion or, worse, illegality of 
behaviour. 


Enough of that. On my return to the library, | found | was 
uncomfortably aware of Charley’s presence at the next 
table. It was like having Poe’s raven or Beddoes’ old crow of 
Cairo (which Sam amusingly points out is homophonous 
with the Christian monogram cChi-rho, a pretty fancy which 
he plays with entertainingly for a page and a half before 
discarding it) brooding at my shoulder. So, though as | said 
before, | normally hate to be interrupted at my work, it was 
quite a relief when my mobile began to vibrate. 


To my surprise it was Linda ringing from Strasbourg. 
Instantly | started to fantasize that Emerald had been on the 
phone to her, telling her she’d met me and later realized 
that | was the only man on earth for her! What idiots sex 
makes of us, eh? 


Naturally it was nothing like this, though she knew of my 
meeting with Emerald as she’d been talking to Jacques on 
the phone. What concerned her more was the account she’d 
read in her paper of the events at God's. 


She questioned me closely, asked if | was all right, then 
with that savage ability to cut to the chase which is her 
political hallmark went on to say, ‘At least this means that 
you have a clear field for Sam’s book. You'll want to get 
down to some serious work. When we met in Belgium, you 
mentioned that there were still a few things Sam had been 
working on about Beddoes’ time in Basel and Zurich. Worth 
following up, you reckon?’ 


‘Well, yes, | Suppose so,’ | said. ‘| mean, even if they turn 
out dead ends, the only way to be sure is to follow them as 
far as possible ...’ 


‘Quite right. Like in politics, always cover your back so 
that you don’t find some pushy little squirt second-guessing 
you. Right, here’s what we do. Some chums have got a 
place in Switzerland. They’re heading for warmer climes for 
a month or two so they’ve given me use of their bunkhouse 
while they’re away and I'll be spending Christmas there with 
a few people. It’s called Fichtenburg-am-Blutensee in Canton 
Aargau. The chalet there’s the perfect place for you to work, 
lovely and quiet - my party won’t be turning up till the 
twenty-fourth - and there’s easy access to both Zurich and 
Basel. How’s that sound?’ : 


‘It sounds very nice,’ | said. ‘But maybe ...’ 


‘Good,’ she said. ‘You'll join us for the festivities, but 
otherwise you'll be your own master. I’ve spoken to the 
housekeeper, Frau Buff, and she’ll expect you this evening 


This evening!’ | exclaimed. It dawned on me that Linda 
wasn’t discussing possibilities but dictating arrangements! It 
had been the same when she'd contacted me last month to 
say that she was in Brussels for a meeting and had decided 
to spend the weekend in the Stranger House at Frere 
Jacques’ monastery and wouldn’t it be a good idea for me to 
actually meet the founder of Third Thought face to face? 
While | was still wondering how to refuse politely, she was 
telling me about my travel arrangements! 


The same thing was happening now. | was booked on a 
tea-time flight from Manchester and my ticket would be 
waiting for me at the airport. A taxi driver would meet me at 
the arrivals gate at Zurich. 


She rattled on in that peremptory manner of hers for a 
little while, but after the initial shock, | found that all | could 
think of was, will Emerald be there at Christmas? 


| said, ‘That sounds marvellous, Linda. Both for the work, 
and for Christmas. It was beginning to look like being a bit 
lonely. But | don’t want to intrude on your family ...’ 


‘You won't,’ she said brusquely. ‘It will be a couple of 
political chums. And Frere Jacques will be with us, God 
willing. So, all fixed, right?’ 


And now disappointment made me dig my heels in a bit. 
‘Getting to Manchester might be a problem. 
‘My car’s knackered ... and there’s my work ...’ 


‘Take a cab, bill it to me. As for work, that’s why you’re 
going’ she snapped. 


‘| meant, my job in the university gardens 


| heard that snort of disbelief so familiar to millions of 
British viewers and listeners from her appearance on 
various chat shows. It had also been a_ distinctive 
punctuation of Labour speeches in parliamentary broadcasts 
before she fell out with her own leadership and flounced off 
to give the Europeans the benefit of her incredulity. 


‘You’re a full-time scholar now, Fran, so it’s no longer 
necessary to cultivate your garden. The book’s the thing.’ 


Strange, | thought, that after so, many years of 
estrangement from her stepbrother while he was alive she 
Should be such an enthusiast of his work now that he was 
dead. 


In the end, | did what most people do when Linda comes 
at them with their lives mapped out. | gave in. 


And indeed the more | thought about her plan, the more 
attractive it seemed. 


| really did want to do some serious work and what better 
place to do it in than a luxurious house (the wooden shack 
image of chalet I’d immediately discounted as the kind of 
pseudo-modest understatement by which the rich 
emphasize their wealth) in beautiful countryside with a nice 
motherly housekeeper to take care of my comfort? 


| didn’t really need the uni library for anything other than 
a chair, as Linda had told me to extract from Sam’s personal 
library all those books | felt relevant to his researches. And | 
would be completely free from the oppressive presence of 
poor old Charley. 


| went back in to collect my things and tell him of my 
change of plan. 


He said indifferently, ‘Switzerland? Don’t stand in front of 
any cuckoo clocks.’ 


Finally | scribbled a note to Jack Dunstan, the Head 
Gardener, offering him my thanks and my notice. 


So where am | now? On another train, that’s where! This 
time heading for Manchester. Some innate parsimony made 
me unable to take up Linda’s kind suggestion of travelling 
there by taxi. It would cost a fortune, and this train gets me 
there with plenty of time to spare. 


So there we are. | hope you and dear Mrs Pascoe and 
your lovely little girl have a merry Christmas, and now that | 
know why I’m writing to you, | hope you won’t think it an 
imposition if | drop you another line in what looks like it 
might be a very Happy New Year indeed! 


Fondly yours, 
Franny 
‘| don’t believe it!’ said Pascoe. ‘Here’s another one.’ 
‘Another what?’ 
‘Letter from Roote.’ 


‘Oh good. Anything’s better than these round robins so 
many people send with their cards. It’s the modern disease. 
The media’s full of it. The obsession with trivia.’ 


‘So how come you find Roote’s trivia so interesting?’ 


‘How come you find it so significant? Come on, let’s have 
a look.’ 


‘Hang on. There’s reams of it again.’ 


As he read, Ellie picked up the discarded pages and read 
in tandem. 


Finishing just behind him she regarded his long pensive 
face across the breakfast table and said, ‘Well, friend, guru, 
father-figure, what’s bugging you this time?’ 


‘| feel... stalked.’ 


‘Stalked? That’s a bit strong, isn’t it? A couple of letters 


‘Four. | think four letters constitutes a nuisance if not a 
stalking, especially when each of them separately is long 
enough to make several normal letters!’ 


‘In this e-mad age, perhaps. But there’s something rather 
touching about someone taking the time to write a good 
old-fashioned long narrative letter. And | don’t see how your 
detective neuroses can find anything even vaguely 
threatening in this one. In fact he goes out of his way to 
warn you to watch out for Charley Penn who, | must admit, 
has been rather odd since Dee’s death. Not that he ever 
says anything to me about it, being as I’m compromised by 
Shagging one of the chief conspirators, but | can tell there’s 
something simmering down there somewhere.’ 


Ellie knew Penn much better than Pascoe. She’d been a 
member of a literary group he ran, and with the publication 
of her first novel scheduled for the spring, he had admitted 
her to the adytum of real writerhood and their acquaintance 
had taken a step towards friendship till Dee’s death had 
brought the barriers down. 


‘You don’t think Charley’s going to come after me with a 
poisoned ballpoint, do you?’ said Pascoe. 


‘There you go, paranoid every time. If he does have a go, 
he’s more likely to start sniping at you in print. That would 
be his way of attack. He’s a word man, after all.’ 


She realized what she’d said even as she said it. The last 
Wordman who’d touched their lives had used more than 
words to dispose of his many victims. 


‘Well, there’s a comfort,’ said Pascoe. ‘So you think | 
should write to Roote and thank him fulsomely for his kind 
concern? Maybe invite him over for supper so that we can 
have a heart to heart about his love life?’ 


‘Could be interesting,’ said Ellie as if she took him 
seriously. ‘I think | could help him. There was a piece in one 
of the supplements not so long back about famous mothers 
and disaffected daughters, you know, the kind of thing 
hacks dredge up when they don’t have an original idea in 
their heads, which is ninety per cent of the time.’ 


‘And you treated it with the contempt it deserved, of 
course.’ 


‘No, | devoured every word avidly on the grounds that a 
few years hence, when I’m a rich and famous author, it 
could be my revolting child they’re writing about. Loopy 
Linda and her Emerald got a couple of paras. That girl 
sounds like she’s made it her life’s mission to disoblige her 
parents. So it could be Fran’s right and she’s just using the 
fornicating frere for her own ends.’ 


He said, ‘She’d better watch out if she tries that on 
Roote. She'll need to get up very early in the morning to use 
that clever sod.’ 


‘From what he says, all she’ll need to do is go to bed very 
early in the evening,’ said Ellie. ‘But no need for you to lose 
any sleep, love. Even if he is planning to destroy you, Franny 
Roote is safely stowed in faraway Switzerland for the rest of 
the month, so we can concentrate all our attention on trying 
to survive the more conventional perils of Christmas, to wit, 
bankruptcy, mental breakdown and chronic dyspepsia.’ 


‘To wit?’ said Pascoe. ‘I hope getting published isn’t going 
to turn you precious.’ 

‘Piss off, noddy,’ said Ellie, grinning. That basic enough 
for you?’ 


‘| hear and obey,’ said Pascoe, finishing his coffee. He 
rose, stooped over Ellie to give her a lingering kiss which 
she much appreciated. But her appreciation didn’t prevent 


her from noticing that during its execution, he slipped 
Franny Roote’s letter into his pocket. 


In his office he read it again. Was he over-reacting? There 
was nothing in this letter which a just and rational man 
could interpret as a threat. And he could see how his 
attempt to turn the account of the fire at St Godric’s into a 
mockingly oblique confession of arson might appear to have 
more to do with neurotic prejudice than rational thought. He 
hadn’t got anything from the Cambridge Fire Department to 
back up his suspicions of criminality. The call he’d made to 
the Cambridge police had been more diplomatic than 
detective, just to put it on record that he’d been talking to 
the fire people. He’d spoken briefly to what sounded like an 
overworked sergeant, referred vaguely to a couple of cases 
of suspected arson in Mid-Yorkshire educational 
establishments and the usefulness of correlating statistics 
nationally, and asked to be kept informed of any 
developments. No mention of Roote. Why risk feelers being 
put out along that intricate net of unofficial police contacts 
which is just aS important to the Force as the National 
Computer, resulting in the firm establishment of Franny 
Roote as dotty DCI Pascoe’s King Charles’s head? 


He unlocked a drawer in his desk and took out an 
unlabelled file. When during the course of a couple of recent 
cases Roote had drifted back into his ken - or, as some 
might say, been dragged back - Pascoe had quite 
legitimately collated all existing material on the man. That 
remained in the official records. But this file, for private 
consumption only, contained copies and digests of that 
official material plus much unofficial stuff including all the 
recent letters, carefully marked with date of receipt. 


It occurred to Pascoe that if it hadn’t been for the very 
first case of all, his path and Ellie’s, so divergent since their 
student days, might never have crossed again. 


So Roote could claim to be their Cupid. Or Pandarus. 


Not that he’d ever made such a claim, Pascoe rebuked 
himself. Stick with the facts. 


And the facts were that this man had served his time, 
been a model prisoner earning maximum remission, co- 
operated fully with the services administrating his release 
programme, and settled down to a couple of worthy jobs 
(hospital portering and gardening) while pursuing a course 
of studies which would settle him eventually in the 
academic world, a shining example of the regenerative 
powers of the British penal system. 


Hooray. Wild applause all round. 


So why am | the only person sitting on his hands? 
wondered Pascoe. 


In his eyes, Roote was neither reformed nor deterred, he 
was just a lot more careful. 


But no defences are impregnable, else the country 
wouldn’t be full of ruined castles. 


The phone rang. 
‘DCI Pascoe.’ 


‘Hello. DCI Blaylock, Cambridge here. You were talking to 
one of my sergeants yesterday about the fire at St Godric’s 
and | gather you’ve been asking the local fire people about 
the way the fire started too. Something about possible 
parallel cases involving educational establishments on your 
patch? Would that be at one of the Yorkshire universities 
then? | don’t recall reading anything recently.’ 


It was little wonder. The allegedly possibly related cases 
with which Pascoe had salved his conscience had been two 
junior school fires, one of which had been set by disaffected 


pupils while the other had been started by an errant rocket 
on Bonfire Night. 


Pascoe felt it was time to come at least partially clean. 


He explained in measured rational tones that, happening 
to know that one of the delegates at the St Godric’s 
conference was an ex-con to whom the destruction of 
Professor Albacore’s research papers might afford some 
Small advantage, he had thought it worth enquiring if there 
were any suspicious circumstances. 


‘My sergeant picked you up wrong then?’ said Blaylock. 


‘Let us rather say that | could see no reason to add to 
your CID workload by suggesting otherwise without any 
Supporting evidence. Therefore my call, which was in the 
nature of a courtesy marker rather than a passing on of 
information, perhaps erred on the side of underplaying my 
Slight and distant interest. The fault if any is mine.’ 


Such circumlocution might bamboozle a plain-speaking 
Yorkshireman, but those working in the shadow of our older 
universities are more practised in threading their way 
through verbal mazes. 


‘So you had a hunch but didn’t want to put it upfront 
because Fat Andy thinks it’s a bladder full of wind,’ said 
Blaylock. 


‘You know Superintendent Dalziel?’ 


‘Only like a curate knows Beelzebub. Heard a lot about 
him, but hope I'll never have the pleasure of meeting him 
personally.’ 


Something defensive almost formed on Pascoe’s lips, but 
he let it fade unspoken. As Dalziel himself once said, when 
offered the sympathy vote, sigh deeply and limp a bit. 


‘Anyway, sorry | stuck my nose in without talking to the 
main man. Incidentally, are you so overstaffed down there, 
they put DCls in charge of non-suspicious fire cases?’ 


‘No, just something one of the smart young chaps who 
wants my job mentioned, so | stuck my nose in and found to 
my surprise that it rubbed against yours. Thought it worth 
giving you a bell just in case you knew anything | ought to.’ 


‘So what was it your smart young chap mentioned?’ said 
Pascoe, trying to keep the hopeful excitement out of his 
voice. 


‘It’s probably nothing. You know how keen these 
youngsters are to make mountains out of molehills so they 
can climb up ‘em.’ 


Blaylock had a deep reassuringly mellow voice reminding 
Pascoe of the kind of actor cast in the role of Scotland Yard 
inspector in black-and-white thrillers made before the war. 
Perhaps he wore a tweed jacket and smoked a pipe. 
Cambridge, city of dreaming squires, gleaming in the wide 
flat fens like a jewel on the brow of a submerged toad. How 
nice to work there. What beauty in your daily life, what 
sense of history, what opportunity for cultural contact and 
intellectual stimulus ... 


Jesus, I’m even sharing dreams with Roote now! 
‘| quite like mountains myself,’ said Pascoe. 


‘It was just that the PM on Albacore showed death from 
smoke inhalation, but it also mentioned some possible 
damage to the back of his head. Hard to be sure though as 
the body was badly burnt. In any case, as he was overcome 
by smoke, he’d probably go down pretty hard and might 
well have cracked his head.’ 


‘What about the way he was found?’ said Pascoe. ‘What 
I’m getting at...’ 


‘| know what you’re getting at,’ said Blaylock in a kindly 
voice. ‘We read all the training manuals down here too. My 
bright boy checked. Albacore was found lying face-down 
across the threshold of his study, facing in. But the experts 
assure me it means nothing. Unable to see and choking, 
victims often end up so disorientated they head back 
towards the source of a fire, and once they go down they 
may roll over several times in their efforts to escape.’ 


Pascoe was now very excited indeed, but he put a lid on 
it and asked negligently, ‘So you found yourself wondering if 
someone could have whacked Albacore on the head and left 
him to die in the burning study.’ 


‘That’s what my bright boy wanted me to wonder. But he 
couldn’t get anything out of the arson experts to suggest 
the fire had been started deliberately. So | made a note in 
the file and was getting on with more pressing matters, till | 
heard about your interest, Mr Pascoe. But if in fact all you’ve 
got is the vague notion you just outlined to me, then it’s not 
much help, is it? Nothing plus nothing equals nothing, 
right?’ 


Not if, deep down inside, you know you’re right, thought 
Pascoe. But what was the point of trying to explain to a man 
he didn’t know a hundred plus miles away what his nearest 
and dearest face to face had listened to with unconcealed 
scepticism? 


‘You're right,’ he said. 


‘I've been glancing through the file as we talked’ said 
Blaylock. ‘I see this man Roote made a statement, just like 
all the rest of them. Any point in reeling him back in and 
putting a bit of pressure on him, do you think?’ 


Pascoe thought of Franny Roote, of that pale still face, of 
those eyes whose surface candour concealed what lay 
beneath, of that quietly courteous manner. Pressure applied 


here was like pressure applied to quicksand. It either sucked 
you in and destroyed you, or, if you managed to withdraw, it 
Showed no sign that you’d touched it. 


‘No point whatsoever,’ he said. ‘Listen, it was just a 
passing notion. If | did find anything positive, I’d get straight 
in touch. And perhaps you could keep me posted if...’ 


‘Don’t worry, you’d hear from me,’ said Blaylock, his 
mellow voice taking on a slight edge of menace. 


So that was that, thought Pascoe as he replaced the 
phone. The unofficial network would be alerted. The news 
would soon be out. Hieronimo is mad againe. 


‘So what?’ he said aloud. 


‘Does my heart good to see a man too deep in his work 
to hear a knock at his door.’ 


Dalziel stood on the threshold, had been standing there 
God knows how long. 


The unofficial Roote file was open on the desk. Pascoe 
closed it, not, he prayed, over-casually, and said, ‘Must be 
going deaf. Come in, do.’ 


‘Owt interesting going off?’ said Dalziel, his eyes fixed on 
the unlabelled file. 


Taking the bull by the horns was better than waiting to be 
gored. 


‘Got another letter from Roote this morning. Would 
probably have binned it, but I’ve just had an interesting call 
from a DCI Blaylock at Cambridge.’ 


‘Never heard of him.’ 
‘He’s heard of you,’ said Pascoe. 


He gave the gist of his conversation, convinced Dalziel 
had heard his half of it anyway. 


As he spoke, the Fat Man ran his eyes over the letter, and 
Pascoe took advantage of the distraction to slide the file into 
a drawer. When he’d finished reading, he dropped the letter 
on to the desk, farted gently and asked, ‘So what’s this 
Bollock decided to do next?’ 


‘Blaylock. Nothing. No evidence of crime. Leave it alone.’ 


‘But you reckon Albacore caught Roote with a 
flamethrower in his hand, and then the lad whacked him on 
the head and left him to barbecue, right? What do you think 
he’s confessing to in his latest, then? Plans to scupper the 
Swiss Navy?’ 


‘No,’ said Pascoe, aiming at reasonableness. ‘Nothing 
concrete to bother us here.’ 


‘You reckon?’ said Dalziel. ‘This stuff about Charley Penn, 
doesn’t that bother you?’ 


‘No, not really,’ said Pascoe, surprised. ‘Nothing new 
there, is there? We all know how hard it’s been for Penn to 
accept that his best mate was a killer.’ 


‘How about what young Bowler said yesterday?’ 


Pascoe looked blank and the Fat Man said accusingly, ‘I 
told you all about it in the Bull, but | could tell it weren’t 
going in.’ 

‘Yes it did,’ protested Pascoe. ‘Something about a break- 
in at his girl’s flat. You can’t think Penn had anything to do 
with that? He may be a bit stretched out at the moment, but 
| can’t see him breaking and entering, can you? Anyway, 
didn’t Bowler say there was no sign of forced entry? | don’t 
see Charley as a dab hand with a picklock!’ 


‘Always got a trick or two up his lederhosen, your Hun. 
Frogs thought the Maginot Line ‘ud keep ‘em out in 1940, 
look what happened there. Any road, he’s a writer. Learn all 
kinds of dirty tricks, them writers. It’s the research as does 


it. Look at yon Christie. All them books, all them murders. 
Can’t touch pitch and not get defiled, lad.’ 


An idiot might have been tempted to suggest that maybe 
he was confusing his Christies, but Pascoe knew that Dalziel 
in frolicsome mood was like an elephant dancing, the wise 
man did not complain it was badly done, he just steered well 
clear. 


But he couldn’t resist a dig. 


He said, ‘| see what you mean. But it’s a bit like this 
Roote thing, isn’t it? No complaint, no evidence, so no case. 
How do you see yourself proceeding, sir?’ 


Dalziel laughed, ran a massive finger round the space on 
the desk where the file had been, and said, ‘Like the Huns in 
1940. Blitzkrieg! Seen owt of Wieldy?’ 


‘Got another mysterious call and went out.’ 


‘God, | hope he’s not going to come back with another 
half-baked tip.’ 


‘You reckon there’s nothing in this Praesidium business 
then?’ said Pascoe, determined to show how closely he had 
been listening in the Bull. 


‘I’m not holding my breath’ said the Fat Man. 
‘He’s usually a pretty good judge,’ said Pascoe loyally. 


‘True. But hormones can jangle a man’s judgment worse 
than a knock on the head. Look at Bowler. Love’s a terrible 
enemy of logic. | think | read that in a cracker.’ 


‘Love ... | don’t see how Edwin Digweed can have 
anything to do -' 


‘Who mentioned Digweed? What if our Wieldy’s playing 
away? Nay, don’t stand there like a hen with the gapes. It 
happens. Is it coffee time yet? | could sup a cup.’ 


Pascoe, uncertain how serious Dalziel was about Wield, 
but knowing from experience that the Fat Man’s basic 
instincts sometimes got to places that a cruise missile 
couldn’t reach, recovered his composure and said brightly, 
‘Going down to the canteen, sir?’ 


‘No way. Buggers stop talking when | show my face there. 
| like a bit of Klatsch with my Kaffee. Pardon my Kraut, 
must’ve picked it up off Charley Penn. If anyone wants me, 
tell ‘em I’ve gone down the Centre in search of a bit of 
cultural enlightenment. Ta-rah!’ 





The Ship 


Dalziel was right. If you wanted your coffee with Klatsch, 
not to mention Schlag, latte, or other even more exotic 
additives, then you headed for Hal’s cafe-bar on the 
mezzanine floor of the Heritage, Arts and Library Centre. 


If on the other hand you wanted it with a cloaking 
background of distant train noises and all too close punk 
rock, then Turk’s was the only place to be. 


At least, thought Wield sourly, Ellie Pascoe wouldn’t need 
to agonize over the working conditions of those who had 
picked the beans to produce this social experience. Anyone 
with a hand in the process which led to this muck deserved 
everything they got. 


His sourness was caused by the fact that Lee Lubanski 
hadn’t turned up. Twenty minutes of sitting alone in this 
atmosphere listening to this racket under Turk’s indifferent 
gaze made you wonder if the life you enjoyed outside this 
place wasn’t just a dim memory of people and places long 
lost. You began to fear that if you stayed too long you might 
lose all power of decision and end up a permanent fixture 
like the silent, solitary men hunched over empty cups who 
surrounded him. 


Time to go. He should feel relieved. But he didn’t. 


He pushed the cup away and began to rise. The door 
opened and Lee came in. 


His young face was twisted with anxiety. He looked like a 
child who’s lost contact with his mam in a supermarket and 
is experiencing a fear teetering on the edge of panic. 


Then he saw Wield and his face lit up. He came straight 
to the table and apologies began to tumble out of him at 


such a rate the detail was lost in the torrent. 


‘Shut up and sit down afore you do yourself an injury’ 
said Wield. 


‘Yeah... Sure... Sorry ...’ 


He sat down and stopped talking but his face still glowed 
with pleasure at finding Wield waiting. Time to switch off the 
light. 


‘Passed on that so-called tip of yours to my boss’ growled 
Wield. ‘He wasn’t much impressed. Like | said to you, we 
don’t have the men or the time to follow every bleeding 
Praesidium van for a whole day. You got any more details?’ 


The youth shook his head. 
‘Sorry, nowt about that, but | got something else’ 


‘Oh yes? What’s it this time? A sub-post-office job 
somewhere in the North of England? Or is it not as definite 
as that?’ 


Lee’s light was now definitely flickering. 


‘Not very definite, no’ he said defensively. ‘But | can only 
tell you what | heard. You don’t want me making things up, 
do you?’ 


There was something touchingly ingenuous about this, 
but Wield did not let his reaction show. 


‘Too bloody true’ he said. ‘All right, let’s have it’ 


‘It’s that Liam Linford case. They’re fixing it so the 
wanker gets off’ 


Now it was his intense interest that Wield was 
concealing. 


‘Fixing it? Who is? How?’ 


‘His dad, Wally, who fucking else?’ said Lee with a show 
of aggression reminding Wield that under the facade of 
innocent kid lurked a streetwise rent boy. ‘And all | know is 
they’re fixing for that Carnwath to change his evidence so it 
never gets to Crown Court, and it’s no use going on at me 
for more ‘cos that’s all | fucking know’ 


‘Yeah yeah, keep your voice down’ said Wield. The music 
was loud and no one was paying any attention, but too 
much animation in a place like Turk’s was like laughter at a 
funeral. ‘What you do know is where this info comes from’ 


A sullen, stubborn expression settled like a pall across 
the boy’s pale features. 


A client, guessed Wield. He’s not going to risk giving up a 
regular source of income. And maybe it’s someone he’s a bit 
scared of. 


What he should be trying to do was sign Lee up as an 
official snout to compensate for any possible loss of 
earnings, but he didn’t think it was worth the effort. 
Or,maybe he simply didn’t want to. Once on the books, his 
identity would be known at least to Dalziel and Pascoe, 
neither of whom would hesitate to use him any which way 
they could, and he would only remain useful as long as he 
remained a rent boy. 


‘OK, forget that. How about an educated guess at what 
they’re going to try to do to Carnwath? Anything at all, Lee. 
You're right, | don’t want you to make things up, but | don’t 
want you not to say anything either just ‘cos you think it 
doesn’t sound important’ 


His softer tone had an immediate effect. The sullen-ness 
vanished to be replaced by a childish concentration. 


‘Nothing ... except he did say something about someone 
arriving Wednesday ... no use asking who or where or when 
... | don’t know ... just they’re due in Wednesday 


Wield didn’t press. If there was anything else to come, 
which he doubted, pressure wasn’t going to induce it. He 
said, That’s good, Lee. Thanks a lot.’ 


And his heart ached again at the pleasure his praise 
clearly caused the boy. 


He took some coins out of his pocket and said, ‘Here, get 
yourself a Coke.’ 


‘Nah, that’s all right, my treat. ‘Nother coffee?’” 


Without waiting for an answer, Lee went to the counter 
where the inscrutable Turk offered no response to his chirpy 
greeting but supplied the requested drinks with the 
indifference of an Athenian executioner pouring hemlock. 


‘So, Lee,’ said Wield. ‘Tell me a bit more about yourself. 
You got a trade at all?’ 


‘Trade? Oh, | get plenty of trade,’ he replied with a 
knowing laugh. 


‘Not what | meant,’ said Wield. ‘I meant a trade to get a 
proper living at. What you’re talking about will likely kill you 
in the end, you know that.’ 


‘So what if it does? Anyway, if men’ve got to pay ‘cos 
that’s the only way they can get what they want, where’s 
the harm? Thought you’d have understood that.’ 

The bold stare reminded Wield that he’d been sussed. 

He didn’t look away. 


‘| don’t pay for sex, Lee,’ he said. ‘Anything not available 
because someone doesn’t want to give it to me, | do 
without.’ 


‘Yeah, well, you’re one of the lucky ones then,’ said the 
boy, dropping his gaze. ‘How about lasses, you ever try it 
with a girl?’ 


The question came out of nowhere and Wield let his 
Surprise show. 


‘Sorry, | didn’t mean ... | were just wondering ...’ 
‘It’s OK,’ said Wield. ‘Yes, | tried it with girls. When | were 
your age ... younger... Before you understand the truth 


about yourself, wanting to be like everyone else makes you 
think there’s something wrong, doesn’t it?’ 


As he spoke, he realized he was making a_ stupid 
assumption. Being a rent boy didn’t mean you had to be 
gay. But Lee’s response confirmed what he’d assumed. 


‘Yeah, Know what you mean’ he said moodily. ‘It’s like 
everyone’s going to the match and you just want to be 
heading the other way.’ 


He took a pull at his Coke, then said, ‘You’re not drinking 
your coffee. It’s OK, is it?’ 


Wield put the cup to his lips and let a tide of turgid 
muddy foam break over his teeth. 


‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘It’s fine.’ 


Meanwhile back in /atte land, Hal’s cafe-bar, popular at 
any time of year, by eleven o’clock on a December morning 
well into the pre-Christmas shopping season was crowded 
with bag-laden Yorkshire maids and matrons, eager to rest 
their weary feet and refresh themselves with a sophisticated 
coffee or a traditional strong tea. 


All the tables were taken and nearly every chair 
occupied. The only hint of vacancy was at a table for four at 
which a lone man sat, but the scatter of books and papers 
which covered the surface of table and chairs suggested 
that he was not eager for company. Mid-Yorkshire women in 
search of rest and recuperation are not so easily put off, 
however, and from time to time a party would boldly 
advance to essay an assault on this pathetic creature. Alas 


for their hopes! Alerted to their approach, the man would let 
them get within a couple of paces, then turn on them a 
scowl of such ferocity, in which misanthropy vied with 
lycanthropy for control of his hollow-cheeked, sunken-eyed, 
raggedy-bearded features, that even the Red Cross Knight 
might have quaked in his armour. Most fled in search of 
easier prey, but one, a youngish not unfetchingly dumpy 
woman with a round amiable face advanced as if she simply 
didn’t recognize antagonism and seemed about to take a 
seat when suddenly a still more fearful shape loomed 
behind the monster and bellowed in its ear, ‘What’s up, lad? 
Pubs not open?’ 


The woman retreated, visibly shocked, and Charley Penn, 
for it was he, jumped about three inches out of his seat 
before twisting round and responding weakly, ‘I could ask 
you the same, you fat bastard.’ 


‘Nay’ said Andy Dalziel. ‘I’m a common working man, got 
to go where the job takes me. You’re a scholar and an artist. 
It’s mostly going on in your noddle. You can take your work 
anywhere, long as you don’t lose your head. You’ve not lost 
your head recently, have you, Charley?’ 


The Fat Man brushed the papers off one of the chairs and 
sank heavily on to it, splaying its spindly metal legs across 
the tiled floor with a protesting squeal. 


‘Best get another for the other half of your arse, Andy,’ 
Said Penn, recovering. 


‘Nay, it’ll hold, and if it don’t, | can sue them. You’ve not 
answered my question.’ 


‘Remind me.’ 
‘Short-term memory going? They say that’s a bad sign.’ 
‘What of?’ 


‘I've forgotten.’ Penn laughed. It didn’t make him look 
less wolfish. 


‘Have | lost my head recently? Figuratively, | assume you 
mean? Rather than physically? Or perhaps metaphysically? 
Or even metempsychotically?’ 


‘| love it when you talk down to me, Charley. Makes me 
really humble to be the friend of someone so famous.’ 


Penn’s limited fame and fortune rested on his authorship 
of a sequence of historical romances which had been turned 
into a popular romping claret-and-cleavage TV series. His 
hopes of a lasting reputation rested on the critical biography 
of Heinrich Heine he’d been researching for many years, 
researches which had provided him with much of the 
material he used in his fictions. This was an irony which 
confirmed his cynical outlook on the way things were 
arranged. As if, he declared, the Venerable Bede had found 
the only way he could keep body and soul together was by 
selling plastic crucifixes that lit up in the dark and played 
‘Swing Low Sweet Chariot’. 


‘Andy, let’s both cut the blunt down-to-earth Yorkshire 
crap. Just tell me what it is you think I’ve done that brings 
you out here looking for me.’ 


A waitress approached and enquired timidly if she could 
help them. 


‘Aye,’ said Dalziel. ‘Coffee. One of them frothy ones with 
bits of chocolate. And a hot doughnut. Charley? My treat.’ 


‘By God, it must be serious. Another double espresso, luv. 
Right, Andy, spit it out.’ 

Dalziel settled more comfortably in his chair, spreading 
its legs a little wider. 


‘First off’ he said, ‘I’ve not come here looking for you, | 
was on my way to the Reference when | clocked you. 


Though happen | did think | might find you sitting in your 
usual spot in the library. I’ve just bought one of your books, 
thought I’d get you to sign it for me, make it more valuable 
when | send it up to Sotheby’s.’ 


He tossed on to the table the paperback he’d picked up 
at the Centre bookstall when he’d spotted Penn in Hal’s. It 
was entitled Harry Hacker and the Ship of Fools. \ts cover 
showed a ship crowded with agitated men in a turbulent sea 
being driven on to rocks on which basked several well- 
endowed women in a state of deshabille. 


Penn frowned at it and said, ‘So what made you pick this 
one?’ 

‘Liked the cover. Ship driven on the rocks. Seemed to say 
something about you, Charley.’ 

‘Like what?’ 

‘Like out of control, mebbe.’ 


This seemed to reassure the writer. He pushed the book 
aside and said, ‘If it’s not me you’re after in the Reference, 
then what is it?’ 


‘Well, it’s related to you in a way’ said Dalziel. ‘Just tell 
me straight, Charley. You know where Ms Pomona, the 
librarian, lives?’ 


For a moment Penn went still, like a wolf freezing when 
the wind brings it some trace of its prey. 


‘Got a flat in Peg Lane, hasn’t she?’ he said. 


‘That’s right. Church View House. You been round there 
recently?’ 


‘Why should I? We’re not exactly on social visiting terms.’ 


‘Question answered with a question is a question 
answered, that’s what they taught us at police college,’ said 
the Fat Man. ‘Thanks, luv.’ 


He raised the cappuccino the waitress had set in front of 
him to his mouth and licked the chocolate-flecked foam with 
an apparently prehensile tongue. 


‘And a suspect beaten with a table is a criminally 
damaged table,’ said Penn. ‘Bet they taught you that as 
well.’ 


‘Hope it won’t come to that,’ said the Fat Man, studying 
his doughnut with the keen eye of a man expert at finding 
where the sac of jam is hidden. ‘So?’ 


Penn let out a long sigh and said, ‘OK, you’ve got me 
bang to rights. |’ did call round there for a chat, last 
weekend it was. No harm in that, is there?’ 


‘When at the weekend?’ 


‘Oh, Saturday | think,’ said Penn vaguely. ‘No one home, 
so | came away.’ 


Dalziel chose his point of incision, raised the doughnut to 
his mouth and bit. 


Through red-stained teeth he _= said, ‘Precision is 
important, Charley, else you miss the full pleasure. 
Saturday. When on Saturday?’ 


‘Morning, was it? Yes, morning. Does it matter?’ 


‘Morning starts at twelve midnight. Between twelve and 
one, was it?’ 


‘Don’t be daft!’ 


‘One and two then? No? Two and three? No? Give us a 
clue at least, Charley!’ 


‘And spoil your game? Play’s important to kids, isn’t that 
what the psychs say?’ 


‘How about between eight and half past?’ said Dalziel, 
pushing the rest of the doughnut into his maw. 


‘That would be about right, | dare say,’ said Penn. 


‘Thought it might, aS a man matching your description 
were seen lurking in Church View around eight twenty-five.’ 


‘Can't have been me,’ said Penn indifferently. ‘| gave up 
lurking years back. Case of mistaken identity then.’ 


‘We got a description,’ said Dalziel, taking out a notebook 
and looking at a blank sheet. ‘Bearded, furtive, mad- 
looking. Like a _ nineteenth-century Russian anarchist 
who'd just planted a bomb.’ 


‘Yeah, that does sound like me’ said Penn. ‘So | called at 
about eight fifteen and she wasn’t in so | left. So what?’ 


‘Bit early for a social call, weren’t it?’ 
‘You know what they say about early birds, Andy.’ 


‘Catch colds, don’t they? Still sounds a bit odd to me. 
Can’t remember the last time | called on a lass so early. Not 
unless | had a warrant and wanted to catch ‘em afore they 
got their clothes on.’ 


‘No such ambition. | just wanted to catch her before she 
went to work.’ 


‘Works Saturdays, does she?’ 
‘Aye. In the mornings. Mostly.’ 


‘Yes, you'd know that ‘cos you'd be in the library yourself 
most days, right, Charley? So why not have your little chat 
with her there?’ 


‘Because it’s hard to be private there.’ 


‘Private? So there was something private you wanted to 
discuss with her, Charley?’ 


‘Not particularly.’ 


‘Not particularly? But particularly enough to call on her at 
Sparrow-fart! Come on, Charley! There’s only one thing 
you're interested in discussing with Ms Pomona and it’s not 
something that Ms Pomona would want to discuss with you 
any time, seeing as it was a nasty traumatic experience 
which she'll have been doing her very best to forget! So 
what do you think she was going to say if she opened her 
door at eight a.m. and saw Cheerful Charley Penn standing 
there? Sod off! That’s what she was going to Say.’ 


Penn drank his coffee, then asked quietly, ‘Andy, what’s 
going off here? She made some kind of complaint about 
me?’ 


‘Not yet.’ 


‘Meaning, but she will? Doesn’t surprise me. She has to 
be dancing to your tune in this, no other way | can see it 
working.’ 


‘| won’t ask you what that means ‘cos | don’t like hitting 
a man I’ve just invested a coffee in. So what you’re saying, 
Charley, is, you’ve never been in Ms Pomona’s flat?’ 


‘You're slow, Andy, but you get there in the end.’ 


‘That’s what all the girls tell me. So if we happened to 
find one of your fingerprints in Ms P’s flat, you’d be hard put 
to explain how it got there?’ 


Penh raised his coffee cup, looked at it speculatively and 
said, ‘If you took this cup and left it in the Vatican, you’d 
find my print there, but that doesn’t mean I’m the Pope. 
Andy, don’t you think it’s time you told me what you’re 
really after here?’ ‘Just having a coffee with an old friend.’ 
Penn made a play of looking round then said, ‘Must have 
missed him.’ 


Dalziel emptied his cup and said, ‘No rest for the wicked, 
eh? Oh, just one thing more. Lorelei. What’s one of them 


when it’s at home?’ 


‘Why do you ask, Andy? Owt to do with little Miss P’s 
intruder?’ 


Dalziel didn’t answer but just stared at the writer till he 
raised his hands in mock surrender and said, ‘She’s a 
German nymph who lives on the Rhine. Her beautiful song 
lures fishermen to steer their boats on the rocks and drown. 
Heine wrote a poem about her. “/ch weifi nicht was soil es 
bedeuten Daft ich so traurig bin. Bin Marchen aus alien 
Zeiten, Das kommt mir nicht aus dem Sinn.’” 


’ eid | 


‘You’re hard enough to follow in English, Charley. 
don’t know of any good reason For me to feel so sad. A 
legend from some old season Keeps running around in my 
head.”’ 


‘Sounds like you, Charley.’ 
‘How so?’ 


‘Well, you’ve got everything most men want, a bit of 
fame, a bit of fortune, but you still droop around like you got 
the world on your back. And this Lorelei, beautiful young 
woman luring ships to destruction. Seems to run around in 
your head all right. Like in this book of yours, if the cover’s 
owt to go on.’ 


‘It’s an imaginative interpretation.’ 


‘That’s all right then. What happened to Lorelei in the 
end? Some questing knight stick his lance into her?’ 


‘Not that | know of,’ said Penn. ‘Not many fishermen on 
the Rhine nowadays, but | don’t suppose she’s averse to 
going for bigger prey, the odd pleasure boat full of trippers. 
No, I’d say that Lorelei’s still out there, biding her time.’ 


‘Best left alone then. That’s what my old Scots gran used 
to say about beasties and bogles and things that go bump in 


the night. You don’t bother them and they won’t bother you. 
See you upstairs, mebbe.’ 


He stood up. Penn said, ‘You’ve forgotten your book.’ 


He opened the paperback, scribbled in it and handed it to 
Dalziel. 


The Fat Man moved away, squeezing between the 
crowded tables. He expected Penn would follow his progress 
out of the cafe, but when he looked at the reflection in the 
glass wall which marked Hal’s boundary, he saw the 
bearded face buried deep in a book once more. 


Wonder what language he thinks in? thought Dalziel. 


Outside, he opened the book. The printed dedication was 
in German. 


An Mai - wunderschon in alien Monaten! 


Dalziel’s German was up to that. ‘To May - beautiful in 
every month!’ 


But he didn’t need linguistic skills to interpret the 
message which Penn had scrawled beneath the title Harry 
Hacker and the Ship of Fools. 


Bon voyage, sailor! 
He laughed out loud. 
‘Charley’ he said. ‘I didn’t know you cared.’ 


A man cannot live and work in the same town for many 
years without finding his head and his heart assailed by 
fond associations wherever he looks, and when Dalziel’s 
route to the reference library took him past the toilet in 
which the Wordman had murdered Town Councillor ‘Stuffer’ 
Steel with an engraver’s burin, he went inside for a pee, but 
stopped short when he found himself looking at a man up a 
step-ladder screwing a video camera into the ceiling. 


‘How do,’ said Dalziel. ‘What’s this? Filming Uro-trash?’ 


‘Updating the system, mate. State of the art, that’s what 
they’re getting now. Beam a close-up of your bollocks to the 
moon with this kit,’ said the man proudly. 


‘Oh aye? Mebbe someone should warn ‘em at NASA.’ 


Unfazed by the prospect of universal distribution, he had 
his pee then went on his way, from time to time observing 
other evidence of the new installation taking place. 


In the reference library he was greeted with the kind of 
smile that twangs a man’s braces and the words, ‘Mr 
Dalziel, how nice to see you!’ uttered with evident sincerity 
by the fine-looking young woman behind the desk. 


The Italian strain in the Pomona family might be a couple 
of generations old, but the genes had come out fighting in 
Raina of that ilk, pronounced Rye-eena and contracted 
familiarly to Rye. Her skin had a golden glow and her dark 
expressive eyes might have sent a more poetic man than 
Fat Andy in search of images from Mediterranean skies. Her 
hair was a rich brown, except for a single lock of silvery grey 
which marked the main impact point of a head injury she 
had received at the age of fifteen in the car crash that killed 
her twin. brother. Antipathetic at first towards the 
Superintendent, and not encouraged to greater charity by 
the reports of persecution she received from her incipient 
boyfriend, DC Hat Bowler, she had relented her attitude in 
the aftermath of the Wordman case when she had come to 
see that, no matter what his outward semblance seemed to 
indicate, Dalziel was deeply defensive of his young officer 
and determined that no official crap should come his way. 


Also, as she had confessed to Hat (causing the young 
man some perturbation of spirit), there was something sort 
of sexy about Dalziel, in a non-sexy sort of way. Observing 
the DC’s bewilderment, she had added, ‘I don’t want to shag 


him, you understand, but | can see how it might be that he’s 
not short of offers.’ 


Hat, who had often joined in lewd canteen speculation 
about the geophysics of the Fat Man’s relationship with his 
inamorata, the not insubstantial Cap Marvell, found himself 
looking at things from a new viewpoint. Rye often had this 
effect on him - this was one of the pleasures, and the perils, 
of getting close to her - but no previous change of angle had 
been so disorientating as having to regard Andy Dalziel as a 
sex object rather than a performing whale. Thank God she 
had put in the disclaimer about not fancying him herself. 
Even the imagined prospect of such a rival quite unmanned 
him. 


Knowing nothing of the food for thought he’d given the 
young couple, and careless of it had he known, Dalziel 
returned the smile and said, ‘Nice to see you too, lass. What 
fettle? Tha’s looking well. Helping young Bowler convalesce 
must be doing you good.’ 


Did his eyes twinkle salaciously as he said it? Rye didn’t 
mind if they did, being as indifferent to his speculations as 
he would have been to hers. 


‘Yes, he’s coming along very nicely. You'll have him back 
later this week, | gather.’ 


‘That’s right. Can’t wait, from the look of him. He even 
popped in for a chat yesterday afternoon, just to get the feel 
of things. That’s what brings me here today, summat he 
said. Not that | need an excuse to want to see you, but.’ 


He spoke flirtatiously. He’d decided that there was no 
way to the subject of her burglary save head on. But like in 
his rugby-playing days, no harm in a gently distracting 
shimmer of the hips before you ran straight through the 
bugger standing in your way. 


‘He told you about the break-in then’ she_ said, 
undistracted. 


‘You don’t seem surprised. Didn’t you tell him you didn’t 
want to make a thing of it?’ 


‘| heard he’d been asking my neighbours questions. 
Didn’t think it would stop there.’ 


‘You were right. It was his duty to report it in, and he’s a 
good cop,’ said Dalziel sternly. Then he added with a grin, 
‘And likely he also got to thinking if he said nowt, then you 
got murdered in your bed and he mentioned casually that 
your place had been turned over a few days back, I’d have 
sent him to join you.’ 


‘I’m sure you’d have meant it as a kindness. All right. 
Some idiot got into my flat, left it looking a bit untidy, but 
nothing damaged and nothing taken. | couldn’t see the point 
of pouring oil on dying embers by letting you lot really mess 
the place up with fingerprint powder all over the place and 
God knows what else. I’ve had enough of questions, 
statements and creaking bureaucracy in recent times to last 
me a lifetime!’ 


‘Aye, it’s a slow grinding mill, ours, and everyone ends up 
a bit ground down.’ 


‘Doesn’t show on you, Superintendent’ she said. 


He laughed and said, ‘Nay, I’m part of the machinery. 
And once I’m set in motion, I’ve got to clank on till | run 
down. Any chance of a coffee?’ 


‘Any chance of me saying no? No. Come on through 
then.’ 


He went behind the reception desk and followed her into 
the office. 


It was the first time he’d been in here since he’d 
Supervised the search which followed Dick Dee’s death. 
They’d found nothing here or in the man’s flat which added 
much to the case for the Head of Reference being the 
Wordman, but it hadn’t mattered. In retrospect such a long 
trail of evidence, albeit mainly circumstantial, led to his door 
that CID had had to field a lot of hostile questioning about 
how many people had died because they couldn’t see what 
lay under their noses. 


Things had changed considerably. 


The paintings and photographs of great lexicographers 
which had darkened the walls had been replaced by some 
vapid watercolours of Yorkshire beauty spots and the plaster 
had been given a coat of paint. The furniture too was new, 
or at least new in here, probably a straight swap with 
another municipal office organized by someone sensitive 
enough to guess that Rye might not be too happy to feel 
that she was sitting on a seat polished by the buttocks of 
the man who'd tried to kill her. 


‘Nice’ he said, looking around. ‘Lot brighter.’ 
‘Yes. He’s still here though.’ 

‘You reckon? That bother you?’ 

She shook her head. 


‘No’ she said. ‘They asked me that, not directly of course, 
but they wanted to move me. And | said no, this was where | 
wanted to be. You see, | always liked Dick. He was kind to 
me. Except... yeah, well. Except. Maybe if I’d never gone out 
to the tarn that day ... Maybes, eh? But here in the library, | 
always remember him as a good friend.’ 


She busied herself making coffee, but he could see her 
dark eyes brimming with tears. 


Dalziel said, ‘He had to be stopped. What happened to 
you stopped him. Nowt to feel guilty about, luv. But | know 
how you feel. Couple of times I’ve had to send someone 
down that I’d rather not have done. Only a couple of times, 
you understand. Mainly I’m happy to kick ‘em down the 
dungeon steps and slam the door behind them. But with 
these two, | sometimes think that if mebbe I’d. done 
summat a bit different, mebbe looked the other way, | 
wouldn’t have had to ... Aye, mebbe’s not a spot you want 
to spend a winter’s night in. I'll take mine black’ 


Rye finished making the coffee and by the time she set a 
mug in front of him, she was back in control. 


‘So apart from the fact that I’m a recovered victim and 
one of your work-slaves’ bit of fluff, how come I’m getting 
the special treatment over a minor crime? From what I’ve 
heard, you’re stretched enough trying to deal with major 
ones!’ 


‘We're never so stretched that we can’t find time to 
spread a little comfort and light’ said Dalziel. ‘Listen, | 
reckon | can talk to you straight. Being a victim and 
Surviving doesn’t just get you tea, sympathy and 
congratulation. It can also get you a lot of unwelcome 
attention from all sorts of weirdos. There’s lunatics out there 
who work out that having been attacked once means you've 
probably got a taste for it. Or that it’s up to them to finish a 
job half done. Or they just get a kick out of thinking that, 
because you’ve been scared shitless once, you're really 
going to freak out when it happens a second time’ 


Rye had frozen with her mug poised a couple of inches 
from her mouth. 


‘This is comfort and light?’ she said. ‘What do you do 
when you bring bad news? Shove a severed leg through the 
letter box and yell, “There’s been a bit of an accident, luv!”’ 


‘You prefer round the houses, I'll send DCI Pascoe’ said 
Dalziel. ‘I’m not done yet. They’re the freaks and I’m glad to 
say there’s not a lot of them around. But there’s another 
bunch. Them as reckon you’re not the victim at all but some 
other bugger is, someone who’s either been jailed or in your 
case killed. They reckon that what’s happened to this other 
bugger is your fault. Stands to reason, don’t it? You’re alive 
and he’s dead. Sick proboscis’ 


Rye interpreted this as sic probg but was wise enough 
not to test whether the variation was ironic or ignorant. 


She said, ‘Is this other bunch a large bunch or do you 
have someone specific in mind?’ 


‘More than my job’s worth to put names in your mouth’ 
said Dalziel virtuously. ‘But you mention a name and it ‘ud 
be my duty to look into it’ 


He liked the way she didn’t hesitate. 


‘Charley Penn’ she said. That’s who we’re sniffing around 
here, isn’t it? Two of my neighbours saw him, or someone 


who fits his description, but you know that. Well, I'll talk 
about him, but let’s get one thing clear. | am not putting ina 
complaint about him. And I'll deny all knowledge of this 


conversation if you try to make this official.’ 


‘What about this tape recorder I’ve got strapped to my 
groin?’ said Dalziel. 


‘Here’s me thinking you were just glad to see me’ she 
said boldly. 


He laughed and said, ‘You’ve been keeping bad company, 
lass. So, unofficially, tell me about Charley.’ 


‘What’s to tell? He can’t get his head round finding out 
that his old schoolmate and best buddy was a serial killer. 
End of story.’ 


‘End of opening para,’ said Dalziel. ‘What’s he said to 
you?’ 


‘Not much directly. Just sits out there and glowers. | feel 
his eyes on me all the time.’ 


‘That all? Didn’t he used to send you .poems or summat?’ 


‘Sort of, in the old days ... | mean, before all this 
happened. Thing was, he used to fancy me. At least | think 
he did, or maybe it was just some silly game he got off on. 
Anyway, you know these German poems he’s been working 
on for the past thousand years or so?’ 


‘Heinkel,’ said Dalziel. 


‘Heine. He’d leave the odd love poem lying around where 
he knew I’d find it. He’d pretend it was accidental, but in 
that leering way he has which made it clear it wasn’t.’ 


‘Can’t blame the bugger for trying,’ said Dalziel. 


‘Can’t you? All right, it wasn’t major harassment, but it 
became irritating and | might have said something if he 
hadn’t been ... if...’ 


‘If he hadn’t been such a mate of Dee’s,’ completed 
Dalziel. ‘But he’s not been sending you these billy-doos 
since Dee snuffed it?’ 


‘No, at least I’m spared that. Though maybe it was better 
having him leering at me lecherously than glaring at me as 
if he’d like to ... | don’t know what.’ 


‘So you feel threatened, then your flat gets broken into, 
and there’s a message on your computer which is a straight 
link to Heinz 


‘Heine. You work that out for yourself, or did your pet 
bloodhound sniff it out?’ 


Dalziel said gravely, ‘Listen, luv, sometimes what a cop 
needs to do ‘cos he’s a trained sniffer dog and what he 


needs to do ‘cos he’s a love-sick puppy turns out to be one 
and the same thing. What you grinning at?’ 


‘Trying to see you as a love-sick puppy, Superintendent.’ 


‘| like my tummy scratched as well as the next man’ said 
Dalziel. ‘Just takes a stronger woman, that’s all. Point I’m 
making is, in this case it weren’t a matter of professional 
versus personal. Brains and bollocks, they all told young 
Bowler he had to have a word. Now that’s sorted, let’s get 
back to onions. Charley Penn’s scaring you, the break-in 
suggests a link with Charley, why aren’t you screaming for 
police protection?’ 


She ran her fingers through her thick brown hair so that 
the silver blaze rippled like a fish in a peaty stream. 


‘| don’t know’ she said unhappily. ‘| suppose | wanted it 
to be all over, you know, draw a line and say, that’s it, new 
start. They wanted me to have counselling, all that crap, but 
| said no. Watching Hat get better, and helping him, that 
was like a kind of surrogate healing for me. And this 
weekend we've just had, well, it was great. | felt really 
happy. Then we got back and | saw the flat and | didn’t want 
to let it register, | suppose. | just wanted to tidy up and carry 
on like nothing had happened.’ 


‘| can understand that. How do you feel now? Ready to 
make it official?’ 


She laughed and said, ‘You don’t give up, do you? All 
right. I’ll make it official my flat was broken into. But I’m not 
pointing a finger. You want to talk to Penn, that’s up to you. 
He was in his usual spot earlier, but | expect he’s gone down 
to Hal’s for a coffee.’ 


‘Aye, he has. That’s where | saw him on my way in.’ 


She stared at him assessingly then said, ‘You’ve spoken 
to him already, haven’t you? All this stuff about needing me 


to give the go-ahead was bollocks!’ 


‘Nay, lass,’ said Dalziel soothingly. ‘I! had an unofficial 
word, that’s true. All you’ve done is make it official. It’s just 
a question of labels. Talking of which, you didn’t come into 
work on Friday carrying a suitcase with a lot of labels on, did 
you?’ 


‘Sorry?’ 


‘You went off for the weekend Friday evening with young 
Bowler, right?’ 


‘That’s right. But | went home first to pick up my bag 
then drove round to Hat’s.’ 


‘Anyone shouting “Enjoy your weekend away! Give him 
one for me!” as you left?’ 


‘| don’t remember, might have done.’ 
‘And was Penn in the library on Friday?’ 


‘Ah.’ She had got his drift. She frowned and said, ‘Yes, he 
was. But | can’t swear that anything was said then that 
indicated | was going to be out of my flat till Monday. Will 
you want to look around now it’s official?’ 


‘Your flat? Not worth it if you’ve cleaned it up. You might 
think about improving your security, but. talking of which, 
I'm glad to see they’re spending a bit of money on a decent 
system to protect their staff round here. Better late than 
never, eh?’ 


The absence of a decent security system in the Centre 
had been one of the obstacles to an early solution of the 
Wordman case. By an irony not unremarked by his civic 
colleagues, Stuffer Steel had been the man mainly 
responsible for the penny-pinching approach which had led 
to the installation of the Centre’s original bog-standard basic 
CCTV system. 


‘| don’t think it’s their staff they’re worried about,’ said 
Rye. ‘Heritage is displaying the Elsecar Hoard next month, 
and it was a condition of getting it that our security was 
right up to date.’ 


‘Poor old Stuffer must be spinning in his grave,’ said 
Dalziel. 


Councillor Steel, when news of the controversy about the 
Hoard first hit the headlines, had opined that the remaining 
Elsecars should be sent down the mines (if a mine could be 
found for them to be sent down) and their Hoard sold and 
the money distributed among the poor and oppressed of 
Yorkshire. 


Andy Dalziel, no great lover of the councillor, for once 
agreed with him. 


‘Yes, | suppose he must,’ said Rye. 


There were tears in her eyes again and Dalziel cursed 
himself for his insensitivity. 


He said, ‘Better be off now. Take care, lass. And don’t be 
too hard on young Bowler. But I’d not be too soft either! 
Cheers.’ 


On his way out of the library, he met Penn coming back 
in. 

Dalziel took the book out of his pocket and flourished it. 

‘Nice one, Charley’ he said. ‘Can’t wait to read it.’ 


Penn watched him go, then made his way to his usual 
place and sat down. 


Rye was back behind the counter. 
Their gazes met, and locked. 


It was Rye who broke off first. She grimaced as if in pain, 
put her hand to her head, then retreated into the office, 


kicking the door shut behind her. 
Charley Penn smiled a wintry smile. 
‘Gotcha’ he mouthed. Then he turned to his books. 


On Wednesday morning, despite the early hour, the 
passengers on the overnight flight from New York to 
Manchester strode into the public arrivals area with the 
sprightly step of the born-again who'd not only survived six 
hours trapped in a tin can but had passed through the 
Green Channel without some fish-eyed customs official 
attempting to investigate their private parts. 


One, an attractive athletic-looking young woman with a 
papoose harness tied tightly against her breast so that it 
didn’t impede her from pushing her luggage trolley, scanned 
the crowd waiting along the barrier eagerly as if in search of 
a familiar face. 


She didn’t find it, but what she did see was a man ina 
sober grey suit holding up a piece of white card bearing the 
name carnwath. 


She went to him and said, ‘Hi. I’m Meg Carnwath.’ 


‘Hello,’ he said. ‘I’m Detective Sergeant Young, Greater 
Manchester CID.’ 


‘Oh God. What’s happened? Has Oz had an accident... ?’ 


‘No, no, he’s fine, really. It’s this case he’s a witness in ... 
he’s told you about it?’ 


‘Yes, he has. He rang up yesterday to say that it had 
been put back till this afternoon, but he’d still have plenty of 
time to meet me and drive me back home.’ 


‘How'd he sound?’ 


‘A bit nervous. He said he’d be glad when this first stage 
was over. After that he thought he’d be OK, like a first 
night.’ 


‘Well, he’s right to be nervous. We got a whisper there 
might be an attempt to bring pressure on him via you. 
Probably nothing in it, but for everyone’s sake, it made 
sense for us to pick you up and keep you nice and safe till 
Mr Carnwath has given his evidence.’ 


‘Oh God,’ exclaimed the woman, wide-eyed. ‘Oz said this 
guy who killed the girl was pretty heavily connected, but 
this is like something out of the movies.’ 


‘We'll try to keep the car chases within the legal limit,’ 
said Young, smiling. ‘Anyway, even if there was anything to 
worry about, there isn’t now. Here, let me take that.’ 


Pushing the trolley he led her out to the waiting car 
which was a big Mercedes. 


‘Well, this is nice,’ she said. ‘Didn’t realize the police 
were so upmarket.’ 


‘We didn’t want to draw attention,’ he said. ‘Escort you to 
a police car and everyone would have you down as a drug 
smuggler! Besides, you deserve a bit of comfort after being 
squashed in a plane seat so long. There’s a baby harness in 
the back if you want it.’ 


‘Later maybe. He yelled all the way across then went out 
like a light when we landed, so I'll let sleeping dogs lie as 
long as he stays that way.’ 


She climbed in and made soothing clucking noises into 
the papoose hood while Young put the cases in the boot. 


‘Husband not with you this trip?’ he said over his 
Shoulder as he drove slowly and carefully through the 
morning traffic building up around Manchester. 


‘Partner. He’s coming on later. | wanted to get here early 
and have some time with my brother, show him his nephew, 
they’ve not met yet.’ 


‘That'll be nice’ he said. 


There was a little more desultory conversation, but when 
the car left the suburbs behind and began to climb 
eastwards over the Pennines, Young saw in his mirror that 
the woman’s eyes had closed, so he stopped talking and 
concentrated on driving through a mist which grew thicker 
as they got higher. After about twenty minutes he turned 
the car gently down a side road without disturbing his 
passenger, and some minutes later turned again along a 
narrow rutted track which the Merc’s suspension negotiated 
without causing more than a restless shifting. 


Finally he brought the car to a halt before a low stone- 
built farmhouse whose tiny windows, too small to admit a 
sufficiency of daylight in good weather and useless in these 
murky conditions, were ablaze with light. 


The cessation of movement woke the woman. 


She yawned, peered out of the window and said, ‘Where 
are we?’ 


‘Here’ said Young vaguely. He picked up the car phone, 
pressed some buttons, listened then handed it to her, 
saying, Thought you might like a word with your brother.’ 


‘Oz?’ she said into the mouthpiece. 
‘Meg? That you? Are you OK? Where are you?’ 


‘I’m fine. Not sure where | am though, looks like a scene 
from a horror movie. Where did you say we were, Sergeant?’ 


‘One of our safe houses’ he said. 


‘A safe house? | thought we were heading straight for 
home.’ 


‘Well we are, but not quite straight. Few hours here till 
the committal proceedings are over, then we’ll be on our 
way. It’s OK, Mr Carnwath knows all about it, ask him.’ 


‘Oz,’ she said into the phone, ‘Sergeant Young says I’ve 
got to stay here, wherever here is, some safe house, till the 
proceedings are over. He says you know about it.’ 


There was a pause then Oz Carnwath said, ‘That’s right, 
Sis. You sit tight till this thing’s finished. It won’t take long.’ 


If you say so, Bro. You’re OK, are you?’ 
‘Oh yes, I’m being well looked after.’ 


She handed the phone back to Young. The farm door 
opened and another man came out and walked towards 
them, a slightly menacing figure silhouetted against the 
rectangle of orange light. She tried to open the car door, but 
found she couldn’t move the handle. 


Young said, ‘Sorry. Force of habit,’ and pressed the lock 
release. 


The new man held open the car door for her. He was 
young, leather jacketed, with the bold eyes and leering 
smile of one who imagines himself irresistible to women. 


‘Get the luggage, Constable,’ said Young. 

‘Luggage? I’m going to be here long enough to need 
luggage?’ 

‘Stuff for the baby, maybe. He’s very good. Wish | could 
say the same for mine.’ 

‘You've got children, Sergeant? How many?’ 

‘Two. For God’s sake, be careful, Mick.’ 


The leather-jacketed man had opened the boot and 
begun to lift out the cases. As he swung them over the 
boot’s lip, one of them burst open, spilling its contents to 
the ground. His leering smile vanished to be replaced with 
the uneasy perplexity of a cabinet minister faced by an 
ethical policy. 


On the ground lay three telephone directories, a Tesco 
bag full of stones, and a grey blanket clearly marked as the 
property of Mid-Yorkshire Constabulary. 


The woman undipped her papoose basket, and tossed it 
to Young, saying, ‘Look after baby, will you?’ 


He wasn’t ready for it. It bounced off his hands and 
turned upside down and only a desperate panic-driven 
lunge got it into his grasp a few inches from the ground. 
From inside came a piercing wail of ‘Mummy!’ 


Young looked up in shock to discover the woman was 
paying no attention to him. 


From her pocket she’d taken a small aerosol tube. She 
was pointing it at leather jacket and giving him a quick 
squirt. He fell back, cursing and clawing at his face. Young 
began to rise. The spray turned in his direction. He raised 
the papoose basket in an effort to protect himself but it was 
too late. The fine jet hit him right in the eyes. As he twisted 
away crying out in pain, a plastic doll fell out of the basket, 
squeaking, ‘Mummy!’ 


The woman picked up the doll and spoke to it. 


‘Novello here,’ she said. ‘Think you can come and clear 
up now.’ 


Peter Pascoe watched with interest as Oz Carnwath gave 
his evidence that afternoon, but it wasn’t the witness’s face 
he watched, nor that of the accused, though it might have 
been entertaining to see his cocky anticipation turn to 
shocked incredulity as instead of the expected hesitations 
and uncertainties, he heard firm and confident affirmations 
that he, Liam Linford, had driven his Lamborghini out of the 
car park on the night in question. 


It was Linford Senior, sitting in the body of the court, that 
Pascoe watched. His expression of barely contained fury did 


more for Pascoe’s festive feelings than any number of 
Christmas cards. Marcus Belchamber did all his considerable 
best to dent Carnwath’s certainties, but hardly left a 
smudge let alone a scratch on them. It came as no Surprise 
to anyone when the presiding magistrate committed Linford 
Junior for trial in the Crown Court in February. But the 
journalists present pricked up their ears when, after 
Belchamber’s application for bail had been heard, the 
prosecuting lawyer stood up to oppose it on the grounds 
that there had been a serious attempt to interfere with a 
witness. The magistrate required a full report as soon as 
possible and ordered Liam Linford to be remanded in 
custody till she got it. Wally Linford proved harder to lay a 
finger on. Taken in for questioning as he left the court, he 
had Belchamber by his side from the start, and simply 
denied any knowledge of the plan to kidnap Meg Carnwath. 
The two false policemen and the other two men who had 
intercepted Oz on his way to Manchester Airport also denied 
any connection with Wally, but claimed they were old 
acquaintances of Liam who had been overcome by 
indignation at what looked like a potential injustice. They 
had certainly been well schooled as nothing on the 
recording from the wire Oz had worn, or from Shirley 
Novello’s, actually constituted a direct threat. Belchamber, 
after studying the account of what had happened to 
Novello, offered as his opinion that if he were advising the 
false police officers - which of course he had no reason even 
to contemplate doing -he would probably suggest an action 
against the WDC for assault. In the meantime, if they had 
nothing more to ask his client, he thought it best to bring 
the interview to a close. 


Pascoe switched off the recording machine and said, 
‘Something you should understand, Wally. You’ve tried to fix 
Oz Carnwath and failed. His evidence is on record. Your 
attempt is on record. Anything else that happens to that lad, 


threats, accidents, even dirty looks, will be noted and 
reported and investigated. And I’ll make sure every bugger 
connected with this case from the judge to the jury knows 
about it and believes it’s down to Liam direct. And | reckon 
that will mean years on his sentence. Ask Mr Belchamber 
here if you don’t believe me.’ 


Belchamber pursed his lips and said, ‘This is a 
conversation | shall of course need to report to your 
superiors and the GPS, Chief Inspector.’ 


‘What conversation, Mr Belchamber? | heard no 
conversation. You hear any _ conversation, Constable 
Novello? Sergeant Wield?’ 


His colleagues shook their heads. 


‘There you are. Three to two. In a democracy, we must 
be right. So watch it, Wally. After all your big-time stunts, it 
would be a shame to go down for a domestic, wouldn’t it?’ 


After the lawyer and his client had left, Novello said 
admiringly, ‘Nice one, sir. That made the bastards squirm. 
Real hairy-chested stuff.’ 


It was a genuine compliment. Novello liked her men 
muscular and hairy. The willowy Pascoe-type did nothing for 
her. 


‘Not the point,’ said Pascoe wearily. | just wanted to warn 
them off Oz and his family. And talking of hairy chests, that 
trick of yours with the CS-spray, I’ve written it up as reaction 
to direct and sudden threat, which is the only way to justify 
it when you hadn’t told them you were a police officer and 
issued a warning. The only true words Belchamber spoke 
were when he said they could be entitled to bring an action 
against you. What were you thinking of? You didn’t even try 
to sound threatened on the tape!’ 


‘Well, | felt it. And it wasn’t my fault the case burst open,’ 
protested Novello. 


‘Fault doesn’t come into it. Cop on the spot gets the glory 
and the crap. All we’ve got is a couple of guys 
impersonating police officers. No threats, no holding against 
your will, no direct link with either Linford. I’m very doubtful 
we'll have enough to persuade the beak to turn down 
Belchamber when he requests a review of the remand in 
custody order. So we'll have Liam out and about, all down to 
you, Novello. Take heed. You’ve been backed up once. Don’t 
expect it again.’ 


With the blank expression which conceals high dudgeon, 
Novello left. 


‘Was | too hard, Wieldy?’ 


‘On Linford and Belchamber? Not enough. On Novello? 
Just about right.’ 


‘Thanks. So, this informant of yours came up trumps. 
Looks like you’ve got yourself a winner there. Better sign 
him up official, quick as you can.’ 


‘Not interested,’ said Wield. 
‘Who? Him or you?’ 


‘Him, of course,’ said Wield, meeting Pascoe’s eyes 
straight on. 


‘Fine. But be careful.’ 


It was conventional CID wisdom that there was no such 
thing as a free tip-off. 


‘Yeah. So we'll be taking this Praesidium thing a bit more 
seriously now?’ 


‘| expect so. Let’s go and see the Mighty Kong.’ 
‘OK. But, Pete’ 


‘Yes?’ 


‘I'd like to keep in the background on this one. | mean, 
sitting in on the interview with Linford’s one thing, but | 
don’t think | should be in the front line if we set up an op on 
the Praesidium tip.’ 


‘You think it might help someone make a connection 
between your informant and us if it looks like you’re calling 
the shots here?’ 


‘It’s possible.’ 


‘OK. No problem. You’ll miss out on the glory though. 
Could tell against you when you're on the short-list for 
Commissioner.’ 


‘It’s a risk I’Il just have to take,’ said Wield. 


In the criminal’s Advent calendar, each window opens on 
a new opportunity. 


Huge truckloads of consumer desirables | crowd the road 
en route for city centres. Shop shelves groan with goodies. 
The malls are packed with shoppers whose purses are 
packed with cash. The tills ring merrily all day and much of 
the night and large sums of money have to be transferred 
with forecastable regularity to the banks. The average 
house soon has several hundred pounds’ worth of easily 
portable presents ‘hidden’ in the garage or the cupboard 
under the stairs. In the non-average house, their value 
might run into thousands. The party season starts, at home 
and in the workplace. The provident smuggler is ready to 
supply the huge appetite for cheap booze and fags, while 
the happy toper is morally susceptible to a whole range of 
no-questions-asked deals and physically susceptible to 
anyone who fancies his wallet. To an ambitious policeman, 
keen to pack his CV with collars felt and cases solved, 
Advent windows also open upon golden opportunity. Here is 
the devil’s plenty. Here is the year’s late harvest. The art is 


to recognize what’s ripe for reaping and what’s going to 
prove indigestible, and with resources stretched to the limit, 
there is little time for careful consideration. So Pascoe found 
he had all the encouragement in the world to pursue his 
resolve to put Franny Roote out of his mind and get on with 
the job of making sure the better part of Mid-Yorkshire had a 
happy and crime-free Christmas. 


But God’s a merry fellow who once He has set a jest in 
train doesn’t care to see its object drift off the pre-ordained 
path. 


After the accuracy of Wield’s information in the Linford 
case, it had been decided to take the Praesidium tip 
seriously. This didn’t mean they could offer blanket 
coverage, but everyone agreed with the _ sergeant’s 
assessment that the small firms wages delivery was the 
most likely target, so that’s what they focused on. When 
told of Wield’s desire to keep in the background to protect 
his snout, Dalziel had taken a deep breath, raised his 
eyebrows and pursed his lips, giving the effect of a monkfish 
that had just swallowed an electric eel, but he hadn’t 
argued, and it was Pascoe who found himself put in charge. 


Thanks, Pete,’ Wield .said. ‘Not that it should cause you 
much bother. My estimate is they’ll hit it early while it’s still 
carrying most of the cash and you'll have the rest of the day 
to do the paperwork and still be home in time for a late tea.’ 


Of course it hadn’t worked out like that. 


The DCI and his team had crawled along the narrow 
country roads after the van all morning, their hearts sinking 
with each delivery, for they knew that as the money went 
down, so did their chances of getting a result. A less 
conscientious officer might have called things off with a 
couple of calls still remaining. The villains would not only 
have to be unambitious, they’d need to be downright stupid 


to risk hitting the van with a prospective share-out of only a 
few hundred pounds. But Pascoe had stuck it out to the 
bitter end. Only when :he last drop had been made on the 
northernmost boundary of his patch did Pascoe say to his 
dispirited men, ‘Right, that does it. Let’s go home.’ 


Half a day wasted with no result. These things happened, 
policemen got used to them, but such philosophy did not 
dilute his intention of being seriously sarcastic with Wield. 


He saw him on the phone as he entered the CID room. 
The sergeant made a summoning gesture, then said into the 
phone, ‘He’s just come in.’ 


‘Who?’ mouthed Pascoe as he approached. 


‘Rose’ mouthed Wield in return, giving Pascoe a moment 
of fright as he wondered what crisis had got his young 
daughter ringing him at work. Then Wield, who missed little, 
saw the reaction and expanded, ‘DI Rose.’ 


This, though a relief, meant nothing, till he took the 
phone and said, ‘Pascoe.’ 


‘Hi there. Stanley Rose.’ 


‘Stanley... ? Stan! Hello. And DI! When did this happen? 
Many congratulations.’ 


The last time he’d talked to Rose, the man had been a DS 
in South Yorkshire and the occasion had been the case 
which brought Franny Roote back into his life. 


Looking at people who might think threatening Ellie was 
a good way to pay old scores, he’d liaised with Rose when 
he discovered Roote was living in Sheffield. It had all been 
done by the book, but when Pascoe had turned up to 
interview Roote, he’d found him lying in his bath with his 
wrists cut. In fact, the cuts were not very deep and he was 
more likely to have died from hypothermia than blood loss, 
but naturally rumours of undue pressure had circulated and 


for a while both Rose and Pascoe looked susceptible to 
charges of harassment. But Roote was (in Pascoe’s eyes) far 
too subtle a serpent to risk all on a single strike. So he had 
made no complaint, but his silence was, (to Pascoe’s ears) 
the silence of the snake lurking in the long grass. 


So, no official action or come-back. But in the ledgers of 
CID, to go on to someone else’s patch and cause them 
embarrassment left you with a debt to pay, and Pascoe 
guessed it was being called in now. 


‘Beginning of the month,’ said Rose. They must have 
been wondering what to give me for Christmas and I’d been 
dropping hints all year.’ 


‘I’m delighted. Long overdue,’ said Pascoe. ‘Remind me 
to buy you a drink next time we meet. So what can | do for 
you, Stan?’ 


On the surface it was a simple request for liaison and co- 
operation. Rose had got a whisper from a snout of a job that 
was being planned in the New Year. The information was 
vague. The forward planning suggested it was big, as did 
the fact that it involved the recruitment of a top driving and 
muscle team - which was how the snout had got the 
whisper. And though the organizational nerve centre was in 
South, word was that the job itself could be over the Mid- 
Yorkshire border. 


‘Sorry it’s all so waffly,’ concluded Rose. ‘But it occurred 
to me that you might spot a few straws in the wind your 
side, and they might not seem worth much by themselves, 
but together ... well, maybe we could make a brick.’ 


So, there it was, a more or less token request, a formality 
which if not quite empty would in the vast majority of cases 
prove lamentably unproductive. 


But Pascoe, because he owed Rose and because he could 
recall those early days after he had taken that large step 


from sergeant to DI, read the sub-text. 


Rose wanted to make a good early impression. He’d been 
delighted when his snout was the first with this sniff. 
Probably he’d made rather more of it than it merited at that 
stage and when, after a couple of weeks, nothing more had 
been forthcoming, he’d begun to feel rather foolish. 
Certainly his colleagues in the rough and ready ethos of the 
CID wouldn’t be backward in asking him how the great 
crime of the new century was coming on! Perhaps he’d been 
provoked into once more overselling what remained an 
insubstantial maybe. So he looked around for help. Who 
owed him? DCI Peter Pascoe, one of the famous Andy 
Dalziel’s brightest and best, who happened to work on the 
patch mentioned as a putative location for the putative job, 
that was who! 


So it was worth a punt calling in that debt which, 
furthermore, would be understood to include the major 
Share of credit should anything ever come of this business. 


Pascoe asked questions, made notes and encouraging 
noises. 


‘OK,’ he said finally. ‘I’ll pull out all the stops, Stan, 
believe me.’ 


I’m grateful,’ said Rose. This is really good of you.’ 


‘Self-interest,’laughed Pascoe. ‘If we don’t help each 
other, we'll be a long time waiting for any other bugger. You 
see a Samaritan coming towards you these days, it’s 
probably because he fancies putting the boot in.’ 


These were Dalziel’s views rather than his own; indeed it 
was possibly the Fat Man’s very phraseology. But he felt few 
qualms about voicing them. Just as Wield had kept his 
gayness under wraps in order to survive in his chosen 
profession, so Pascoe had recognized early on_ that 
educational achievement and liberal humanism were not 


exactly episematic qualities in the still very traditional police 
force. A common soldier may have a field marshal’s baton 
hidden in his knapsack, but he was never going to get the 
chance to wield it if he didn’t learn the language of the 
barrack room. 


‘You're right there,’ said Rose. Things don’t go away 
either. | was just telling your Sergeant Wield, that student he 
was asking about a while back in connection with a possible 
suicide 

‘Sorry?’ said Pascoe. ‘I don’t recall...’ 


But of course he did. Roote’s tutor at Sheffield University, 
Sam Johnson, had (according to rumour) made his move to 
Mid-Yorkshire as a result of his reaction to the sudden death 
of Jake Frobisher, a student he’d put under pressure to bring 
his work up to date or be sent down. When Johnson himself 
died in suspicious circumstances, Pascoe had used the 
possibility that he’d committed suicide to instruct Wield to 
check up on Frobisher’s death, allegedly with a view to 
providing the coroner with a full picture of the lecturer’s 
state of mind. But he knew, and Wield had guessed, that his 
real hope had been to find some link, however remote, 
between Franny Roote and both tragedies. 


‘Jake Frobisher. Some link with that lecturer who was one 
of your Wordman victims.’ 


‘Of course. Yes, | remember. Turned out he was popping 
pills to keep himself awake to meet some work deadline, 
wasn’t that it?’ 


That’s right. Accidental death, clear cut. Only 
complication was, when his gear was sent to his family, his 
sister started asking questions about some expensive watch 
she said was missing, implication being that one of our lot 
had nicked it. Well, it all got sorted, no evidence, no case, 


his mum didn’t want a fuss, in fact she didn’t even recollect 
the watch in question. End of story, right?’ 


‘Should be,’ said Pascoe neutrally, letting his gaze drift 
towards Wield, who was peering into a screen as if he saw 
his future there. ‘But I’m not going to bet on it.’ 


‘Wise man,’ said Rose. ‘Sophie, that’s the sister, - 
started here as a student in September, and lo and behold, 
end of last term she got pulled in with a bunch of other kids 
all high as kites on speed. Must run in the family, eh? We 
found a great stash of the stuff in her room, which 
incidentally is in the same house her brother died in - how’s 
that for morbid? Anyway, the little cow, instead of putting 
her hand up, starts claiming it was planted there so we 
could get our own back for her daring to accuse us of 
nicking her brother’s watch! Case came up yesterday. The 
bloody magistrate lets her ramble on through the whole sad 
story, wipes a tear away from his eye, glowers at me on the 
witness bench, and gives her a conditional discharge! | told 
her afterwards she was lucky and she'd better be careful or 
she'll, end up like her brother. Having my watch nicked, you 
mean? she says, and gives me the finger, then takes off 
with her mates, laughing. It’s a great job we’ve got, isn’t it?’ 


‘Yes,’ said Pascoe thoughtfully. ‘Yes, | believe it is. I’ll be 
in touch, Stan.’ 


He put down the phone and stared at Wield until the 
sergeant’s head turned, as if compelled by the force of 
Pascoe’s gaze. 


The DCI jerked his head in summons and went through 
into his office. 


The sergeant followed, closing the door behind him. 
Succinctly, Pascoe filled him in on the day’s debacle. 


‘So thanks a lot for that, Wieldy,’ he concluded. ‘Nothing | 
like better than a scenic tour of the county in mid-winter 
instead of wasting my time doing useful things.’ 


‘Pete, I’m sorry. I'll talk to my informant and see ...’ 


‘Yeah yeah,’ said Pascoe impatiently. The failed job had 
dropped a long way down his priority list of things to be 
pissed off with Wield about. ‘Forget it. But there’s something 
else. Remember when Sam Johnson died, | asked you to 
check out that student death in Sheffield, boy called 
Frobisher, the one people seemed to think had upset 
Johnson so much he made the move here to MYU?’ 


‘l remember’ said Wield. 


‘And you told me it was all done and dusted, accidental 
overdose, no loose ends.’ 


‘That’s right.’ 


‘What about this missing watch? | don’t recollect you 
mentioning that in your report. That not a loose end?’ 


‘Didn’t look like one to me,’ said Wield. ‘In fact it looked 
like it was probably nowt at all, not worth mentioning, just a 
young lass being silly.’ 


‘Even young lasses get over being silly’ said Pascoe. ‘Not 
this one though, eh?’ 


He hadn’t wanted to sound confrontational, but the sheer 
unreadability of the sergeant’s face was a provocation to 
provocation. For the first time he understood how it must 
feel to be sitting opposite Wield in the interrogation room. 


The reply came in the quiet reasonable voice of a patient 
father explaining life to a recalcitrant son. 


‘If you remember, the reason you gave for being 
interested in Frobisher was it might be relevant to Johnson's 
state of mind if it turned out he’d topped himself. By the 


time | got the details of Frobisher’s accidental overdose, we 
knew that Johnson had been murdered by the Wordman, so 
there was no way for the lad’s death to be relevant, not 
even if it had had more loose ends than you'd find at a 
monk’s wedding.’ 


The tone remained constant throughout, but the 
concluding Dalzielesque image sent a message of strong 
feeling which Pascoe gleefully registered as a minor victory, 
of which he was almost simultaneously ashamed. 


Wield had been then, and was now, trying to save him 
from what he and probably everyone else regarded as a 
dangerous obsession. 


But they were wrong, Pascoe assured himself. Not that he 
was absolutely, bet-the-deeds-of-the-ranch certain he was 
right. But obsessions were irrational and as he wasn’t going 
to do anything that couldn’t be tested by reason, this was 
no obsession. As for danger, how could this particular 
pursuit of truth be more dangerous than any other? 


The only real danger he would admit was that of falling 
out with those he loved most. 

He said gently, ‘Sorry, Wieldy. I’m being a plonker, but 
everyone’s entitled this time of year. Rose tell you what he 
was after? No? Ah, well, it’s me he feels owes him.’ 

He quickly ran through Rose’s request for help. 

‘Not much,’ said Wield. 


‘Not much is overstating it. Still, he’s a good cop, so let’s 
pull out the stops. Any sniff of anything big going down on 
our patch, | want to know. Pass the word.’ 


‘Even to Andy? He’ll not be chuffed at you paying off old 
debts on company time.’ 


‘He’s going to be even less chuffed if something big did 
happen and South were sitting there smugly saying, “Well, 
we did warn you!”’ 


Wield gave a small nod which might have meant 
anything from he was totally convinced to he was totally 
unpersuaded, but Pascoe watched him go, certain that his 
instructions would be carried out to the full. 


He took off his overcoat, hung it up, then sat at his desk 
and on a piece of paper wrote Sophie Frobisher. Then he 
added a question mark. 


What the question was he wasn’t certain, nor indeed 
whether he’d ever ask it. 


One thing was certain, thank God, and that was that he 
needn’t make any decision about it till next month when the 
new university term began. 


Perhaps by then Roote would have faded to distant 
irritation. Perhaps the last letter in which he said goodbye to 
England would prove to be a farewell letter in every sense. 


And perhaps Christmas would be cancelled this year! 
Pascoe laughed. 
Dalziel said, ‘Glad to see you’re in such a good mood.’ 


Shit! Is there a secret passage he uses to get into my 
room? wondered Pascoe. 


‘| was just coming to see you, sir. Dud tip, I’m afraid, 
complete waste of time 


‘Half right’ said the Fat Man. ‘About the waste of time, 
but not the tip.’ 


‘Sorry?’ 


‘I've just had an angry call from Berry at Praesidium. 
Says he thought we were taking care of his wages van 


today.’ 


‘Yes, sir, and we did until it made its last drop ... Shit, 
you're not saying... ?’ 


He was. 


The Praesidium security men, after a day spent in the 
expectation of imminent attack, had felt they deserved a 
soothing cup of tea on the way back, to which end they had 
pulled into the lorry park of a roadside cafe on the bypass 
just north of town. As they got out of the van, they were 
jumped on by a bunch of masked men armed with baseball 
bats and at least one sawn-off shotgun. Surprised in every 
sense, they put up no resistance and were left unharmed, 
locked in a white transit van, tucked away in a remote 
corner of the lorry park where they might have remained a 
lot longer if Morris Berry, the Praesidium boss, hadn’t 
noticed his van suddenly vanish from the screen. He’d sent 
someone to investigate at the last known location and 
they’d heard noises from the transit. By the time Pascoe 
arrived on the scene, he found the security men enjoying 
their now even more necessary soothing cup of tea and 
sufficiently recovered to be much amused at the image of 
the thieves’ gobsmacked expressions when they found 
they’d got a vanload of nothing. 


Pascoe didn’t share their amusement. This might be a 
cock-up for the crooks, but he knew that it was going to 
register as a cock-up for the cops also. When the story was 
told in the canteen and the papers, the joke was going to be 
on him. And in the annual list of crime statistics, this day’s 
work would show as a security van hijacked despite a tip-off 
and an expensive escort operation. 


Suddenly Franny Roote was relegated to the very bottom 
of his piled-up troubles and when at last he returned to his 


office, he swept the piece of paper bearing Sophie 
Frobisher’s name into his waste bin without even reading it. 
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The Temptation 
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Fichtenburg-am- Blucensee 
Monday Dec 17th (Midnight!) 
Dear Mr Pascoe, 


My mind’s in a turmoil so here | am writing to you once 
more. Let me skip over my nightmare journey here. Suffice 
it to say that my efforts at economy were rewarded by two 


train breakdowns and | ended up reaching Manchester 
Airport only five minutes before my departure time, and | 
still had to collect my ticket! No way could | do that and run 
the gauntlet of baggage and security checks in less than 
half an hour, | thought. Oh dear. Linda, who likes her 
arrangements to stay arranged, would not be pleased. 


But | needn’t have worried. Even Linda’s organization is 
like a dry reed beneath the brutal tread of the airlines. 


My flight was delayed ... And delayed ... And delayed... 


Finally we took to the air. Clearly they hadn’t let the 
delay interfere with their catering schedule. What arrived on 
my plate made the Chapel Syke cuisine look attractive. And 
| was seated next to a fat talkative estate agent with a bad 
cold. 


Nor did my problems end when we landed in Zurich. 


My case was the very last to appear on the carousel, a 
neanderthal customs officer could not be persuaded that | 
wasn’t a Colombian drugs baron, and when | finally emerged 
into the public concourse, nowhere amongst all the 
attendant banners bearing sjiange devices did | see one 
with my name on it. 


Some time later, | almost literally stumbled across my 
taxi driver snoozing in the coffee bar. Only the fact that he’d 
placed the sheet of paper bearing an approximation of my 
name (Herr Rutt) over his eyes to keep the light out gave 
me the necessary clue. He seemed to resent being woken 
and set off into what looked to me like an incipient blizzard 
without more than a guttural grunt in my direction, but after 
the estate agent’s mucous maunderings, | was not too sorry 
about this. 


(1 seem to recollect saying | was going to skip over all 
this, but it’s too deeply impressed on my psyche to dismiss 
so easily! Sorry.) 


Linda had assured me that Fichtenburg was within easy 
driving distance of Zurich but not, | felt, in this weather or 
with this driver. It seemed to take forever. In the end my 
fatigue overcame my fear and | dozed off. When | was 
awoken by the car coming to a halt with a suddenness 
which threw me forward quite violently, my first thought 
was we’d had an accident. Instead, as | recovered my 
senses, | realized the driver had placed my luggage outside 
the taxi and was standing holding the passenger door open, 
not, | hasten to add, in any spirit of flunkeydom but merely 
to expedite my exit. 


Still half asleep, | staggered out, he slammed the door, 
climbed into the driver’s seat, slammed that door also and 
roared off into the night without so much as a Leb ‘wohl! 


It was snowing gently. | strained my eyes to pierce the 
curtain of flakes. All | could make out in vague outline was 
rank upon rank of tall fir trees. 


The bastard had dropped me off in the middle of a forest! 


Alarmed, | span round. And with infinite relief my eyes, 
now adjusting to the darkness, this time made out the solid- 
faced and sharp angles of a building. | let my gaze run to 
the left and couldn’t find its limit. To the right the same. | 
leaned backwards to look up and through the floating veils 
of snowflakes | glimpsed turrets and battlements. 


Fichtenburg! 
‘Oh my God!’ | said out loud. 


My school German has almost vanished, but | seemed to 
recollect that Fichten meant pine trees and | was certain 
Burg meant castle. 


| had assumed this was just some fancy name Linda’s 
chums had given to their holiday chalet. | should have 
known better. 


Fichtenburg was exactly what its name stated - a castle 
among the pines! 


And, what was worse, apparently a deserted castle. 


Feeling like Childe Roland when he finally made it to the 
Dark Tower and started to wonder if it had been such a 
great idea after all, | advanced towards what looked like the 
building’s main door. Constructed of heavy oak planks 
bound together with massy plates of iron, it had clearly 
been designed by a man who didn’t care to have his 
relatives dropping by unexpectedly. 


A bolus of metal attached to a chain hung from one of 
the granite doorposts. | seized it and pulled. After a while, 
somewhere so distant it might have been in another world, 
a bell rang. 


In a Gothic novel, or a Goon Show script, the next sound 
effect would have been a slow shuffle of dreadful feet 
growing louder as they approached. 


| was almost glad when my straining ears detected 
nothing. 


Almost, for now the possibility that there’d been some 
misunderstanding and | wasn’t expected and there was no 
one here to greet me began to loom frighteningly large. My 
knowledge of Switzerland derives largely from early 
nineteenth-century literature in which it figures as a 
confusion of towering mountains, huge glaciers and snowy 
wastes. Since the airport, | had seen little to correct that 
impression. Even when | turned my back on imagination and 
applied to common sense, the answer | got was scarcely 
more reassuring. People who built castles rarely did so 
within striking distance of neighbours to whom they could 
apply for the loan of a barrel of boiling oil if ever they ran 
Short. 


The alternative to trudging off into the snow in search of 
help was to break in. 


Now with your average suburban house, this (my 
acquaintance at the Syke assured me) normally involves 
little more than putting your elbow through a pane of glass 
and unlatching a downstairs window. 


Your average castle, however, is a horse of a different 
colour. For a start, and indeed for a finish, the only windows 
| could see through the drifting snow were well out of my 
elbow’s reach and protected by bars. 


It would be easier to break into Chapel Syke! 


My one remaining hope was that in a building of this size, 
there might be a servants’ quarter round the back, full of life 
and warmth, with a TV set playing so loud that the doorbell 
went unnoticed. Such hopeful fantasies crowd thick upon a 
desperate man. In any case, any movement seemed 
preferable to standing here and freezing to death. 


| set off along the front and then down the side of the 
castle, following the twists and turns of its coigns and 
embrasures, till | had no idea whether | was still at the front 
or the side or the back! The snow had stopped falling and 
Slowly the cloud was beginning to break up, allowing 
occasional glimpses of a nearly full moon. But its beams 
brought little comfort, showing the solid unwelcoming 
stonework broken only by barred and darkened windows. 


In despair, | turned my back on the castle and strained 
my eyes outwards into the crowding forest. 


Was it rescue? Was it an evil delusion? For a second, | 
was sure | saw a distant light! Then it was gone. But 
welcome or will-o’-the-wisp, it was all | had and | rushed in 
the direction |I’d seen it, even though it meant leaving the 
guiding wall of the castle behind me and heading into the 
forest, all the while slipping and floundering in deep folds of 


snow, and shouting, ‘Help! Help!’ then, recalling where | 
was, ‘Zur Hilfe! Zur Hilfe!’ 


Finally and inevitably, | fell flat on my face in a drift. 
When | pushed myself upright and looked around me (the 
breaking of the clouds giving me the full benefit of the moon 
at that moment), | saw that | was in a clearing in which 
stood a building. For a second | had hope that this might be 
the source of the light | had seen, but as | moved nearer, | 
Saw that it was a ruined chapel. Strange how powerful the 
human imagination can be, isn’t it? You’d think that sheer 
physical fright at the prospect of dying from exposure in this 
cold and inhospitable terrain would have left little room for 
any more metaphysical fear. But as | examined that place, 
all my awareness of mere bodily discomfort and peril was 
subsumed in superstitious terror! It wasn’t just the post- 
Romantic knee-jerk reaction to a Gothic ruin in a wild and 
remote setting. No, what really broke me out in a sweat 
despite the temperature was what | saw painted on the 
chapel’s internal walls. The plaster had fallen completely in 
many areas and where it remained it was cracked and 
flaking, but | had no doubt what it was the artist had 
depicted there. 


It was the Dance of Death. 


A grisly enough subject, you are probably thinking, and 
not one a chap in young Fran’s situation would wish to dwell 
upon, but why should it affect him so strongly? 


The answer is this. In Beddoes’ /est-Book, that most 
terrifying scene in which the Duke, hoping to raise his wife 
from the dead instead resurrects the murdered Wolfram, is 
set before a ruined Gothic church on whose cloister wall is 
depicted the Dance of Death. My quest for Beddoes had 
brought me to this place, and now he seemed to be saying 
in that typically sardonic way of his, ‘‘ you want to see me 
plain, this way lies your route! 


| know it sounds silly. After all, unlike the Duke, | have no 
murdered rival whose resurrection | need fear, have |? 


And in any case my God-given reason tells me, as it told 
Beddoes, there are no ghosts to raise, Out of death lead no 
ways. Oh, that there were! How | would labour to raise dear 
Sam. But what horror if instead of Sam | found myself 
confronted by ... some less welcome revenu! 


What nonsense this seems in broad daylight. 


But there in the dark forest close by the ruined chapel, | 
have to admit, Mr Pascoe, that both innocence and 
rationality failed me and | closed my eyes and said a prayer. 


When | opened them, | saw that some god had heard me, 
but whether in the Christian heaven or some darker colder 
Nordic place, | wasn’t yet ready to say. The light | had seen 
before showed itself again, much nearer this time, and 
approaching! | could see it intermittently among the trees, 
moving with a serpentine motion, now visible, now masked 
by the long straight trunks of the pines, a circle of 
brightness growing larger as it neared, putting me in mind 
of that shining sohere which marks the arrival of Glenda in 
The Wizard of Oz. 


It was a happy comparison, for as - guided | presume by 
my almost hysterical shouting - it emerged from the forest 
into the clearing, | saw that it was the headlight on one of 
those snow buggies, and though the goggled and furred 
creature that bestrode it was sexless to the eye, | knew she 
was my Good Fairy when she spoke and said, ‘Herr Roote? 
Willkommen in Fichtenburg.’ 


This, God bless her, was Frau Buff, the housekeeper, a 
woman it emerged of few words, and all of those German, 
but one whose good sense and ratiocinative powers make 
you understand why the Swiss lead the world in the 
manufacture of timepieces. 


Mind you, it did occur to me as she indicated | should 
climb up behind her (she'd already found my luggage at the 
castle entrance) and we set off along a winding track 
through the dark pine trees, to wonder if she might not be a 
good fairy after all but the Snow Queen, and |, like little Kay, 
was being abducted to her ice palace at the North Pole. 


No ice palace this, I’m glad to say, but a warm and 
comfortable and roomy cabin with all mod cons! This was 
the chalet Linda had referred to, belonging to the castle and 
used, | presume, to accommodate visitors like myself who 
for whatever reason were best kept separate from the beau 
monde in the big house. Frau Buff had been waiting for me 
here. When | didn’t arrive at the expected time she’d made 
enquiries and discovered my plane was delayed. When | still 
hadn’t appeared by the revised expected time, she 
contacted the taxi company and was told their driver had 
reported dropping his passenger at the castle some minutes 
earlier. She, deducing that the Dummkopf had dumped me 
at the wrong place, had come looking for me. 


All this | pieced together with my slowly resurrecting 
schoolboy German and her sparing replies. 


She was, God bless her, much more interested in feeding 
me than conversing with me. Fortunately, what she’d been 
preparing was one of those all-inclusive casserole dishes 
which, unlike airline food, only gets better the longer it stays 
in the oven. 


Once she saw me tucking in, she indicated apologetically 
that she was leaving me to my own devices. | tried to say 
that it was me who should apologize for taking up so much 
of her free time, and | must have got my message across 
because as she furred herself up preparatory to stepping 
out into the cold night, she seemed to my slowly adjusting 
ear to say it wasn’t her own pleasure which was taking her 
away but getting rooms ready in the castle for Frau Lupin. 


Thinking I’d got her wrong, | said in my fractured 
German, ‘But Frau Lupin isn’t coming till next week.’ 


And as she went out of the door she tossed something 
over her shoulder which froze my forkload of delicious stew 
in mid-air. 

‘Nicht Frau sondern Frd’ulein Lupin. lhre Tochter.’ 

Not Mrs but Miss Lupin. Her daughter. 

Perhaps | had misheard! 


| broke the spell and rushed out after Frau Buff. She was 
already on the snow buggy. 


‘Fraulein Lupin,’ | cried to her. ‘Wann kommt sie?’ 
‘Morgen’ she called. ‘Urn Schnittschuhlaufen!’ 


That baffled me. What in the name of hell was 
Schnittschuhlaufen? 


‘Was ist das?’ | shouted as she started up and began to 
move away. 


She pointed away from the chalet with her right hand. 


‘Auf dem See!’ she tossed over her shoulder. Then she 
was gone. 


On the sea? | stood there baffled. Then for the first time | 
noticed the snow had stopped, the clouds were breaking up 
and going about their business, leaving the sky to a scatter 
of diamond dust such as those of us in city pent never see, 
and a slice of moon hung there, bright enough to light up 
before me a level meadow almost perfectly round. 


Except it wasn’t a meadow! It was a small lake. Idiot! 
This must be the Blutensee which Fichtenburg was am, 
frozen over and besprinkled with snow. (See only means 
‘sea’ when it’s feminine; | once got my knuckles rapped for 
forgetting that!) 


Skating. Schnittschuhlaufen was skating. Emerald was 
coming here in the morning for the skating! 


Now my ever-optimistic mind was racing. Was this 
coincidence, | asked myself, or was it planned? Could 
Emerald have learned her mother’s plans for me and 
decided to cut in? Or was | being absurdly arrogant to even 
imagine that it might be so? 


These things distracted me so much that on my return 
inside | hardly noticed the delights of Frau Buff’s casserole 
or the smoothness of the bottle of excellent burgundy | had 
chosen from a well-stocked wine rack. And | have even 
postponed the plateful of scrumptious-looking Sahnetorte 
the good woman has left for pudding so that once more | 
can write to you, my friend, my spiritual father, to clear my 
mind and remind me that in the midst of no matter what 
fiery -turbulence of spirit | can always find a small circle of 
coolness and calm, like the lake outside my window, to bring 
me peace. 


Well, it’s worked. Now | feel ready to face the future - and 
to enjoy my Sahnetorte. 


Thank you. 
Franny 


In England on the whole even criminals celebrate 
Christmas, but rest for the wicked does not automatically 
mean rest for the law’s guardians also. The crimes of greed 
which are proper to Advent may fade to nothing on the day 
itself, but they are more than compensated for by those 
crimes of new rage and old resentment which spring 
naturally from the close confinement, with large supplies of 
alcohol, of blood relations who have had the good sense to 
keep far apart for the previous three hundred and sixty-four 
days. 


So as Pascoe hastened home on Christmas Eve, bearing 
with him gifts for Rosie which several of his generous 
colleagues had placed on his desk, he also bore the fear 
that the two days off he had won after much hard wheeling 
and dealing could be interrupted by a phone call saying, 
Sorry, but there’s so much domestic mayhem going on we 
can’t cope, and could you come in and give us a hand, 
please? 


Or, if it were Dalziel calling, scrub the question mark and 
the please. 


As he put his key into his front door lock, he looked at the 
brass lion’s-head knocker which Ellie had ‘rescued’ from a 
derelict farmhouse up on Greendale Moor and waited to see 
if it would turn into the Fat Man’s face. . 


No change, so maybe he was going to be spared a 
haunting. 


But when he went in and saw on the hall table where 
Ellie left his personal mail an envelope with a Swiss stamp 
on and the address written in what was becoming a familiar 
hand, he felt he’d relaxed too soon. 


He would have thrown it in the fire except that Ellie 
would have known, and he’d resolved to try and keep to 
himself just how much these letters bothered him. 


But he did manage to ignore it till he’d embraced his 
wife, thrown his daughter into the air, persuaded her 
fiercely protective dog, Tig, that this was not a form of 
personal assault, got into his comfortable, back-flattened, 
dog-chewed slippers, which he did not doubt would be 
replaced tomorrow by a new stiff pair which he and Tig 
would have to start working on immediately, and taken a 
long pull at a long gin-and tonic. 


‘See you got some more Fran-mail,’ said Ellie. 


‘| noticed. So what’s it say?’ 
‘How should | know?’ 
‘You mean you haven't steamed it open?’ 


‘If | were that keen to read it | would rip it open,’ said 
Ellie. ‘But | don’t deny I’m mildly interested to see how he’s 
getting on hobnobbing with the idle rich.’ 


‘It’s their nobs that are likely to get hobbed,’ said Pascoe. 


He opened the envelope, scanned through the letter then 
tossed it across to his wife. 


She read it more slowly, then turned back to the 
beginning and started again. 


‘Hell’s bells,’ he said. ‘It’s not Jane Austen.’ 


‘Oh, | don’t know. Hero and heroine meet, exchange 
yearning glances, part perhaps for ever, then by a strange 
turn of fate are thrown together in a remote Gothic setting. 
Not a million miles from Northanger Abbey,’ said Ellie. 


‘When Roote’s involved, there’s a good chance the 
Gothic stuff will turn out to be really supernatural’ said 
Pascoe. 


‘No. He’s a realist at heart. An explanation for everything. 
Except that thing about having a vision of you. Very odd. | 
mean, the Virgin Mary’s one thing, but you!’ 


‘You won’t laugh when I’m aé cult,’ said Pascoe 
negligently. 


He hadn’t told Ellie about his own vision of Roote by St 
Margaret’s Church at the same time the man was allegedly 
seeing him. One thing being a policeman taught you was 
that the world was awash with coincidences. In fact it often 
seemed to him when critics moaned about a book relying 
too much on them that usually the false note was struck by 


writers refusing to admit just how large a part they did play 
in our day-today existence. 


So he persuaded himself he had a rational argument for 
saying nothing. But he found himself childishly eager to 
have her approve his reaction to the letters in some degree. 


‘You’ve got to see he’s taking the piss’ he urged. 


‘Have |? So what precisely do you think he’s mocking you 
about?’ 


‘You see the way he compares the Duke’s desire to raise 
his dead wife with his own longing to resurrect Sam 
Johnson? Instead, the Duke gets this rival he’s murdered. 
And | ask myself, where do | find a dead rival of Roote’s? All 
over the place, that’s where! Albacore for a start. Then 
there’s that student in Sheffield, Jake Frobisher, the one who 
overdosed himself trying to catch up on his work, the one 
whose death was responsible for Johnson’s sudden move to 
Mid-Yorkshire Uni.’ 


‘The one whose death you had Wieldy double-check with 
no result? Come on! At the very worst Franny might be 
gently mocking your obsession with dragging him into your 
investigations, but | defy you to point to anything that even 
a fully paid-up paranoid like yourself can take as 
positively,threatening.’ 


‘What about the bit about envying my domestic bliss?’ 
said Pascoe stubbornly. 


She checked it out, looked up at her husband and sadly 
shook her head. 


‘He tells you you’re lucky to have such a lovely wife and 
delightful daughter, and you think that’s a threat? Come 
on!’ 


‘Well, how about all that crap about me providing him 
with a circle of peace and calm. You’ve got to admit that’s 


just a bit weird’ said Pascoe, annoyed that he’d let himself 
be drawn into an argument about the letter in spite of all his 
resolutions. 


‘Maybe. But you’ve been elected his guru, his spiritual 
father, remember? You can’t blame an orphan boy with 
growing pains for turning to his wise old spiritual daddy!’ 


This might have provoked an outburst most unfitting for 
the eve of this great family festival had not Rosie come into 
the room at that moment, yawning widely and demanding 
to know if it wasn’t past her bedtime. This being akin to the 
Prince of Darkness suddenly expressing a desire to close 
down Hell and open a care home, her parents burst into 
sadly unsympathetic laughter and then had to repair the 
damage done to her tender sensibilities. 


There is a story somewhere of a man in his last night in 
the condemned cell trying to pretend he is a child waiting 
for Christmas in order to turn his baring hours into those 
tortoise-paced minutes of childhood. Fast or slow, good or 
bad, all things come in the end, and the following morning it 
took only a paler shade of blackness in the eastern sky to 
have Rosie bursting into the parental bedroom demanding 
to know if they intended lying there all day. 


After that things proceeded more or less according to her 
timetable, with Pascoe made to feel that his insistence on 
having coffee and toast before starting to open the presents 
was a manifest offence against the European Declaration on 
Human Rights. 


The pile of parcels beneath the tree was large, not 
because the Pascoes were over-indulgent parents, but 
because their daughter had a strong sense of equity and 
insisted that everyone else should have as many parcels to 
unwrap as she did, including the dog. 


Her unselfish delight in watching her mother and father 
in receipt of their gifts more than compensated for the 
strain on Pascoe’s dramatic abilities as he declared with 
rapture that a pair of electric blue cotton socks was all he 
needed to make his life complete. 


Of course others of his gifts were more luxurious and’ or 
more interesting. 


‘Let me guess,’ he said to Ellie, hefting a book-shaped 
parcel. ‘You’ve bought me a Bible? No, it’s too light. The Wit 
and Wisdom of Prince Charles? No, too heavy. Or is it that 
intellectual treat I’ve been after for ages: The Pirelli 
Calendar: the Glory Years?’ 


‘Don’t get your hopes up,’ said Ellie. 


He ripped off the wrapping paper and found himself 
looking at a book with a jet black jacket design broken only 
by a small high window of white which bore the title Dark 
Cells by Amaryllis Haseen. 


‘| saw it in that remainder shop in Market Street,’ said 
Ellie. ‘And | thought, if you’re going to be hung up on Roote, 
you might as well read what the experts have got to Say.’ 


‘Well, thank you kindly’ said Pascoe, uncertain how he 
felt about it. Then he caught Rosie’s gaze upon him and was 
reminded. That’s absolutely marvellous. I’ve been looking 
for a copy everywhere, how clever of you to find one, and so 
heavily discounted at that.’ 


Satisfied, Rosie turned her attention to Tig whose 
pleasure at his prezzies, as long as they were instantly 
edible, was genuine and unconfined. 


Finally the ceremony was over. Rosie now had the 
difficult task of deciding which of her many gifts to 
concentrate on first. Her pecking order, which Ellie was glad 
to see had nothing to do with expense, placed equal top a 


trace-your-ancestors genealogy kit and a silent dog whistle 
which the instructions assured her would provide instant 
control of her pet over distances up to half a mile. Finally, 
because as she said it was Christmas for Tig too, and 
ignoring the disincentive of a biting east wind, she opted for 
the whistle and took the dog out into the garden to change 
its life. Ellie went upstairs to ring her mother who was 
coming to them tomorrow but insisted on spending 
Christmas Day itself with her Alzheimer-stricken husband in 
his nursing home. To her daughter’s proposal that they 
would all make the two-hour drive to join her there on 
Christmas afternoon, Mrs Soper had replied briskly, ‘Don’t 
be silly, dear. | know you feel guilty, but you really mustn’t 
let your guilt spoil things for others. It’s a bad habit | hoped 
you'd got out of.’ 


When Ellie had protested, her mother had reminded her 
of a ruined Christmas Day when, aged twelve, Ellie had 
decided she was going to send all her presents plus her 
Christmas dinner to Oxfam. That was only one of many 
times,’ she’d concluded. 


‘Your father’s right out of it now. It’s my place to be with 
him on Christmas Day. It’s yours to be at home.’ 


Good for her! Pascoe had applauded internally. But he 
had tried not to let it show. 


Now seated alone with another mug of coffee, he glanced 
at his watch, groaned to see that though his body-clock told 
him it must be dinner-time, its hands told him it was still 
only nine forty-five, then reached out and picked up Dark 
Cells. 


He skipped through the introduction in which the author 
assured him that this was a serious in-depth analysis of the 
relationship between’ penological theory and_ the 
practicalities of incarceration, a claim somewhat at odds 


with that made on the jacket sleeve where he was invited to 
be titillated by a riveting account of evil unmasked and a 
disturbing analysis of the failure of our prison system to 
contain it. Do not read this book unless you feel strong 
enough to meet some of the worst men in our society. Be 
prepared to be shocked, to be scandalized, to be terrified! 


A perfect antidote to Christmas, he thought. He went out 
to the hall and from a shelf in the cupboard under the stairs 
he took his private Roote file. Dalziel’s gaze had noted it on 
his office desk, and doubtless noted too the drawer into 
which he’d slipped it. The drawer had a sturdy lock as did 
the office door, but Pascoe would not have bet sixpence 
against the Fat Man breaking through. So that same day he 
had brought the file home. 


He sat down again and from the file he took Roote’s first 
letter and glanced through it. Here it was... / am Prisoner XR 
pp193-207... 


He picked up Dark Cells and turned to page 193, where 
sure enough the author began her case history of Prisoner 
XR. 


After giving details of crime and sentence, Ms Haseen got 
straight down to her sessions with Roote. 


His recorded responses during the investigation, the 
psychological assessment prepared in concurrence with his 
trial, and the whole raft of subsequent and consequent 
reports | had read of his reactions and behaviour since 
sentence all contained significant indices that here was a 
highly intelligent man sufficiently in control of himself to use 
that intelligence to make his stay in prison as comfortable 
and as short as possible, and, though! am very aware of the 
need to proceed with great caution in matters of analysis, in 
his case | felt within a few minutes of our first meeting fairly 


sanguine that the proposed course of analysis would affirm 
the accuracy of those advance impressions. 


God, this was turgid stuff! No wonder the book had been 
remaindered! 


From the start he was keen to demonstrate, and to 
underline in case | missed the point, that he was accepting 
these sessions absolutely on my terms. Unlike many of the 
others (see Prisoner j/ ppo!04ff and Prisoner PR pp!84 ff) he 
never showed any overt sexual awareness of me, nor when 
my investigation touched on matters pertaining to his 
sexuality did he see this as an opportunity to indulge in self- 
titillating sex talk (see Prisoners AH and BC pp209 ff). Yet 
despite this strict propriety, | often felt the atmosphere 
between us was highly charged, sexually speaking. 


You can bet your sweet ass it was! thought Pascoe. 


This fitted in very well with my developing judgment that 
Prisoner XR was going to be a difficult case to put under the 
magnifying glass of detailed analysis. 


He was dearly determined to provide me with no insight 
into his psyche that might be at odds with what he saw as 
the only truly important objects of our sessions viz. his rapid 
transfer from Chapel Syke to an open prison, and 
subsequently his early parole. 


She may be a lousy writer, old Amaryllis, thought Pascoe, 
but at least she got that right. Let’s see if she managed to 
get under his guard at all. Though, remembering that it was 
Roote himself who’d drawn his attention to her book, it 
didn’t seem likely. 


Our first few sessions therefore were in the nature of 
preliminary skirmishes whose main function in his eyes was 
to establish that he was in charge while | endeavoured to 
persuade him that | was unaware of his efforts so to do. 
Once past that point, though he always remained on a high 


level of vigilance, | was able to utilize his greater relaxation 
to make contact with him at a deeper level than 
hithertofore. 


Hithertofore! He smiled, then, recalling what a sad 
Christmas this must be for the woman, he stopped smiling 
and read on. 


Lot of background stuff. No names or identifying details, 
of course, but he fitted these in from his own researches. 


Family background: mother and stepfather; the latter a 
well-heeled businessman called Keith Prime who married 
Mrs Roote when Franny was six and clearly didn’t take long 
to decide it was worth spending a little of his wealth on 
keeping his stepson out of his hair. 


Boarding schools from age seven - first a prep school, 
then Coltsfoot College, a progressive public school near 
Chester. At some point, apparently for business reasons, the 
Primes had set up home in the Virgin Isles and most of 
young Franny’s vacations were spent staying with friends in 
England, a practice continued when he went to Holm 
Coultram College of Liberal Arts where his and Pascoe’s 
paths had first crossed. 


Thereafter the vacation problem was solved by residence 
at HMP Chapel Syke. 


His mother, according to Pascoe’s own records, had 
visited her son once during pre-trial custody, thereafter 
pleading poor health as reason for not attending the trial. 
Prime had never appeared. There was no record of the 
mother ever visiting her son in the Syke, but her claim to 
physical debility was supported the hard way when she died 
during his second year of detention. She was buried in the 
Virgin Isles. No application was made by Roote to attend the 
funeral. No contact with Keith Prime was recorded. 


It was evident that Amaryllis Haseen had been fascinated 
by the relationship between Roote and his mother and 
father and stepfather, which must have made it easy for 
him to jerk her around with fictitious memories of the father 
he couldn’t recall at all. 


XR was Clearly father-fixated to a degree which must 
have been psychologically disabling till he developed 
techniques of control, though not without detriment to other 
more conventional emotional procedures. His obviously 
enhanced memories of incidents involving his father all 
tended to stress qualities which made the dead man a 
worthy object of admiration and affection, yet underpinning 
them always was that syndrome in which the subject’s 
sense of being abandoned by the object, even though the 
cause of abandonment is death, manifests itself in angry 
and abusive resentment. 


An example of the exaggerated memory was _ the 
following, being an account of an incident when the subject 
was four or five years old. 


XR: we were walking through the park one day, me and 
my dad, when this big guy jumped out of a bush brandishing 
a knife. He grabbed me by the hair and put the knife to my 
throat and said to my dad, ‘Here’s the deal, give me your 
wallet and the kid lives.’ 


And my dad reached into his jacket and pulled out this 
huge pistol and he said, ‘No, here’s the deal, let go the kid 
and you live.’ 


And the big guy said, ‘Hey man, no need to get heavy,’ 
and let me go. And my dad jumped forward and smashed 
him across the side of his head with the gun, and when he 
fell down my dad stamped on the hand carrying the knife till 
he dropped it. 


And the big guy lay on the ground screaming, ‘I thought 
we had a deal, man!’ 


And my dad said, ‘The deal was, you get to live, but | 
didn ‘t say anything about you living healthy.’ 


That an incident occurred in which the subject as a small 
boy was frightened in a park and was defended by his father 
is possible. In this and other recollections the father Is 
always referred to as ‘my dad’, the possessive and the 
familiar abbreviation being together indicative of a deep 
sense of loss and an almost painful desire for repossession. 
The gun-toting Dirty Harry accretions have probably been 
developed over many years of creative recollection and it is 
likely that the subject is by now completely persuaded of 
the truth of this version. It is interesting to note that the 
gualities this embellished narrative stresses have less to do 
with the kind of story-book heroism which might have 
appealed to a young boy and more to a cold and calculating 
self-sufficiency. It would have been interesting to hear the 
version of this story that the subject was telling at the ages 
of, say, ten, and then again at fifteen. Alongside this let us 
set the subject’s response when it was suggested to him 
that he must have missed his dead father greatly. 


‘Miss him? Why the fuck should | miss him? He never 
earned any more than kept us out of the gutter. Useless 
bastard, getting himself killed like that. We were better off 
without him even though he didn’t even leave us a pension. 
Fortunately Mother found herself this drooling dickhead who 
was so loaded we could afford to buy ourselves all the stuff 
we wanted.’ 


Subject’s attempts to reduce his bereavement to 
economic terms are a typical grief-controlling stratagem in 
which the discomforts of poverty are substituted for the pain 
of loss. Accusations of selfishness aimed at the dead for 
dying appear in this light to have a real and computable 


base, and the return of prosperity can then be projected on 
to the subject’s ego-view as a healing of any wounds the 
bereavement may have caused. 


At the same time the source of the new prosperity is 
likely to be viewed with suspicion, or indeed as in this case 
contempt verging on hatred. | could discern little trace here 
of any Oedipal jealousy - subject always refers to his mother 
simply as ‘mother’, never using ‘mum’ or any other 
diminutivization, or employing the possessive pronoun, and 
never offering any anecdotes in which she features other 
than as a functional presence - so the unfailing choice of 
pejorative descriptions for his stepfather must be ascribed 
to subject’s appreciation of his stepfather’s wealth as a 
criticism of his real father’s failure to provide for his family 
and his determination that the newcomer is never going to 
get close to taking the dead man’s place. 


There was a lot more like this and soon Pascoe was 
yawning. What was it the blurb had said? Be prepared to be 
shocked, to be scandalized, to be terrified. |t hadn’t 
mentioned the danger of being bored out of your skull. 


The author blurb seemed to indicate that Haseen had a 
good track record as a serious academic psychologist, but 
even this seemed non-proven to Pascoe in the light of the 
way she swallowed hook, line and sinker everything that 
Roote dangled in front of her about his memories of his 
father. 


‘I’m glad to see that at least one of my gift choices has 
not been in vain’ said Ellie, who’d returned undetected. 


‘It would be a comic masterpiece if it wasn’t dull’ said 
Pascoe. ‘How’s your mum?’ 


‘Fine. At least she says she is. Celebrating Christmas 
surrounded by people most of whom can’t even remember 


who they are let alone what day it is can’t be a bundle of 
fun.’ 


‘It’s happening all over the country’ said Pascoe. ‘Sorry. 
You’re right. It can’t be. Still, she’ll be with us tomorrow. 
We'll see she has a great time. Your dad, is he... ?’ 


‘No miracle cures, Pete’ she said. ‘Or, if there are, they’re 
going to be too late for him, | fear. It’s really pissy, isn’t it? 
Losing someone without being able to grieve properly 
because they’re not officially dead.’ 


‘| know, | Know’ said Pascoe. He stood up, poured a drink 
and took it to Ellie. But before he gave it to her, he put his 
arms round her and pulled her close. After a while she 
moved away, took the glass and said, ‘Thanks. That helped. 
This too.’ 


‘Part of the service’ he said lightly. ‘But do me a favour, 
any time you think of getting real help, don’t apply to Ms 
Amaryllis Haseen!’ 


‘No? And apart from her sex, what objective evidence do 
you have for that slur on a well-respected professional 
woman’s competence?’ 


Pascoe tried to detect how much self-mocking irony there 
was in Ellie’s reaction, found no clue in her expression and 
decided to play it straight. 


‘Maybe I’m being a bit hard’ he said. ‘Lots of bright 
people have been given the run around by our Franny. 
Listen to this. 


Subject evinced a comprehensive mental blink-ering with 
regard to interpretation of his father’s evidently increasingly 
eccentric behaviour. He said, ‘Mother never gave my dad 
credit for anything he did, in fact she ‘d deliberately take 
things the wrong way. When he was away from home on 
dangerous missions he couldn ‘t tell us about, she got very 


angry and talked about him going off and enjoying himself 
boozing with his fancy woman. She even refused to go down 
to London with him when he was being awarded a medal. 
He wanted to take me but she wouldn't let him, | don’t know 
why.’ 


And Ms Haseen takes all this as gospel! | know how good 
Roote is at pulling people’s strings, but surely a pro should 
be able to see through him.’ 


‘But what makes you so sure he’s pulling her strings?’ 
asked Ellie. 


‘What? Ah, you think that Roote Senior might indeed 
have been an MI5 undercover agent who died bravely in the 
line of duty? Well, let me disenchant you.’ 


He picked up his file and riffled through the papers. 


‘Here we are, Roote’s father was a civil servant who died 
when his son was two years old. Confirmation of what Roote 
himself says in his letters several times, that he lost his 
father so early he has no memories of him whatsoever.’ 


‘What is that, Peter?’ said Ellie, staring at the file. 


‘This?’ said Pascoe, suddenly remembering that Dalziel’s 
were not the only sharp eyes it was sometimes wiser to 
keep things hidden from. ‘Oh, just some notes about Roote | 
had lying around. Seemed a sensible place to keep these 
letters in.’ 


‘Looks a bit bulky for just some notes’ said Ellie. ‘And 
that note you were extracting that stuff about Roote Senior 
from ... ?’ 


‘Well, actually it’s a copy of Roote’s college file, just 
background details 


‘Holm Coultram College, you mean?’ said Ellie. ‘Those 
files were confidential!’ 


‘Come on! He was a Suspect in a serious investigation.’ 


‘Oh yes. You don’t happen to have a copy of my file there 
too, do you?’ 


‘No, really subversive material | keep in a safe down the 
nick,’ said Pascoe. 


She smiled, with just the slightest sign of effort as if it 
had occurred to her that it was after all Christmas Day. 


‘Enough shop talk,’ she said. ‘| thought we’d get the 
troughing over early so that we can walk it off together 
while there’s still some light in the sky, OK?’ 


‘Fine,’ said Pascoe. ‘I'll pop out and work up an appetite 
with our two monsters.’ 


Take Rosie a woolly, will you? She’s beginning to look 
quite blue out there, but don’t tell her that or she'll just 
insist on stripping off to show she doesn’t feel the cold.’ 


‘Can’t think who she gets it from,’ said Pascoe. 


He rose with Dark Cells in one hand and in the other the 
file which he shook at her as he headed for the door, saying, 
‘See? Next to nothing in it. | know | may be just a bit 
obsessive about the guy, but doesn’t it make sense to keep 
some sort of track on him now he’s elected me his number 
one correspondent?’ 


To his surprise, Ellie said, ‘You may be right, love. Listen, 
last word on the subject today, OK? Either drop the whole 
thing or do the job properly. Dig deep as you can into 
Roote’s roots; and while you’re at it, before you go around 
badmouthing Ms Haseen, why not check her out 
professionally with someone like Pottle? Rosie, luv, what’s 
up?’ 


Their daughter had burst into the room wearing her best 
exasperated look. 


‘It’s this whistle,’ she said. ‘I think it’s broken.’ . ‘Why’s 
that?’ 


‘| can’t hear it.’ 
‘But you’re not meant to be able to hear it.’ 


‘But | don’t think Tig can hear it either. | blow and | blow 
and he pays no heed at all.’ 


Ellie shot a warning glance at her husband, who was 
grinning broadly, and said, ‘I know exactly what you mean, 
darling. But it doesn’t mean Tig can’t hear it. It’s just that 
male dogs can be very stubborn, and sometimes you've got 
to work really hard to get them to do the simplest things. 
Why don’t you get your dad to help you? | think you'll find 
he’s a bit of a specialist.’ 


Hat Bowler, not being a particularly literary sort of chap, 
though he was making efforts in that direction to keep pace 
with Rye Pomona, might have found it hard to offer a 
detailed gloss of the phrase hojst with his own petard, but 
he knew exactly what it meant. Christmas had posed a 
problem. His parents were expecting him home. The only 
unmarried one of four children, he’d been looking forward to 
at last quieting their unease at his continued lack of 
attachment by showing off Rye, who, admitting to no family 
of her own, might have been expected to jump at the 
chance of Yuletide with the Bowlers. 


Instead she had turned down the invitation flat. At first 
he had taken her refusal as tactical, a (he hoped) Parthian 
shot in the bad time she had given him for going against her 
wish not to make the break-in official. So he had waited till 
they were emerging from a moment of maximum closeness 
and repeated the invitation. 


She rolled away from him and said, ‘Hat, don’t you listen? 
| said, no thanks, I’m just not up for a big family Christmas, 
OK? But | understand how much your parents and your 


brothers and sister and their offspring will be looking 
forward to seeing you. And I'll look forward just as much, or 
even more, to seeing you when you get back. Don’t try to 
turn me into a little Orphan Annie out in the snow while 
everyone else is in the warm having a good time. | shall be 
perfectly happy celebrating Christmas by myself.’ 


He was corning to recognize the note of finality in her 
voice and he’d protested no more. But he had gone away 
and brooded and determined that it was time she too 
discovered he could take a stand. Take away one member of 
a large family having a good time and what was left was still 
a large family having a good time. Take away one lover from 
a pair of lovers and what was left was two unhappy people. 


So he crossed his fingers and, before he could change his 
mind, pausing only to check that he had the CID room to 
himself, he took out his mobile and rang his parents’ 
number. 


As he spilled out his carefully prepared lie about losing 
out in the Christmas leave lottery, he could feel his mother’s 
huge disappointment even before she tried to hide it, and 
by the time he put down the phone, he felt like the worst 
kind of criminal low-life who deserved everything a gouty 
judge could throw at him. 


And it seemed that God agreed. 


‘Well, that’s good,’ said Sergeant Wield’s voice behind 
him. ‘Here’s me just heard Seymour’s down with flu, so 
having to decide whether it’s you or Novello gets pulled in 
to fill the gap on the Christmas roster, and what do | find but 
a volunteer? Well done, lad.’ 


‘Come on, Sarge,’ said Hat desperately. ‘At least ask 
Novello. She might prefer New Year.’ 


‘Nay, good Catholic girl like her ‘ull want to be off at 
Christmas.’ 


‘Good Catholic! You know she’s been going out with that 
big bearded sergeant in the Transport Police and he’s 
married with four kids.’ 


That’s between her and Father Kerrigan, who no doubt 
gets a blow-by-blow account at confession, so let’s not be 
having any religious prejudice here, eh?’ 


‘But, Sarge ...’ Hat began to plead. Then he looked into 
that rocky landscape of a face and realized there was 
nothing for him here but a hard landing. 


He kept his come-uppance to himself, accepting DC 
Novello’s gratitude at his reported volunteering with a self- 
deprecating grimace and Rye’s sympathy with a philosophic 
shrug. For a moment when she pulled him down on the sofa 
to show how far her sympathy went, he started feeling 
guilty again, but not for long. 


Christmas morning itself was so quiet that he didn’t even 
have the consolation of usefulness to. salve _ his 
disappointment at not being with Rye. 


About eleven o’clock Dalziel came wandering in, softly 
whistling ‘God Rest Ye Merry, Gentlemen’. He nodded 
approvingly when he saw the amount of paperwork Hat had 
shifted and said, ‘That’s it, lad. Improve the shining hour.’ 


‘Yes, sir. Nothing for us yet then?’ 


The Fat Man laughed, scratched his crotch like a boy 
scout trying to start a fire, and said, ‘Don’t worry, lad. Early 
days. There’s lots of folk out there have travelled many a 
weary mile just to put themselves in striking distance of 
their nearest and dearest, and it’s getting near kick-off time. 
Prezzies opened, irritations building, down the pub for a few 
soothing bevvies, back an hour later full of good cheer, 
turkey burnt, pudding hard-boiled, kids fratching, in-laws 
Sniping - it’s a powder keg, and anything can be a Spark. 
Had a chap couple of years back slit three throats with the 


carving knife just because his missus told him he were 
making a mess of the bird and why didn’t he let her dad do 
it?’ 

‘Even that’s not exactly demanding, is it? | mean, it 
doesn’t take much real detective work.’ 


‘Like in the whodunnits? Shouldn’t pay too much heed to 
them poncy writers, lad. What do they know? Most on ‘em 
‘ud honk their rings if they saw a bit of real blood.’ 


Hat’s acquaintance with poncy writers was limited to Ellie 
Pascoe and Charley Penn. His dislike of the latter was strong 
enough to discount his liking for the former, so he nodded 
enthusiastic agreement which probably wasn’t a bad career 
move anyway. 


It occurred to him to wonder how come the Fat Man, who 
cracked the whip and sent all the animals galloping round 
the ring, should have ended up stuck in the empty Big Top 
on Christmas Day. A disaster in his private life? Or a sudden 
rush of altruism to the head? On the whole, Hat thought it 
wise not to push his luck by asking. 


In fact neither mischance nor nobility had played a part 
in the Fat Man’s decision to take Christmas duty. Amanda 
‘Cap’ Marvell, his inamorata, was spending the holiday with 
her son, Lieutenant Colonel Pitt-Evenlode MC (the Hero, as 
Dalziel called him), who had finally found himself a woman 
sufficiently unimpressed by his heroics to contemplate 
becoming his wife. Dalziel wasn’t invited. 


‘Worried I'll frighten her off?’ Dalziel had asked. 


‘More likely worried I'll drink too much bubbly and start 
feeling you up under the table and that frightens her off,’ 
said Cap, who had a nice way of putting things. 


‘Save the bubbly for Boxing Day,’ he’d replied, then told 
his senior officers they could spend Christmas with their 


families as he was coming in and he was worth any six of 
them. 


He returned to his office now, opened the huge jar of 
pickled walnuts he’d found in one of his socks that morning, 
poured himself a healthy slug from the bottle of Highland 
Park he’d found in the other, and settled down with The Last 
Days of Pompeii, with his radio monitor bubbling softly in 
the background. The minutes ticked by, the pages turned, 
the whisky and the walnuts sank, and, as he’d forecast, the 
radio-recorded tide of merry Christmas mayhem rose as the 
Queen’s Speech sailed majestically nearer. 


The mayhem so far had all remained at the ‘domestic’ 
level, which meant it hadn’t risen above bruising and 
cutting with the occasional breaking of bones, all of which 
fell within the proper purlieu of Uniform, who were getting 
more stretched by the minute. 


Then like a hooked fish the Fat Man felt his attention 
jerked from first century Campania to twenty-first century 
Mid-Yorkshire. 


‘Disturbance at Church View House, Peg Lane. Informant 
Mrs Gilpin, Flat 14. Sounds like another drunk. Can anyone 
take it?’ 


Dalziel laid down his book, scooped up his radio and said, 
Tommy, that Peg Lane call, I'll take it.’ 


‘You will?’ The sergeant couldn’t hide his amazement. 
‘It’s just a D and D, sir...’ 


‘| know, but it’s the season of goodwill, and | can tell your 
lads are getting a bit overstretched, so have this one on 
CID. Unless you’re too proud, that is ...’ 


‘No, sir. It’s yours and welcome. Cheers!’ 
Dalziel switched off and bellowed, ‘Bowler!’ 


Five seconds later Hat appeared round the door just as 
Dalziel came through it. 


He leapt aside, then fell into step behind the Fat Man as 
he raced down the stairs. 


‘Sir,’ he gasped. ‘What have we got?’ 


‘Probably nowt, but | could do with a breath of fresh air. 
You drive.’ 


In the car, Hat said, ‘Where to?’ 
‘Peg Lane.’ 
‘Peg Lane? That’s where Rye lives!’ 


‘Aye. And _ it’s Church View’ we're’ heading | for. 
Disturbance. Informant your friend Mrs Gilpin. And I’m just 
wondering if the disturber could be our old friend, Charley 
Penn. Christ, lad, this is the town | live in you’re driving 
through, not Le Mans!’ 


But Hat wasn’t listening. He sent the car hurtling through 
the thankfully empty streets recalling that other mad drive 
only a couple of months before when he’d gone rushing to 
Rye’s rescue. Could lightning strike twice? Could the second 
Strike be fatal... ? 


Peg Lane was fairly central so the journey took less than 
five minutes, though to Hat it felt like an hour. The narrow 
street running between the terraced houses and the 
eighteenth-century church which gave Rye’s building its 
name was still as an unused film set. Remove the parked 
cars and you could have shot an episode of Emma here. 


An upstairs window opened and a woman wearing a red 
and yellow paper hat leaned out and said, ‘I’m not coming 
out. It’s gone very quiet, but he hasn’t left.’ 


‘Who?’ demanded Daiziel. 


‘Him. The mad-looking one your lad asked about who was 
here before.’ 


His lad, Dalziel now realized, had already vanished into 
the building. 


With a mild oath at the impetuosity of youth, Dalziel 
followed. 


On the flat over short distances his bulk was little 
impediment to velocity, but uphill he went steady, not 
caring to arrive wheezing like a badly maintained set of 
bagpipes. 


He paused on the first landing. Above him he could hear 
a thunderous knocking and Bowler’s voice crying, ‘Rye! Rye! 
Are you there?’ 


Groaning gently, Dalziel resumed his ascent. 


When he reached the next landing, he saw Charley Perm 
sitting slumped against the wall beside a door which Bowler 
was bouncing off like a demented squash ball. Fearing that 
Penn might have been put there by Bowler’s fists, he took 
hold of the writer’s shag of greying hair and raised his head. 
To his relief the slack and dull-eyed face showed no sign of 
physical assault and every sign of alcoholic impairment. 


He caught the DC on his next bounce and held him tight. 


‘You'd do better using your head, lad’ he said. ‘Your lass 
changed the lock, right?’ 


‘Yes, and it’s locked and bolted, which means she’s in 
there, doesn’t it?’ cried Hat. 


‘Aye, and she’s probably terrified ‘cos this idiot’s been 
banging and shouting out here on the landing. So what 
makes you think she’s going to open up straight off when 
some other idiot starts banging and shouting?’ 


It was a good point and Hat seemed to be taking it on 
board till Mrs Gilpin’s door opened revealing the red and 
yellow hat. 


Is it safe now?’ said Mrs Gilpin. ‘I told them when | rang, | 
thought they might need an armed response team, he was 
making such a racket. You've not shot him, have you?’ 


‘Just the anaesthetic dart, luv,’ said Dalziel. 
Hat cried, ‘It was you who rang, not Rye?’ 


And started bouncing himself off the door again till 
Dalziel got him in a neck lock. 


‘Missus,’ he said. ‘Would you mind tapping at that door 
and telling Ms Pomona who you are and asking her if she’d 
mind opening up? Thank you.’ 


Moving gingerly around the slumped form of Penn, Mrs 
Gilpin did as she was asked. 


After a long pause, they heard the lock click and the door 
swung slowly open. 


Rye stood there, and Dalziel’s first thought was maybe 
she'd been attacked after all. 


She was wearing a bathrobe and so far as he could see 
not much else. Her face was deathly pale except for the twin 
black pits out of which her eyes peered like those of a 
prisoner who does not know if she’s been called forth to 
freedom or execution. 


Then they registered Hat and her features were suffused 
with such joy that even Dalziel’s hyperborean heart had to 
admit a respondent glow. 


He relaxed his grip on the boy and watched with sad 
envy as he rushed forward to fold his arms round the girl. 


‘| knew you’d come,’ she said, collapsing against him. 
‘Such dreams | was having ... horrid, horrid ... but | knew 


you'd come 


‘| always will,’ said Hat fervently. ‘Let’s get you inside, 
Shall we?’ 


He half carried her into the flat. 


‘Story of my life,’ said Dalziel to Mrs Gilpin. ‘I take the 
call, someone else gets the girl.. Thanks for your help, luv. 
You can get back to your party now. Merry Christmas.’ 


Reluctantly the woman retreated behind her door, which 
She left slightly ajar till Dalziel glared it shut. Then he turned 
to Charley Penn, who was showing signs of revival. Dragging 
him over to the stairs, the Fat Man cuffed his left hand to the 
metal balustrade. 


As he straightened up he heard footsteps on the stairs. 
He looked down to see a woman ascending. She was in her 
thirties, with fashionably short hair and a pleasant round 
face well suited to show concern, which was what registered 
there now as she took in the manacled man and his 
menacing captor. 


‘Police,’ said Dalziel. ‘Who are you?’ 


‘Mrs Rogers. Myra Rogers. | live there -‘ She indicated the 
door on the other side of Rye’s from Mrs Gilpin. ‘What’s 
going on?’ 


‘Just a drunk causing a fuss. You heard nowt?’ 


‘No. I’ve been out...’ Her gaze went to Rye’s open door. 
‘Is Miss Pomona all right?’ 


‘| think so. This man look familiar?’ 


‘Vaguely. He could be the one | glimpsed that morning 
the nice young officer asked about, Rye’s boyfriend, only | 
didn’t know that till later. You’re sure she’s all right?’ 


‘Aye, she’s grand,’ said Dalziel. ‘Young Hat’s in with her 
now. You know her well?’ 


‘Quite well... not that I’ve known her long ... in fact just 
since that same day, you know, when she came back and 
there’d been the bother... it’s good for us both, | think, 
women alone, to know we’ve got a friend next door ... just 
for reassurance 


More reassuring than Mrs Gilpin, Dalziel guessed. There 
was beneath her diffidence an air of competence about Mrs 
Rogers. Widow? Divorced? Didn’t matter. On her own long 
enough to know she could hack it. Not that she’d be without 
offers. Hers wasn’t a face to stick in your mind - though 
there was something familiar about her - but close up, those 
gentle brown eyes and smoothly rounded features were 
rather attractive. 


There’s nowt like a good neighbour for reassurance,’ he 
said. ‘Nice to meet you, missus. Merry Christmas.’ 


The woman came on to the landing, skirted Penn 
fastidiously, and went into her flat. 


‘Don’t go away, Charley,’ said Dalziel. 
He went through Rye’s door. 


There was no sign of disturbance here, confirming his 
belief that Penn had never got inside. Hat had placed Rye on 
a sofa and was trying to pour a full bottle of vodka into a 
wine glass. The girl had recovered sufficiently to make a 
protective adjustment to her robe under the Fat Man’s 
appreciative gaze. 


‘Not to worry, luv,’ he said. ‘When you’ve seen one 
you've seen two. Thanks, lad.’ 


He took the glass from Hat’s hand, emptied it with a 
shudder, and said, ‘No wonder them Russkis talk mush. Get 
the lass a cup of tea, will you? Strong, lots of sugar.’ 


For a second Hat looked insubordinate, but a narrowing 
of Dalziel’s eyes was enough to send him into the kitchen. 


‘Right, Ms Pomona,’ said the Fat Man, helping himself to 
another slug of vodka. ‘Just a couple of quick questions. Has 
Charley Penn been inside your flat today?’ 


‘Penn?’ She looked bewildered. ‘No. Why?’ 


‘That was him banging at your door. You did hear 
someone banging at your door?’ 


‘| was asleep ... | didn’t feel so good this morning, | had 
this dreadful headache, and | took some tablets and went to 
bed. There was a lot of noise, but | thought it was in my 
dream ... | was dreaming about being back out at Stang Tarn 

. it was all mixed up, the noise and everything ... even 
when | woke up | didn’t know if | was only dreaming I'd 
woken up ... then | heard Mrs Gilpin ... it was Mrs Gilpin, 
wasn’t it?’ 


‘Aye. So, you weren't feeling too well, went to bed, had a 
nightmare, that sum it up?’ 


She shook her head to clear it, not in denial, and said ina 
stronger voice, ‘Yes, | Suppose it does. Mr Dalziel, it’s always 
good to see you, but why are you here?’ 


She was definitely coming out of it. Hat reappeared with 
a steaming mug. Dalziel said, ‘Young Bowler will explain. 
I’ve got someone waiting for me outside.’ 


Hat looked gratefully at the Fat Man who mouthed at 
him, ‘Five minutes,’ then left. 


Outside he found Penn had been sick on the landing. 


Uncuffing him from the balustrade, Dalziel half led, half 
dragged him down the stairs. In the street the bitter east 
wind hit the novelist like a bucket of ice water. He swayed 
for a moment then stiffened himself against the blast. 


Dalziel nodded approvingly and said, ‘Back in the land of 
the living, Charley?’ 


‘Heading that way. You wouldn’t have a flask in your 
pocket, would you, Andy?’ 


‘Aye, and it’s staying there.’ 

‘Can’t we get in your car at least?’ 

‘With honk all down your gansy? You must be joking.’ 
‘You’re not arresting me then?’ 

‘You done owt | should arrest you for?’ 


Penn tried a laugh, it changed to a cough, then a bout of 
dry retching. 


‘How should | know?’ he gasped. ‘Don’t remember much 
since lunch.’ 


‘Which you had where?’ 
‘None of your business.’ 
‘No? Let me guess.’ 


It wasn’t too difficult. Penn’s mother (original name 
Penck) lived in a _ grace-and-favour cottage on Lord 
Partridge’s estate at Haysgarth. She felt her son had 
betrayed his Teutonic heritage, he resented the way she 
bowed and scraped to the Partridges. 


Dalziel went on, ‘You had a good old traditional Wein-acht 
with your good old traditional Mutti out at Haysgarth, but 
the only way you could block out the sight of her kowtowing 
to Budgie Partridge and the sound of her going on about 
your dad spinning in his grave to see how completely his 
son has gone native was to get pissed out of your skull on 
schnapps or some such muck. Then you headed back here 
to pass on a bit of your misery to some other bugger. We 
won’t go into how you got here, though if | hear of any 
corpses, human or animal, on the road between here and 
Haysgarth, I'll be jumping up and down on your belly till you 
bring up your ribs. How am | doing, Charley?’ 


‘Nice story, pity about the style. Andy, if I’m not under 
arrest, I'll be on my way afore | freeze to death.’ 


‘Long as you understand there’s no one would give a 
toss, Charley, except mebbe your publishers, and they’d just 
be thinking of their profits. Even your old Mutti would likely 
just set about transforming you into one of them dead Kraut 
heroes, my son the Teutonic bard who’s up there in Valhalla, 
serenading the gods. That’s what you sentimental Krauts do 
with dead folk, isn’t it? Turn them into summat they’re not 
when they’re too dead to answer back. Get it into that thick 
noddle of thine, Charley. Your mate Dick Dee was a sick, evil 
bastard and if you can’t get your head round that, you’d 
best stand out here till you catch pneumonia, then go and 
ask him yourself.’ 


Penn shivered and pulled his jacket closer around him. 
‘You done?’ he said. 
‘For now.’ 


‘Thank Christ for that. What’s happened to you, Andy? 
Always thought of you as vulgar and violent. But never 
verbose. Tell you what | think. You’re too wise an old porker 
to believe you’re going to get anywhere grunting at me. So 
just who are you trying to convince with all those words? 
Yourself mebbe? Worried about how it’s going to look if the 
truth comes dropping through your letter box one fine 
morning? Or rather not /f When! Watch this space, Andy. 
Watch this space. I’m off. Merry fucking Christmas.’ 


He turned and walked away across the road rather 
unsteadily. When he reached the small back gate which led 
into the churchyard opposite, he pushed it open, raised his 
right hand in derisive farewell without looking round, and 
vanished among the gravestones. 


Dalziel stood in thought for a moment, then shook his 
head like a man dislodging a bee, glanced at his watch, 


stooped to the car, reached in and leaned on the horn. 
Upstairs, Hat heard the noise and guessed its source. 
So did Rye. She said, ‘Better run.’ 


‘No hurry,’ said Hat bravely. ‘He can wait till I’m sure 
you're OK.’ 


She looked better but was still very pale. She said, ‘I’m 
fine, really.’ 


‘You don’t look fine. Have you had anything to eat?’ 


‘What had you in mind? Roast turkey and the trimmings? 
No thanks!’ 


‘| could rustle you up...’ 


He paused while his mind scanned his limited culinary 
range. 


The horn sounded once more. 


Rye said, ‘I don’t know if I’m ready for the Bowler book of 
boy nosh. Go, go.’ 


Still he hesitated. There was a tap at the door. He looked 
round and saw Myra Rogers. He’d met her a couple of times 
in the last few days. Rye seemed to have taken a shine to 
her and Hat had been delighted to know she had a 
neighbour she felt she could turn to. Inviting Mrs Gilpin into 
your life would be like volunteering to go on Big Brother. 


Mrs Rogers said uncertainly, ‘I’m sorry, | just wanted to 
see if you were all right... I’ve been out and when | came 
back and saw that terrifying man on the stairs 


‘It’s all right, he’s too drunk to do any harm,’ said Hat. 


‘Yes, well actually, | meant the policeman. I’m sorry, | just 
wanted to say, if there was anything | could do, but | don’t 
want to intrude 


She looked as if a blink of the eye would send her 
running. 


The horn again, this blast long enough to summon 
Charlemagne back to Roncesvalles. 


Rye said, ‘Myra, don’t be silly. Hat’s got to go, and I'll be 
glad of the company. Hat, give me a ring later, will you? | 
think we both need to rearrange Christmas!’ 


Relieved, even though he suspected Rye may have 
invited the woman in to make it easier for him to go, Hat ran 
down the stairs. 


Outside he found the Fat Man sitting on the bonnet of the 
car, which gave it a very lopsided look, and regarding him 
grimly. 

‘| hope you’ve not been shagging,’ he said. ‘Bad manners 
to shag and shog off.’ 


‘She’s got someone with her, Mrs Rogers from next door 
.. Where’s Penn?’ 


He’d just registered that the writer wasn’t in the car. 
‘Gone.’ 
‘You let him go?’ 


‘Aye. Here’s a tip, lad. Always keep in with your custody 
sergeant. You never know when you'll need a favour. And 
one certain way to make a custody sergeant your enemy for 
life is to turn up on Christmas Day with a drunk who’s not 
got blood on his hands.’ 


Hat was regarding him with a lack of gratitude bordering 
on insubordination. 


‘What if he comes back? At the very least shouldn’t we 
put a watch on Rye’s flat?’ 


‘Taken care of, lad’ said Dalziel. 


He waved up at a second-floor window where a red and 
yellow party hat was visible. 


‘Now let’s get into the car and back to the station afore 
my bollocks drop off and crack the pavement’ said Dalziel. 


Letter 6. Received Dec 27" P.P 





Tues Dec 18th 


Dear Mr Pascoe, 


| must have been exhausted by yesterday’s adventures 
as the sun was shining brightly when | was woken by the 
sound of activity somewhere in the chalet. | emerged from 
my bedroom to find a young woman with bright red cheeks 
and wearing what | presume is some version of traditional 
costume, a combination giving her the look of an animated 
doll, making my breakfast. None of your muesli either but a 
substantial British fry-up! 


My Coppelia chatted incessantly, and incomprehensibly, 
till, as she was leaving, she pointed at the letter | wrote last 
night and said, ‘Post?’ | quickly scribbled your address 
(excellent quality stationery, don’t you think?) and off she 
went with it. 


After breakfast, | decided to get my bearings and, 
wrapping myself up well, | went for a stroll around the 
policies. 


The grounds of the castle are extensive and lovely, and 
made even more so by last evening’s snowfall and this 
morning’s frost. But my appreciation that | was in a 
wilderness of groaning glaciers and towering Alps has 
proved quite false! True, looking to the south.or west | can 
see the white swell of the Jura, but in the other direction the 
land is much flatter and predominantly — pastoral. 
Nonetheless to one whose boundaries were for so long 
prison walls and security fences, this sense of space and 
distance was exhilarating. | strolled without plan, drinking in 
the beauty of the frost-laced landscape where every tree 
seemed festooned with glittering diamonds which seemed 
to my suddenly poetic mind to harbinge the arrival of that 
still fairer jewel, the lovely Emerald! 


What pickleheads love, or lust, makes of us rational 
thinkers! 


Eventually, shame at finding myself behaving more like 
an adolescent boy than a rational adult made me force my 
mind back to the real purpose of my presence here. | 
recalled my feelings of the previous night when | found 
myself confronted by those weird paintings which reminded 
me so much of Beddoes’ play. The circumstances and my 
state of mind had been peculiarly Gothic, of course, and 
probably in daylight there would be very little 
correspondence. 


| decided to test this out and, more by luck than 
judgment, found my way back to the ruined chapel. 


| saw at once that | was right and my impressions of the 
night before had been considerably distorted. In daylight the 
chapel was much smaller than | had recalled and thus even 
further removed from the ‘spacious Gothic cathedral’ of 
Beddoes’ play. Nor was there anything there to correspond 
to the sepulchre of the dukes of Munsterberg from which the 
resurrected Wolfram emerges. As for the frescos, there 
seemed to be much less to see by daylight than moonlight. 
Any fancy | may have entertained that perhaps Holbein or 
one of his pupils had popped across from Basel to try out 
designs for his Dance of Death soon evaporated. The style 
of these is pretty crude, completely lacking the Holbein wit 
and energy my imagination had given them the night 
before. 


Yet | found myself thinking that Beddoes lived in north 
Switzerland for some time. And doesn’t Gosse say in his 
memoir that when he fled from Zurich after the troubles of 
1839, he went to the neighbouring canton of Aargau, which 
is where | am now? 


Brooding on these matters, | strolled away from the 
chapel not paying much heed to my direction, till finally | 
came out of the forest at the crest of a gentle rise 
overlooking the castle. Distantly | saw a car crawling up the 
snow-covered driveway towards the main entrance, and all 
thought of Beddoes and rationality went clean out of my 
mind. 


This had to be the car bringing Emerald to Fichtenburg. 
Without conscious decision, | was running down the slope, 
driven by my desire to be the first person to greet her as 
she stepped out. 


| believe | even had some crazy notion of throwing my 
cagoule on to the ground before her, so that her dainty feet 
wouldn’t have to touch the snow. 


Well, naturally | paid for my impetuosity, and instead of 
the perfect gentle knight greeting his lady with due 
courtesy, the first glimpse the inmates of the car had of me 
was more like a court jester desperate for laughs, rolling 
down the slope in a human snowball. 


By the time | picked myself up and brushed off the worst 
of the snow and made my way to the forecourt, the new 
arrivals were already unloading their vehicle and Frau Buff 
was standing in the doorway of the castle to greet them. 


One glance told me that Emerald was not among them. 
How could | have imagined she might be travelling in a 
battered VW Estate with snow chains! 


The party consisted of three young women, all strangers 
to me, though the smallest of them did have something 
familiar about her. 


This familiarity and the nature of the huge 
misunderstanding | had been labouring under became clear 
when we exchanged introductions: 


The small woman was Musetta Lupin! This was the 
Tochter Frau Buff had been preparing for. A moment’s 
thought should have told me that the divine Emerald in 
search of winter sport wouldn’t waste her time and beauty 
on a little pond like Blutensee; she would be adorning some 
fashionable resort where the beautiful people strut their 
stuff. 


Naturally | was at pains to conceal my disappointment, 
but when the girls (for that is what they are; all under 
twenty and none of them, | suspect, much experienced in 
life) invited me to share the lunch that Frau Buff had 
prepared for them, | refused politely and returned to the 
chalet to nurse my wound. And to seek solace in starting 
this letter to you. 


How lucky | am to have someone like yourself | feel | can 
turn to in my troubles, though | sometimes suspect that my 
good luck may be based on your bad luck. What | mean is, | 
would have anticipated that a man of your ability and 
amiability -would have napped his wings and flown far afield 
during the years following our first encounter. 


Please don’t be offended. I’m not belittling your 
achievement. For many officers, being a Detective Chief 
Inspector at your age would seem pretty .fair progress. And 
you were very lowly (meaning highly!) rated in the Syke; a 
clever, sharp player, one not easily deceived, and offering 
you a bung was a waste of time! Your one perceived 
weakness was your reluctance to cut corners. Not that they 
rated you soft. Oh no. Hard as nails and a terrier once you 
took hold. | didn’t need anyone to give me chapter and 
verse on that! 


The main hope of the MYCF (the Mid-Yorkshire Criminal 
Fancy!) was that you’d soon take off, leaving space for 
someone more malleable, and | doubt if anyone would have 


put money on you still being in your present job these 
several years on. 


So why are you, | ask myself? 


Could it be that, like an elegant schooner sailing in the 
lee of a huge battle-scarred man 0’ war, you have been both 
protected from the weather and at the same time had some 
of the wind taken out of your sails? In other words, is it the 
Good Ship Dalziel which in some way has hindered the fair 
and speedy voyage which all have mapped for you? 


This is not to aim any sniping criticism at the dear 
Superintendent. What use to snipe at Juggernaut? He is, you 
will not be surprised to learn, the Public Enemy Number One 
of the MYCF, their Hound of Heaven, the man they most love 
to hate. 


Oh, do not let yourself be hidden too long in his huge 
shadow, dear friend, condemned to do the flitting of the bat. 
Rather let yourself be the rapid falcon who perches on the 
fabled roc’s shoulders until those mighty pinions have 
carried him as high as they can - then at last launches 
himself into blue empyrean! 


But | fear | have let enthusiasm carry me_ into 
impertinence, and, worse, euphuism. My apologies. | shall 
not send this letter till | have pondered whether | have 


earned the right to speak to you with the frankness my 
heart so desires between us. 


Fri Dec 21st 


| don’t know whether I’ve earned that right, but if | 
haven’t | must purchase it on credit for once more | find 
myself in emotional turmoil and, like an addict turning to his 
drug of choice, | find my hand reaching out for my pen. 


Let me take you back to that first day at Fichtenburg. 


| wasn’t -left alone for long to brood over Emerald’s non- 
arrival. Early in the afternoon | heard a knocking at my door 
and | found the girls had come down to skate on the lake, 
which | only now noticed someone had swept clear of snow 
during the morning. How rich a man must be to employ so 
many silent workers to keep him comfortable! Shyly, the 
girls asked whether | would mind if they used the chalet 
verandah for putting their skates on. Naturally | said of 
course not, feel free to use all its facilities. Then they said 
they’d brought a spare pair of skates and would | care to 
join them? | replied | didn’t skate. And they giggled like Yum- 
Yum, Pitti-Sing and Peep-Bo and said it was a doddle. 


It wasn’t! But it was good knockabout fun. They were all 
pretty expert and each took it in turn to act as my tutor and, 
more importantly, supporter while the other two whizzed 
around with vigorous grace. There is nothing like making a 
fool of yourself for breaking the ice (not quite literally) 
between young people, and nothing like being in statu 
pupillari for making you feel young! So by the time we all 
retired to the chalet for in their cases a cooling and in mine 
a warming drink, we were chatting away like any bunch of 
kids. 


It turns out that they are all teachers at the International 
School in Strasbourg. Zazie is (guess!) French, Hildi is 
Austrian, and Mouse is of course English, but they’re all 
fluent in each other’s languages and pretty hot, so far as | 
can make out, at many others. Zazie is by far the prettiest, 
full of vivacity and natural grace, definitely the girl to take 
to the ball. Hildi is stocky and muscular. | suspect she never 
misses her daily work-out in the gym, and from one or two 
things that were said | gather she is a top-notch cross- 
country skier. If | get lost in a blizzard, it’s Hildi | want to 
come looking for me! As for Mouse, well, she isn’t pretty, 
that’s for sure. In fact she’s plain plain, with many of her 
mother’s features but none of that dominatrix edge which 


can provoke a sexual shiver. And she’s almost as timid as 
her sobriquet. I’m sure she’s great with young kids and it’s 
probably my childish antics on the lake that made her relax 
with me. 


It seems she’s spending Christmas here with her 
mother’s party and. her friends have just come for a few 
days of pre-festive frolics. It was a subject of some mirth 
that Linda’s approval of their visit had been qualified by a 
warning not to disturb the guest in the chalet, whom they’d 
pictured aS some ancient scholar, impatient of company, 
interested only in his books and in need of absolute silence. 


Well, during the next couple of days there was practically 
no silence, lots of company and not much scholarship, 
though | did make use of their linguistic skills. | showed 
them the chapel and explained my interest in it. Hildi, who 
had a genuine rather than a casual interest in antiquities, 
said | should ask Frau Buff about it and volunteered to 
interpret, so off we all went to beard our chatelaine in her 
den. Buff’s knowledge of the family history was extensive if 
anecdotal, and she shared this with us as she took us on a 
tour of the castle, including the unused apartments which 
take up more than half of it. 


Johannes Stimmer (she told us), the founder of the 
family’s fortunes, was a mercenary soldier whose military 
talent gained him rapid promotion and who managed the 
difficult balancing act of both amassing considerable wealth, 
surviving the country’s many political changes, and 
preserving his reputation as a social radical during the last 
quarter of the eighteenth century. After Waterloo, he 
decided for reasons ranging from status to security that it 
was time the family had its own personal fortified seat and 
purchased Fichtenburg from its previous owners, who'd 
managed to back every wrong horse that had run across 
Switzerland in the past fifty years. (His descendants had 


clearly moved far enough away from old Joe’s radicalism to 
gain admittance into Linda’s circle of friends, | observed 
Slyly, and to my delight, Mouse laughed.) 


Frau Buff also provided two explanations of the name 
Blutensee (bleeding lake). One is that at certain seasons the 
last rays of the setting sun catch it in such a way as to turn 
the waters red. The other is that during the long 
independence struggle against the Habsburgs in the 
fourteenth century, a marauding troop of Leopold’s cavalry 
Surprised the castle during a wedding celebration, 
massacred everyone they could lay sword on, and threw 
their bodies in the lake. Naturally (like Beddoes, I’m sure) | 
prefer the latter! 


As we were walking through one of the unused rooms 
whose walls were lined with murky oil paintings, something 
must have registered in that corner-of-the-eye way and at 
the door | turned back to view the pictures again. 


There it was, a modestly sized pen-and-ink wash of three 
young men, posed in front of what looked like the ruined 
chapel, and wearing Elizabethan doublet and hose. 


Two things hit me. The first was the artist’s name, 
scrawled rather modestly and obscurely in the bottom left- 
hand corner. It read G. Keller. 


Now the only Keller | have heard of is Gottfried of that ilk, 
the Swiss writer. You probably know his autobiographical 
novel, Green Henry, whose hero, like Keller himself, trains as 
an artist but ultimately, recognizing his lack of real talent, 
turns to literature. Well, the picture certainly suggested that, 
if G did stand for Gottfried, he’d made the right decision! 
But more interesting to me was the recollection that 
Beddoes had been acquainted with Keller, who shared his 
radical views, and that, according to Gosse, it was in Keller’s 
company that Thomas had fled from Zurich to Aargau. 


The second thing was the figure on the left, slight, with 
an oval face and big brown eyes that looked out at us with a 
somewhat sardonic expression. 


There is only one known portrait of TLB, a painting done 
by one Nathan Branwhite when Tom was eighteen or 
nineteen. The original has vanished, but a photograph of it 
still survives which shows a somewhat introverted face 
staring out at the world through what we are assured were 
large, clear, decidedly brown eyes with an expression 
between natural reserve and weary scepticism. And, this, | 
Swear, was the same face | was looking at! 


So, three young men passing the time doing theatricals 
(could they have been acting out one of Beddoes’ own 
plays? | fantasized) and caught forever, not as they would 
have been a century later by someone snapping them with 
his Kodak, but by the then equivalent, a quick sketch 
worked up later into the picture | saw before me. 


This was exciting. | made a note to ask Linda to get her 
friends to permit a proper examination of the picture, and 
then, feeling virtuously that | hadn’t after all allowed myself 
to be seduced totally from my task, | resumed the much 
more interesting business of having that time of my life 
which my new friends seemed determined | should enjoy! 


Just how far that determination went, | was soon to 
discover. It was the third day of our acquaintance when it 
happened. 


The girls had left the chalet after their apres-skating 
drinks. I’d just got into my shower when | heard someone 
call from the main room. | wrapped a towel round me and 
went out to find Zazie there. She said she’d left her gloves, 
which we found without much difficulty. Then she looked at 
me, sighed enviously and said she’d love a really hot shower 
too but the boiler in the castle was playing up and the water 


was running lukewarm. Uncertain how to take this, | said she 
was very welcome to use mine after I’d finished, which 
wouldn’t be long. | then returned to the shower, and all 
uncertainties vanished a moment later when the glass panel 
slid open behind me and Zazie stepped in. 


No details, except to say that | rapidly revised my initial 
judgment, in her case at least, that here was someone not 
very experienced in life. 


No harm done, | thought afterwards, and a great deal of 
pleasure taken. Zazie, like Hildi, would be heading off in a 
day or two to spend Christmas with her own family. I'd 
probably never see her again and all I’d be left with (and her 
too, | hoped) was a happy memory of a lively jig arranged 
for two players! And if she’d enjoyed it enough to desire a 
reprise, then | was very happy to make my instrument 
available again. 


That was yesterday. Today | was pleased to see that 
Zazie showed none of that post-coital possessiveness which 
might have sounded a jarring note in our now very well- 
tuned quartet. But, | wondered as | got ready for my shower 
this afternoon, did this mean it was after all a one-off 
performance? 


Then | heard a noise in the next room and joyfully 
headed through to greet her. 


Only it wasn’t Zazie but Hildi. 


As | hadn’t bothered with a towel this time, the way my 
thoughts were tending was obvious. Unabashed, Hildi said 
something in German which | could translate roughly as, 
‘Seems a pity to waste it’ and next thing ... 


Well again, no detail, but those hours in the gym 
certainly hadn’t been wasted. 


| still hadn’t quite caught on to what was happening here, 
but a suspicion was tickling the inside of my brain as | lay on 
the rugged floor like a defeated wrestler and watched Hildi 
dress, blow me a kiss, and leave. 


After a moment | rose and stretched and was about to 
return to the shower room when | thought | heard a voice 
calling outside. 


| went to the window and looked. 


Out on the frozen lake were Zazie and Mouse. They must 
have put their skates on again after leaving the chalet to 
take a last spin round before the daylight went. Hildi was 
standing on the edge calling to attract their attention. And 
when they turned and saw her, she clenched both fists and 
punched them in the air with thumbs upturned. 


And then | knew. These charming ‘inexperienced’ girls 
had decided to liven up their stay and mine at Fichtenburg 
by each having me in turn! 


And how did | feel about that? Flattered? Outraged? 
Amused? 


None of these. What | felt was afraid. 
Two down, one to go, and that one was Mouse. 


Mouse who wasn’t going to vanish in a couple of days but 
would be around all through the holiday. Mouse who in my 
judgment had little talent to deceive. Mouse who was, 
according to Jacques, the apple of her mother’s eye. 


My conclusion, which may sound a tad ungallant, was 
that if we’d been talking about Emerald, who knows? But 
when it came to Mouse, nothing she seemed likely to have 
to offer was worth risking even the merest shadow of 
Linda’s disapproval for! 


Yet rejection seemed potentially just as dangerous. How 
would she react if she turned up tomorrow to bring this jolly 
girls’ game to its triumphant conclusion and then had to go 
out to her friends with her thumbs turned down? 


Would she be able to laugh it off? Or would she be 
distressed? Angry? Humiliated? Vengeful? 


| don’t know. Whatever | do, | can see trouble. You can 
see why | wish | had you here by my side so | could lay out 
the situation before you and beg for your wise advice. But | 
can’t, so I’ve decided to do what any sensible man would do 
in such circumstances. 


I’m going to run. 


Not far and not for long. It’s Saturday tomorrow. On 
Sunday Hildi and Zazie are heading off to join their families 
for the festive season. And on Monday, Christmas Eve, Linda 
and her cronies will arrive at Fichtenburg. So tomorrow’s the 
real danger point. | suppose | could find an excuse for 
keeping out of the way, but I’ve learned from experience 
that no risk is negligible. Elimination is the better part of 
avoidance! 


So l’ve packed a bag, written a note to Frau Buff asking 
her to make my apologies, and tomorrow first thing I’m 
going to start doing what | came to Switzerland to do in the 
first place. I’m off to Zurich to pursue my researches into 
Thomas Lovell Beddoes, and | shan’t come back to 
Fichtenburg till Monday, when hopefully her mother’s 
presence and her friends’ absence will combine to keep 
Mouse in her right senses. 


lhrer guter Freund 
Franny 


In the no-man’s land between Christmas and New Year, a 
deathly stillness falls across the ravaged landscape with 


devastated survivors picking their way carefully round the 
Shops exchanging rubbish they have been bought for 
rubbish more to their taste, while in empty offices 
telephones shrill their urgent summonses in vain. It’s as if 
the great heart of the city has paused to breathe, and even 
crime itself has taken a rest. 


It is a lull which policemen take advantage of in many 
different ways. Andy Dalziel used it for a bit of deep 
thought, which might have surprised the casual spectator, 
for in his work as in his play on the rugby fields of his 
younger days what caught the eye was the sheer brutality 
of his approach. 


But there was more to him than just destruction. Not for 
him the expense of energy in vain pursuit of the fleet young 
gazelles behind the scrum. Instead he sent his mind after 
them, plotting the likely progress of a move on the basis of 
what he knew of his opponents, what he saw of the 
conditions. He wasn’t always right, but at the end of a game 
many an opposing winger wondered how it was that after 
jinking his way round the full back, instead of open 
countryside ahead, he had found himself, like Childe Roland, 
suddenly confronted by the Dark Tower. 


For Dalziel this calm between the two great orgies was 
time to sit and read the game. 


There was a smell of danger in his nostrils and he didn’t 
yet know precisely where it was coming from except that it 
had something to do with the Wordman case. 


The case was Officially resolved and he had the plaudits 
to prove it. What was more, it had been resolved in the best 
possible way. Not only had the perpetrator been caught in 
the act, he’d been killed in the act, thus at the same time 
providing incontrovertible evidence of his guilt and 
depriving all those arty-farty-Number-10-party, greenery- 


yallery-play-to-the-gallery lawyers of any opportunity to 
controvert it. 


Of course only the Law could decide a man’s guilt, but 
you can’t libel the dead, and the papers hadn’t held back 
from doing what the courts couldn’t by crying Gotcha! and 
proclaiming Dick Dee Guilty as not charged! 


A good story. But how much better a story it became, 
now that everyone except those most personally involved 
had forgotten the triumphing tabloid headlines, if one of the 
Same papers could dig up evidence to suggest a doubt. 


He thought of Penn’s crack about the truth dropping 
through his letter box some morning. Watch this space! he’d 
said. 


And hadn’t Pascoe’s chum, Roote, said that Penn was 
mouthing off about getting help? 


That dangerous smell had a strong reek of investigative 
journalism about it. 


This was bad news. Nowadays investigative journalism 
wasn’t just some nosey reporter wanting to make a name, it 
was big business. If a paper felt there was something to get 
its teeth into, there would be no shortage of money, 
expertise or advanced surveillance equipment. And they 
didn’t play by the rules. 


He’d thought Dee’s death had blown no-side on the 
Wordman game, but now it looked like somewhere out there 
the ball might be back in play. 


A lesser man might have expended emotion agonizing 
over the possibility that the police had got it wrong, and 
wasted his time going over the whole investigation with a 
fine-tooth comb in search of flaws. Not Andy Dalziel. OK, 
he’d put someone on it, but meanwhile his place was not at 
post mortems. Out there on the field was where things got 


settled. Be first at the breakdown and make sure that after 
all the shoving and wrestling and kicking and punching are 
over, you’re the man who comes up with possession. 


And the best way of doing that was to be the man who 
hit the bastard with the ball in the first place. So, who to hit? 


Not Charley Penn. He’d hit him already and it was clear 
Charley was indestructible in his conviction that Dee was 
innocent. Didn’t matter. Charley was a nuisance, but writers 
weren’t newsworthy, not unless they were very old, very 
rich, or very obscene. No, the guy who needed chopping off 
at the knees was the sodding journalist. 


He’d be out there somewhere. And he wouldn’t be 
coming at you like good old Sammy Ruddlesdin of the 
Gazette, fag on lip, notebook in hand, asking where you’d 
buried the bodies. Nowadays the sting was the thing; they 
donned disguises, got you relaxed, listened sympathetically 
as you talked, and all the time the little recorder they’d got 
taped to their dick was whirring away. Or to their tit. Let’s 
not be sexist about this. 


Targets? They’d want a cop. Bowler was an obvious 
choice. Key witness to Dee’s murderous attack on Rye 
Pomona, plus he was young and impressionable. Definitely 
the tit-tape there. Rye herself. Get her to admit what Dalziel 
had gleaned from her tearful ramblings while Bowler lay at 
death’s door - that she had been stripped off, all systems go 
for a bit of bump and grind with Dirty Dick before the 
cavalry came on the scene. By the time she was fit to make 
a written statement, he had nudged her into several small 
shifts of emphasis so that her readiness to perform had 
been reduced to a pleasant relaxation induced by wine and 
warmth from an open fire. Her voluntary nudity was 
nowhere mentioned. In the confrontational atmosphere of a 
criminal court, there was no way she could have got away 
with such fudgings, but the gentle questionings of a 


sympathetic coroner had sketched a picture of a modern 
young woman believing her boss was making a play for her 
and trying to turn him down, when suddenly to her horror it 
became clear that it was a knife Dee wanted to stick into 
her, not his knob. 


Clearly the version of the incident which Penn would 
have been urging on his tabloid accomplice was that, having 
been led to the very brink of passion’s pool by this prick- 
teasing tart then told he couldn’t drink, Dee had reacted like 
any normal stallion and kicked out in fury and frustration. 
Enter jealous boyfriend, and battle was joined. As for Dee’s 
knife, well, he was going to make toast, wasn’t he? And 
when the big boys arrived on the scene and realized that 
one of their own had been in a fight and a member of the 
public lay dead, they’d set about rearranging the facts to 
make it look like a good killing. 


Dalziel was uncomfortably aware that the tidying up he’d 
done both of the scene and of both Rye’s and Hat’s account 
of events would provide some sustenance for Penn’s 
version. His motive had been to protect his young officer 
from accusation of undue force and the girl from any hint 
that she was no better than she ought to be, and everything 
that he’d said or done had been underpinned by his utter 
conviction that Dick Dee was the Wordman. But he didn’t 
think the tabloids would be much interested in making fine 
distinctions between a tidy-up and a cover-up. 


So, apart from Hat and Rye, what would an investigative 
journalist go after? 


The transcript of the inquest proceedings was in the 
public domain, so they’d already have that. But there were 
other things the bastard would be eager to get his hands on. 
Like police and medical records, particularly the PM on Dee. 
And GPS records. Dan Trimble, ever a belts-and-braces man, 
had wanted a GPS opinion to back up the assumption of 


Dee’s guilt. What the CPS had replied was that their 
business was with realities not hypotheses, but all things 
being equal maybe there was just a chance that a 
prosecution could possibly have been successful 
perhaps... 


Par for the course, Dalziel had growled. And now he 
groaned at what the Sunday Smear or the Daily Dirt might 
make of all those hesitations and qualifications. 


Frankly, but, it didn’t matter what they made of it. It was, 
from their point of view, such a very good case, weird, 
bloody, baffling, terrifying and at times grimly comic, that 
even though the dust had hardly settled, already it must 
feel ripe for a re-run, and if some smart hack could make a 
story out of Penn’s half-baked allegations, let’s go for it! 


So, how to proceed? Cover everything was the textbook 
policy. He’d worked out the road he thought this still- 
hypothetical hack would take, so warn those who needed 
warned, and send one of your own down the same road. 
Preferably a new face, fresh eyes. 


He picked up his phone, pressed a number, said, ‘Ivor 
there? Send her in, will you?’ 


Detective Constable Shirley Novello had been hors de 
combat during most of the Wordman investigation. When 
she returned, Bowler had been on convalescent leave. Now 
he was back too, it was evident to the Fat Man’s sharp eye 
that a healthy rivalry for top DC status existed between 
them. Meaning, given the right direction, both would go the 
extra mile in the hope of impressing their lord and master. 


Yes, lvor would do very nicely as a key figure in defence. 


But this didn’t affect Dalziel’s gut feeling that this wasn’t 
one to counter with subtle defensive tactics, this was one to 
hit in mid-flight with a hospital tackle! 


Such was the conclusion he reached after long dark 
brooding, and now the light of action came back to his eyes, 
and he rose like that famous bull from the sea summoned 
by Theseus to destroy his own son as he fled from the scene 
of his monstrous crime. 


Of course, Hippolytus was completely innocent, but 
Theseus didn’t know that, and it made not a jot of difference 
to the bull. 


Peter Pascoe had pondered long and hard Ellie’s well- 
reasoned assertion that the best way to deal with his Franny 
Roote ‘obsession’ was to test it to destruction. 


His own conclusion, reached with impeccable male logic, 
was that when the woman whose body you worship and 
whose wisdom you respect above all others takes time off to 
analyse your problems, the only thing to do is prove she is 
completely wrong. 


Roote, he told himself, was not a problem either to resist 
or resolve. He was a minor irritation which if ignored would 
eventually go away. 


On the twenty-sixth he returned to work, refreshed and 
ready to make huge inroads into the paper mountain that 
towers on the desk of most modern CID officers. He did well 
and didn’t think about Roote more than three times. Or four 
if you counted the time the phone rang and for nearly a 
minute he didn’t pick it up, convinced it was Franny ringing 
from Switzerland, but it turned out to be DI Rose from South 
Yorkshire just wondering if maybe he’d got a whisper about 
the Big Job which he was sure was on, not because he’d 
heard anything more but because his snout had 
mysteriously gone missing ... Of course while Rose wasn’t 
Roote, the connection was there (making a fifth time) and 
had to be broken again after he’d assured the DI that Edgar 
Wield was burrowing away on his behalf even as they spoke. 


But he went home pretty pleased with himself on the 
whole and he woke up the following morning convinced he’d 
heard the last from Roote and certain that today would see 
him well on the way to that most desirable of states - a clear 
desk for a New Year. 


Then in the hall he saw the envelope with the familiar 
handwriting and a Swiss stamp. 


From the car on the way to work he rang Dr Pottle to 
make an appointment and was told he could come instantly 
as the doctor’s first two patients that morning had cancelled 
as a result of a Yuletide suicide pact. 


Pottle, Head of the Central Hospital Psychiatric Unit, part- 
time lecturer in Mid-Yorkshire University and adviser to the 
police on matters where his discipline and_ theirs 
overlapped, was Pascoe’s occasional analyst and sort of 
friend, meaning Pascoe liked him on the possibly irrational 
ground that he resembled the kind of psychiatrist you might 
meet in a Woody Allen film, with sad spaniel eyes and 
explosive hair whose luminous greyness was in fetching 
contrast to an Einstein moustache stained a gingery brown 
as a result of the endless chain of cigarettes depending from 
his nether lip. 


Patients who objected were told, ‘I’m here to help with 
your problems. If my smoking figures among them, leave 
now and I'll bill you for solving one of them.’ 


Pascoe showed him the letters. He didn’t have to explain 
about Roote. They’d talked about him before. 


Pottle read the letters as he read everything at an 
amazing speed which Ellie suspected was spoof and done 
simply to impress. But Pascoe knew she was wrong. Pottle in 
his consulting room was the Sibyl in her cave, a mortal 
conduit for the voice of a god, and it was the god’s eyes 
that scanned the words at a rate beyond a human ’s. 


‘Should | be worried?’ asked Pascoe. 
‘Should you be asking me that question?’ said Pottle. 
Pascoe considered, rephrased. 


‘Is there anything in the letters which you would interpret 
as concealing, or containing, or implying a threat to me or 
to mine?’ 


‘If you are threatened by mockery, certainly. If you are 
threatened by dependency, perhaps. If you are threatened 
by sheer incomprehension, | can’t help you, as | do not have 
sufficient data fully to understand the letters myself.’ 


‘Yes, but should | be worried?’ repeated Pascoe 
impatiently. 


‘There you go again. Do you want me to try to 
understand you, Peter, or do you want me to try to 
understand Mr Roote?’ 


Another pause for reflection then Pascoe said, ‘Roote. Me 
| can cope with. Him l’ve no idea about, except that | don’t 
think he’s up to any good.’ 


‘So what do you think he’s up to?’ 
‘| think he’s enjoying trying to screw up my mind. | think 
he’s probing all the time for weak points. And | think he’s 


getting off on telling me about illegalities he’s involved with 
in such a way | can’t do anything about them.’ 


‘Examples?’ 


The assault in the shower at Chapel Syke, he admits to 
that. And then at St Godric’s, | think he set fire to the Dean’s 
Lodging, and I’ve got a strong suspicion he assaulted Dean 
Albacore and left him to die.’ 


‘Good lord. When | read about it, | saw no reference to 
the possibility of foul play.’ 


‘No, you wouldn’t. That’s my point.’ 
‘Sorry, | missed that. Evidence?’ 


‘Nothing outside the letters, except a bit of circumstantial 
with regard to Albacore’ 


He spelt out his theory. 


‘And is this suspicion shared by your colleagues in 
Cambridge?’ 


‘They’re thinking about it’ said Pascoe evasively. 


‘| see. This probing for weak points - what would they be 
exactly?’ 


‘He’s telling me that maybe | took the wrong path 
becoming a cop instead of heading into academe. He’s 
showing me that time in jail can move you on a lot further 
than time in the police force. He keeps drumming on about 
me being a sedate old married man whose willpower he 
admires and whose advice he desires while all the time he’s 
trying to make me envious of him being fancy-free, with 
girls falling into his bed more or less ad lib.’ 


‘Wow,’ said Pottle. ‘And does he make you envious?’ 


‘Of course not. Most of the stuff he writes is fantasy 
anyway.’ 


‘Except the bits you want to believe where he seems to 
be admitting to some crime?’ 


‘No, | mean yes ... Look, | thought you were going to 
concentrate on Roote not me?’ 


‘It’s proving hard to separate the two. Anything else you 
want to tell me, Peter?’ 


‘Such as?’ 


‘Anything about this vision of you he claims to have had, 
for instance?’ 


Pascoe blinked then said quietly, ‘Why do you ask that?’ 


‘Because the letters are full of interesting things, but not 
many truly odd ones. The vision, however, was very odd 
indeed. And the omission of it from your catalogue of 
complaints strikes me as odd too. | mean, you clearly want 
to think that Roote is mentally unhinged, yet you make no 
reference to the only piece of prima-facie evidence that he 
may be two groats short of a guinea. So?’ 


Another blink, then Pascoe said helplessly, ‘| saw him 
too.’ 


He told the tale. Pottle said, ‘Interesting. Let’s turn to his 
sessions with Ms Haseen.’ 


‘Hey, what happened to my visionary moment?’ 


‘Whereof one cannot speak, thereon one must keep 
Silent. You’ve read her book?’ 


‘Yes; well, the relevant bits.’ 


The relevant bits,’ echoed Pottle. ‘Indeed. Interesting 
how our friend gave you the precise reference to save you 
the bother of ploughing through all that clayey prose and 
making educated guesses. Let me see ...’ 


He reached to the bookcase behind him and plucked a 
black-jacketed volume which Pascoe recognized off a shelf. 
Then, without reference to the letters, he flicked to what 
Pascoe could see upside down was the right page and did 
his speed-read trick again. 


‘Poor Amaryllis,’ he said. ‘She is pretty well the opposite 
of dear Goldsmith who, you recall, according to Garrick, 
wrote like an angel and talked like poor Poll.’ 


‘You know her,’ said Pascoe, interested. 


‘We have met professionally. Indeed, should be doing so 
again next month when the Winter Symposium of the 


Yorkshire Psychandric Society, of which | am the current 
Chair, takes place in Sheffield. Amaryllis Haseen is 
scheduled to give a paper.’ 


‘But surely in view of what happened, she'll be 
cancelling?’ 


‘| suggested so in my letter of condolence. She has 
replied that on the advice of her analyst she is minded to 
keep the date. She is a woman of great resilience.’ 


‘Evidently’ said Pascoe. ‘So how do you rate her? | mean, 
if you’ve invited her to address your society, | presume you 
don’t think she’s a dud?’ 


‘Far from it,’ said Pottle. ‘What you’re really asking is how 
much notice you should take of what she says about Roote 
in her book. | would advise you not to disregard it. She is, as 
you would see if you’d read the whole book rather than just 
the bits Roote directed your attention to, a meticulous 
worker, capable of great insight and not easily fooled.’ 


‘And yet,’ said Pascoe, ‘in the question of Roote’s 
relationship with his father, she has had the wool pulled 
completely over her eyes. The man died while he was still a 
babe in arms. All these so-called memories are pure 
invention.’ 


‘Is that so? You surprise me.’ 


If you’d met Roote you wouldn’t be surprised,’ said 
Pascoe fervently. ‘He’s the great deceiver.’ 


‘Except in your case? Perhaps, Peter, you should retrain 
as a psychiatrist.’ 

‘Maybe | will. And maybe I'll come along to your 
Symposium if I’m free.’ 


‘Be my guest’ said Pottle. ‘Indeed it might be doubly 
worth your while for, by one of those coincidences which 


people only object to in detective novels, another of our 
speakers is this chap Frere Jacques that your friend Roote 
refers to.’ 


‘| didn’t think your members would have much interest in 
all that hippy-happy stuff.’ 


‘Peter, | hope you won’t be offended if | point out that 
from time to time you sound disturbingly like your lord and 
master, Mr Dalziel. Man’s relationship with death is a very 
proper area of study for people in my profession. Indeed you 
might argue that in some ways it is the only thing that we 
study. Frere Jacques, though far from free of religion’s 
tendency to poetic waffle at the expense of systematic 
rigour, has many interesting things to say. We are fortunate 
to get the chance to listen to him. Also, as he’s touring the 
country promoting the book, we are fortunate to get him for 
free and his publishers even cough up for a small amount of 
relaxing booze’ 


‘Cheap and cheerful then’ said Pascoe. ‘So when exactly 
is this knees-up?’ 


‘Saturday January nineteenth’ said Pottle. ‘Your motive in 
attending would be... ?’ 


To see for myself a couple more experts whose strings 
Franny Roote is pulling.’ 


‘Ah. | see. The open-mind approach then. Peter, don’t 
rush to judgment. Read Frere Jacques’ book. He has a fine 
perceptive mind, not easily fooled, I’d say. And, like | said 
before, read Haseen’s book all the way through.’ 


‘And if | do, will | find any mention of the way he more or 
less blackmailed this objective professional into 
recommending his transfer to Butlins?’ asked Pascoe 
cynically. 


‘Peter, once again you’re cherry-picking. If you distrust 
parts of Roote’s letters then you must distrust the whole, 
until you have evidence to the contrary. A common feature 
of the obsessive personality is a belief that everybody else 
has got everything wrong’ 


Pascoe’s face assumed what Ellie called his sulky look, 
which he himself, if pressed, might have described as the 
politely stoical expression of one who has heard all the 
arguments to the contrary but prefers to trust his own 
judgment. 


He glanced at his watch. He should have been at work 
fifty minutes ago. 


‘So, bottom line, how do you read Roote’s motives in 
writing these letters?’ he asked. 


Pottle did the little piece of legerdemain which turned the 
glowing cinder at his lip into a whole new cigarette and said, 
‘Difficult. | think he has motives which he knows, and 
motives which he believes he knows, and motives which he 
is only dimly aware of. Perhaps your best approach is to 
simplify matters. To this end, | would advise that you ask 
yourself why he wrote to you in the first place. Then ask 
yourself why he wrote to you in the second place. And then 
in the third place. And so on, till the picture is complete.’ 


He clapped his hands together then threw them apart in 
a gesture which momentarily cleared the veil of smoke that 
hung before his face. 


Pascoe knew from old experience that this signalled the 
end of the session and for a second he felt some sympathy 
with Andy Dalziel’s most printable reaction to trick cyclists 
and their works. ‘Any other bugger made my brain hurt like 
that, I’d kick him in the goolies till his eyes popped out of 
their sockets.’ 


But only for a second. 


‘Thank you kindly. Doctor,’ he said. ‘That’s been a great 
help. | think.’ 


‘Good. Till next time then, when perhaps we can start 
looking at you.’ 





The Queen 


After its terrible start, Hat Bowler’s Christmas had really 
taken off. 


He had rung Rye later on Christmas Day as promised, 
expecting to find she’d taken to her bed once more. To his 
Surprise and delight, she greeted him brightly and in the 
background he could hear music and voices. 


‘You having a party?’ he asked. 


She laughed and said, ‘No, idiot, it’s the TV movie. It 
turned out Myra was on her own too, so when she said she’d 
better be getting back to her own flat, | asked her what she 
was going to do, and she said watch the movie probably, so 
| said ,. . Why on earth am | going on like this? | think it’s 
just because | feel so much better.’ 


‘Great. You had anything to eat?’ 


‘God, you’re a real mother hen, aren’t you? Yes, | have. 
We each applied our special talents to preparing a 
Christmas meal. To wit, | opened a bottle of wine, two in 
fact, and Myra made cheese omelettes, really great, the 
best I’ve had in ages, so you needn’t worry that I’m dying 
because | turned down your offer of beans on toast.’ 


Hat didn’t recall specifying beans on toast, but he was 
too glad at the improvement in Rye to protest. With Myra 
Rogers on one side and Mrs Gilpin on the other, 


Rye now had a double line of defence in the event piss- 
artist Penn returned to the fray. 


When he got to see Rye again on the evening of Boxing 
Day he’d found the recovery was complete and all the 
delights of Christmas, traditional and individual, that he’d 
been looking forward to tasted all the better for being 
delayed. 


This is all | want, Hat’ she whispered as she clung on to 
him after they made love. This is where | want to be, here, 
you, me, warm, snug, safe, forever.’ 


She lay across him, her arms and legs grappling him to 
her in an embrace so tight it was painful, but nothing in the 
world would have made him admit that pain. He had known 
from early on in their acquaintance that she was the one. 
Without her, life would be ... he had no words to describe 
what life would be. All he knew was that whatever she 
wanted from him was hers without question. Even when she 
fell asleep she did not slacken her grip on him, and when 
she awoke in the small hours of the morning and began to 
explore his body again, she found his limbs locked in cramp. 


‘Jesus,’ she said. ‘Hat, love, what have | done to you? 
Why didn’t you push me off?’ 


‘Didn’t want to,’ he assured her. ‘I’m fine. Oh shit!’ 


This in reaction to the stab of agony that followed his 
attempt to stretch his left leg. 


She flung back the duvet, climbed astride his body and 
began to give him a comprehensive massage, which 
brought first relief then arousal. 


‘Here’s a bit that’s still stiff,” she said, running her hand 
down to his groin. That’s going to need some real work.’ 


‘Yeah, that’s been bothering me for years,’ he said. 
‘Don’t think you'll have much luck there, Doctor.’ 


‘At least we can wrap it up and keep it warm,’ she said. 
‘Like this And Christmas was merry all over again. 


Rye was back at work the next day. While many 
employers bow to the inevitable and close down for the 
whole of the holiday period, Mid-Yorkshire Library Service 
was of sterner mettle, recognizing that after the penal 


sociability of Christmas, many people would be keen to get 
back to the solitary confinement of books. 


On the twenty-seventh the reference library was fairly 
busy, but there was one notable and unregretted absentee. 
Charley Penn. 


But midway through the morning, the door opened and 
Penn came in. He headed for his usual seat but without 
giving her the benefit of his usual glower and after five 
minutes looking at an unopened book, he rose and came to 
the desk. 


Without preamble he said, ‘Wanted to say I’m sorry about 
kicking up that fuss on Christmas Day. | were right out of 
order. Won't happen again.’ 


‘Fuss?’ she said. ‘Oh yes, someone did say something 
about a drunk on the landing. | didn’t actually notice, but 
I’m glad to hear of your resolution to reform, Mr Penn. Is 
that with immediate effect or do we have to wait till the New 
Year?’ 


Their eyes engaged, hers wide and candid, his deep-set 
and watchful. Neither blinked, but before it became a 
playground contest, Penn said, ‘Work to do’ and turned 
away. 


Behind him Rye said, ‘Going well, is it?’ 


If he was surprised, it was hidden by the time he turned 
back to her. 


Two steps forward, one step back, you know how it is 
with research’ he said. 


‘Not really. | suppose I’ve never been interested enough 
in a complete stranger to want to know everything about 
him.’ 


‘You don’t start with a stranger. You start with someone 
you're acquainted with, if only through their works. That’s 
the contact makes you want to know them better. And 
sometimes they turn out very different from what you 
imagined. There’s the fascination.’ 


‘| see. And is it harder or easier if they’re dead?’ 


‘Both. They can’t answer questions. But they can’t lie 
either.’ 


She was silent long enough for him to wonder if this 
unexpected exchange were at an end, then she said, ‘And 
they can’t object to someone sticking an unwanted nose 
into their private affairs. That must be an advantage.’ 


‘Think you might be confusing my line of work and your 
boyfriend’s,’ said Penn. 


‘Parallel lines that sometimes intersect, aren’t they?’ 


‘That’s a bit too clever for a simple soul like me,’ said 
Penn. 


‘Simple, Mr Penn? With all those books to your name?’ 


‘There’s nowt clever in making things up about folk 
you've invented,’ he said with the harsh dismissiveness of 
SUCCESS. 


‘But you haven’t invented Heine. And | hope you’re not 
making things up about him.’ 


‘No, he’s real enough. But finding out the truth about him 
doesn’t need cleverness, just hard work and a taste for 
truth.’ 


‘And translating his poems?’ 
The same.’ 


‘You surprise me. | never seem to see any of your 
translations any more, Mr Penn. There was a time when | 


was always coming across them.’ 


She spoke gravely, with no hint of mockery, but they 
both knew she was referring to a period when the writer had 
paid oblique court by leaving translations of Heine’s 
amatory verses where she would chance upon them. When 
She made it plain she wasn’t interested, the poems 
continued to appear but with a mocking irony colouring his 
choice. Dick Dee’s death brought a halt to all such games. 


‘| didn’t seem able to get down to it for a while’ he said. 
‘But I’m getting back into the swing now. Hold on a sec. 
There’s something here I’d value a reaction to.’ 


He went to his cubicle and returned with a sheet of paper 
which he laid in front of her. It contained two verses side by 
side. 


The rock breaks his vessel asunder But when in the end 
the wild waters 


The waves roll his body along Plug his ear and scarf 
up his eye 


But what in the end drags him under !| ‘m certain his last 
drowning thought is 


Is Lorelei’s sweet song The song of the 
Lorelei. 


She read them without touching the paper. 
‘So?’ she said. 


‘Two versions of the last verse of Heine’s “Lorelei” poem, 
you know, the one that starts /ch weifi nicht was soil es 
bedeuten Daft ich so traurig bin.’ 


‘I’ve come across it’ 


‘Both very free. | give a parallel literal translation, but in 
my metrical version | try for the spirit rather than just the 
plain sense of the original. My dilemma is, does Heine want 


us to think that Lorelei deliberately sang to destroy the 
boatman? Or simply that it’s her nature to sing and the 
boatman destroyed himself by listening? What do you 
think?’ 

‘Don’t know’ said Rye. ‘But | don’t much care for “waters” 


my 


and “thought is”. 


‘An aesthetic rather than a moral judgment? Fair enough. 
I'll go with the first.’ 


He nodded, turned on his heel like a soldier and went 
back to his seat, leaving the sheet of paper on the desk. 


A woman who had been observing this scene from the 
doorway now advanced to the desk. Rye Pomona looked up 
and saw a youngish female, rather stockily built, wearing no 
make up and a rain-spattered, mud-coloured fleece open to 
show a baggy grey T-shirt whose folds did nothing for her 
figure and whose colour sat uneasily against her dark 
complexion. She was holding a Tesco carrier bag and Rye 
Snap-judged her as housewife who'd had kids early, let 
herself go a bit, and today, with the longueurs and rigours 
of Christmas behind her, had come to the _ library 
determined to seek some educational route to a life less 
tediously forecastable than her current prospects seemed to 
offer. 


Must be Hat’s influence, she told herself. I’m turning into 
a detective. Which thought, and the thought of Hat himself, 
brought a smile of such warmth to her face that the woman 
responded in kind, making her several years younger and 
three times as attractive. ‘Hi,’ said Rye. ‘Can | help you?’ 
Making sure her body screened out any observation from 
the library, the woman slid an ID card across the desk. 


‘Hi,’ she said. ‘DC Novello. Maybe Hat’s mentioned me?’ 


In fact Hat, to whom love meant no no-go areas, had 
talked about his colleagues and his work and himself with a 


complete but subjective openness. His account of his arch- 
rival, Shirley Novello, had created in Rye’s mind a picture of 
a smooth svelte sophisticated creature, mobile glued to her 
left ear, organizer welded to her right hand, each colour co- 
ordinated with her designer power suit. It took a moment to 
readjust from both that false impression and her equally 
flawed attempt at detection and Novello said reassuringly, 
‘It’s nothing heavy. Mr Dalziel asked me to look in to see you 
were all right.’ 


What the Fat Man had actually said was, ‘Let her know to 
be careful about some slimy sod oozing his way into her 
confidence. At the same time, do a bit of oozing yourself 
and make sure she doesn’t have owt to hide’ 


‘What a kind man Mr Dalziel is,’ said Rye. ‘As you can 
see, I’m fine.’ 


‘Oh good. Wasn’t that Mr Perm who was talking to you 
just now? | heard what happened on Christmas Day. He 
wasn’t bothering you, | hope?’ 


‘No, not in the least. We were just discussing a point of 
literature.’ 


Novello’s gaze dropped to Penn’s sheet of paper. Rye slid 
it away but not before Novello had read the lines of verse 
upside down. 


‘Lorelei,’ she said. ‘Wasn’t that what you found on your 
computer after the break in?’ 


Done your homework, thought Rye. This was more in 
accord with Hat’s picture. 


‘Yes,’ she said. 
‘And you’re sure Mr Penn wasn’t bothering you?’ 


‘Honestly, | know when I’m being bothered’ she smiled. 
‘I’m sure this was just coincidental. He came to apologize. | 


don’t think we’re going to be best friends, but if he wants 
things quiet, I’m not going to quarrel with that.’ 


‘He may have his own reasons for wanting things quiet’ 
said Novello. 


‘Meaning?’ 


‘Mr Dalziel thinks he might have decided he was getting 
nowhere barking himself, so he’s decided to find himself a 
dog.’ 


‘o bark louder at me?’ said Rye, amused. 
‘More sniffer dog than barker’ said Novello. Tress.’ 


‘A journalist? But that’s stupid. What would | have to say 
to a journalist?’ 


‘Nothing, | hope. But as you’ve probably gathered, Mr 
Perm thinks that you... that all of us are hiding something. If 
he’s managed to persuade a journalist there could be a 
Story ... point is, it won’t be someone coming at you asking 
for an interview, it’s more likely to be someone coming at 
you sideways. Like here at the library, say. Some fellow 
asking for your help with something, then striking up an 
acquaintance ... it can happen.’ 


She’d taken the brief smile which touched Rye’s lips as 
scepticism, but it was caused by her memory that this was 
how Hat Bowler had first attempted to get to know her. 


‘I'll be on my guard,’ she promised. 
‘So it’s not happened yet?’ 
‘No. | think I’d have noticed.’ 


Novello said gently, ‘With these people, the art is making 
Sure you don’t notice.’ 


‘Oh dear. Now you’re frightening me. But in any case, 
I’ve got nothing to hide so what can they hope to get out of 


me?’ 
Novello said, ‘Can we go into your office for a moment?’ 


She glanced towards Penn as they went through the door 
behind the desk, but the writer seemed deeply immersed in 
his work. 


Closing the door she said, ‘They’ll have the public 
records. Mr Dalziel thought it might help if you took a look at 
the inquest transcript.’ 


She produced a file from the Tesco bag. 
Rye said uneasily, ‘Is it OK to do this?’ 


‘Of course it is. It’s like a copper looking at his notebook 
in court. No one can remember everything exactly. And if 
someone did ask you questions, you wouldn’t want to give 
them anything to worry at just because something slipped 
your mind, would you? They’re experts at making owt from 
nowt.’ 


Dalziel had said, ‘Make sure she understands that what 
she said to the coroner is all she needs to Say.’ 


And Novello, who had not been made privy to anything 
but the official picture of what Pascoe and Dalziel had found 
when they arrived on the scene, nor anything the girl had 
said outside her formal statement, didn’t ask the question 
forming in her mind, ‘And could she say anything more, sir?’ 
because she was beginning to suspect that this ignorance 
was part of the reason she’d been given this job. Reading 
everything she could find on the Wordman case had taken 
up most of her free time since Dalziel gave her the 
assignment - just because he gave you a job that took up 
twenty-three hours of the day didn’t mean he didn’t expect 
you to fit the rest of your work into the remaining hour. 


There was a ring from the enquiry desk bell. 


‘Look, I’ve got to go’ said Rye. 


‘Fine. Keep this. Read it at your leisure. Nothing to worry 
about, we just don’t want you being harassed. I'll keep in 
touch, if that’s OK? Maybe a coffee some time?’ 


Rye thought then nodded and said, ‘Yes, | think I’d like 
that.’ 


She ushered the WDC out of the office. Standing at the 
desk was a tall, blond young man looking like Arnie 
Schwarzenegger’s handsome young brother. Novello gave 
him a look which was at the same time assessing and 
admiring. In reply she got a smile which kept up the 
Hollywood connection by being borrowed straight from Julia 
Roberts. 


Half blinded by such dental effulgence, she glanced at 
Rye and twisted her mouth into a_ get-a-load-of-that! 
expression. 


‘Take care’ she said. 
‘You too’ said Rye with a grin. 


And as Novello walked away she thought, if that hunk 
does turn out to be an investigative journalist, then he can 
investigate me to his heart’s content! 


At the same time as Novello left the library, about a 
hundred feet over her head a scene was unfolding which in 
prospect most investigative journalists would have given 
their editors’ eyeteeth for. 


Sergeant Edgar Wield was approaching the top floor of 
the Centre car park where he had a secret assignation with 
the teenage rent boy who was madly in love with him. 


At least this was how it might be written up by some. of 
these investigative journalists, thought Wield. Which was 


why, one way or another, he was going to get things sorted 
between Lee Lubanski and himself today. 


After a dodgy start, Edgar Wield had had a very good 
Christmas. 


His partner, antiquarian book dealer, Edwin Digweed, had 
turned out to be a traditionalist in matters yulic. At first 
Wield had looked for an element of piss-taking as the 
familiar outlines of their cottage vanished beneath a folly of 
furbelows and he found himself sharing their small sitting 
room with an outsize fir-tree whose apogean fairy bowed 
gracefully from the waist because her head pressed against 
the ceiling. On a shopping expedition to a hypermarket, 
which during the rest of the year Digweed referred to as 
Hell’s Cathedral, he had watched in bewilderment as their 
trolley piled up with crackers and baubles and puddings and 
pies and jars of pickled walnuts and yards of cocktail 
Sausage and samples of every kind of exotic confectionary 
and savoury on display. Finally he had enquired politely if 
the Red Cross had perhaps warned Edwin to expect a flash 
flood of starving but picky refugees in remote Eendale. 
Digweed had laughed, a sort of jolly ho-ho-ho which Wield 
never heard him use at any other season, and continued 
down the aisle, humming along to the piped carols. 


Ever a pragmatist, Wield had decided to relax and enjoy 
it, and discovered rather to his surprise that he did. Even his 
initially reluctant attendance at the midnight service had 
been a pleasure. The whole village had been there, and as 
Corpse Cottage, the Wield’Digweed residence, now 
festooned with winking fairy lights, snuggled handily under 
the churchyard wall, it seemed natural that most of the 
villagers should drop in for a festal warmer on the way 
home, and very quickly huge inroads were made into what 
had seemed their excessive provision. 


‘| was very pleased to see you at the service’ said Justin 
Halavant, art collector and critic in whose medieval hand a 
poppy or a lily would not have looked out of place. ‘It’s so 
important to demonstrate the solidarity of our faith, don’t 
you think?’ 


‘Oh aye?’ said Wield, a touch surprised as he’d have put 
Halavant down as an aesthetic rather than a devout 
Christian. ‘Look, don’t be offended, | enjoyed it, but I’m not 
what you’d call a true believer 


‘My dear chap, what’s that got to do with anything?’ 
laughed Halavant. ‘All | meant was, anyone who doesn’t 
show up in the church at Christmas is likely to end up in the 
Wickerman at Beltane. Lovely candied kumquats, by the 
way. | may have some more.’ 


Later he’d shared the exchange with Digweed, who’d 
laughed, not his ho-ho-ho but his usual dry chuckle, and 
said, ‘Justin likes his jest. But he’s right. Enscombe takes 
care of its own, one way or another.’ 


Christmas morning had been going well till among the 
presents beneath the tree Wield had found a padded 
envelope marked Not to be opened till Xmas day in a 
childish scrawl. 


‘Came with the post yesterday,’ said Digweed with an 
overstudied lack of interest. 


Wield opened it to find a card with all the most sucrose 
elements of Christmas greetings combined in one glutinous 
design and something wrapped in tissue paper. 


The card was inscribed 7o Edgar the best from your friend 
Lee. 


He unwrapped the tissue to reveal a pair of silver cuff 
links engraved with his initials. 


Edwin asked no questions, but questions hung in the air 
so Wield gave answers in his most brisk and precise style. 


Digweed listened then said, ‘You did not think to mention 
this boy to me earlier.’ 


‘It was police business.’ 


‘So,’ said Digweed, glancing at the links and the card, ‘it 
would appear. Isn’t there a name for gifts that policemen 
receive from criminals?’ 


Oh dear, thought Wield. To a cop, family squabbles 
leading to domestic violence were a commonplace of 
Christmas Day. He hadn’t anticipated getting personally 
involved. 


‘He’s not a criminal,’ he said. ‘But I'll be giving it back to 
him anyway.’ 


‘And break the little darling’s heart? Don’t be silly. If you 
don’t want the links, I'll have them. I'll tell people the initials 
stand for Eternally Worried, that’s me.’ 


He turned away, his shoulders shaking as if at some 
barely restrained emotion. 


‘Edwin, there’s no need for you to worry ...’ Digweed 
turned to face him, still shaking but now the emotion was 
clear and audible. 


‘My dear Edgar, what do you take me for?’ he said, 
laughing. ‘| may shoot you but | will never play the sulky 
jealous type. And besides, you say this young man is 
nineteen but could pass for ten or eleven? | can see you 
looking appreciatively at a good-looking yunker, but | have 
never detected the smallest morsel of paedophilia in your 
make-up. Also, in my experience, cuff links are not the kind 
of gift a lad gives to his lover. They are more what a son 
gives to his dad. So, no jealousy, believe me. But some 
concern. You may not be attracted to young Lubanski, but 


you are sorry for him and, to a man in your position, that 
can be more dangerous than sex. You will take care, won’t 
you?’ 


‘He’s at risk.’ 


‘No. You are. Don’t confuse the apparent child with the 
real adult. But that’s for the morrow. Carpe diem, dear 
Edgar. And here’s a little something to help preserve it too.’ 


He tossed over a package which Wield ripped open to 
reveal a mini camcorder. 


‘Jesus,’ he said with real feeling. ‘Thanks a million. This 
must have cost a fortune.’ 


‘Self-interest,’ said Digweed. ‘Il understand that you with 
your computer expertise will be able to make films of me, 
then doctor them so that | look and move twenty years 
younger. | can hardly wait for the experiment to begin.’ 


And after that Christmas had been everything Lee’s card 
claimed it should be. 


Wield could not remember a time in his life when he’d 
been happier. And because he was happy, he wanted 
everyone else to be happy too, but this he knew was not 
even a possibility in that other uncontrollable world that lay 
in ambush for him whenever he ventured east of Eendale. 
So now as he approached his rendezvous, his mind rilled 
with foreboding as he spotted the pale-faced boy who stood 
in wait for him like Cathy waiting for Heathcliff, outlined 
against the scudding clouds of a wild and wintry Yorkshire 
Sky. 


He had changed their meeting spot partly because 
regular encounters even somewhere aS anonymous as 
Turk’s could draw attention, but mainly because he didn’t 
want any audience if Lubanski got upset with what he was 
about to hear. 


For this was definitely their last meeting. 


Dalziel, impressed by the accuracy of the tips so far, had 
urged Wield to get his new informant signed up properly. 
Wield knew this wasn’t going to happen, but he didn’t mind 
making the proposal because he reckoned this would draw a 
line under their relationship. The idea of simply continuing 
to take advantage of the boy’s vulnerability and emotional 
instability filled him with revulsion. Before they parted, he 
would do his best to persuade Lee out of the dangerous and 
degrading life he was leading, though, being a realist, he 
had little hope of success. But no way was he going to let 
the boy’s evident misconceptions about their current 
relationship continue. 


Now Lee turned and saw him, and his change of 
expression from abandoned puppy dolour to here-comes- 
master delight struck Wield to the heart and turned the 
stern words he’d prepared bitter in his mouth, and he heard 
himself saying, ‘Hi, Lee. Good Christmas?’ 


‘Yeah. Made a bundle.’ 


‘| didn’t mean trade, Lee’ said Wield, thinking what a 
stupid question it had been. ‘Listen, I’ve got something to 
say to you.’ 


‘Me first,’ said the youth. ‘There’s something real big 
going down in the New Year.’ 

‘Lee’ said Wield, steeling his resolve. ‘It’s time we put a 
stop.’ 

‘No, listen, this is really good. | made some notes after. 
I’ve got them here.’ 


Proudly he handed over a sheet of cheap writing paper 
covered with a childish scrawl. 


Tear it up, Wield told himself. Tell him you don’t want to 
know, it’s all over, you’re washing your hands of him. He’s 


got his own life to live and if you can’t make it any better, 
the least you can do is not make it any worse. 


But even as the voice of the man inside spoke these 
words in his head, the eyes of the cop outside were reading 
the words on the paper. 


B said that things were OK and man in Sheffield shuddunt 
worry and man in she fsaid that was for him to deside and 
there’s been plenty to worry about already how did B 
explain that. And B said coincidence and it hadn ‘t made a 
difference had it and everything was on as planned for 
January and the upfront many would be deposited as 
arranged. And man in Shefsaid it had better be and he rang 
Off. 


Now Wield was all cop. 


He said, ‘This B ... he’s your source for these tips, is he? 
You do business with him?’ 


‘Yeah, that’s right. Regular. He really goes for me. And 
he’s got one of them speaker phones and he seems to like 
talking to people while we're, like, doing it ...not about it, 
though he does that too on the net, but real business talk, 
and the others’ve got no idea that I’m there doing it...’ 


Oh God. The Oval Office syndrome. Some guy full of a 
sense of his own importance and getting a kick out of... 


His imagination shut out the picture of the act just as 
Lee’s misplaced delicacy had refused to put it into words. 


He said, ‘So this man in Sheffield, there was no name 
mentioned?’ 


‘No. Well, not really.’ 


Something there? Maybe. But concentrate on facts 
before you start chasing fancies. 


‘How do you know he was in Sheffield?’ 


Lee screwed up his eyes in thought then said, ‘Because 
Belchy asked if he was still in Sheffield and he said yes.’ 


‘Belchy? 
‘B for Belchy. 


Oh shit. If what he was thinking was true, there was no 
way Andy Dalziel was ever going to let this boy go. 


Grasping the nettle at once he said, ‘Belchy would be 
Marcus Belchamber, right?’ 


Lee didn’t answer but he didn’t need to. Alarm was 
twisting his boyish features. 


‘Right?’ insisted Wield. 
‘| didn’t tell you that!’ 


Wield felt a mingling of pity and exasperation. The stupid 
boy thought it was safe to pass on information as long as he 
didn’t name names. As if it would make the slightest 
difference to Belchamber that his name had been guessed 
rather than betrayed. But it clearly made a difference to 
Lee, and that was something a good cop could play on. 


‘Despising himself, Wield said reassuringly, ‘Of course 
you didn’t, Lee. Whatever happens, we’d make that quite 
clear. We’ve known all along, you see. It’s always that way, 
we know a lot more than we ever let on.’ 


The upside of giving an impression of omniscience, 
besides calming the boy’s fears and making him more 
malleable, was that it might make him start thinking of 
Wield as a part of the huge legal machine rather than an 
individual. 


‘So you knew all this stuff I’ve given you?’ 


‘Most’ said Wield. ‘But what you told us was great for 
tying up loose ends. In fact, | don’t Know what we’d have 
done without it. You’ve done really well.’ 


The boy looked so pleased that Wield felt his old guilt 
well up. However this played, this was definitely the last 
time, he assured himself. 


But he was getting way ahead of the game. 


He said, ‘So, no names, you say? What about when they 
said cheerio?’ 


‘The man in Sheffield just hung up. Then Tobe got on the 
net...” 


‘Tobe? Who the hell’s Tobe?’ 


‘It’s Belchy’s web name, the one he uses when he talks 
to his mates on the net.’ 


‘How do you know that?’ 


‘Sometimes he’s been online while we're... you know. 
Likes to send messages to say what’s happening.’ 


Belchamber, you are a nasty piece of shit! thought Wield. 
He said, ‘This is a chat room he uses then?’ 


‘Yeah, but it’s real complicated to get in, passwords, and 
all kinds of shit. You want me to find out more about it?’ 


‘No,’ said Wield firmly. ‘You mustn’t do anything that 
makes him suspicious. So when he went online was this 
something to do with the call to the man in Sheffield?’ 


‘| think so. | saw this message he left on the noticeboard. 
LB call Tobe.’ 
‘LB?’ 


‘Yeah, it’s one of these pervs in the chat room, but this 
one Belchy knows personal and sometimes he'll just leave a 
message there.’ 


Someone whose line he doesn’t trust to be secure, 
thought Wield. 


‘And did this LB ring?’ 


‘Yeah. A bit later. Didn’t need to make a note of that, it 
were really short. LB said what? And Belchy said he’d told 
his mate the money was through and was it? And LB said he 
always did what he said he’d do and mebbe Tobe should 
remember that. End of call.’ 


‘Doesn’t sound very friendly.’ 


‘No,’ said the boy. ‘Come to think of it, when I’ve heard 
‘em before, Belchy and LB, | mean, they’ve always sounded 
a lot more friendly.’ 


‘And the man in Sheffield didn’t sound like a close friend 
either from what you Say.’ 


‘Him? No, definitely not.’ 


‘But you said that Belchamber talked about “his mate’s 
money” when he was talking to LB. Why should that be, do 
you think?’ 


‘Don’t know. Yeah, it is a bit funny. | mean, old Belchy’s 
really posh. Not the kind of guy goes around calling people 
mate, know what | mean? But he did call the Sheffield guy 
mate a couple of times. Mebbe he was trying to suck up to 
him, do you think?’ 


‘Yes,’ said Wield softly. ‘Maybe he was. Lee, you’ve done 
well, picking all this up.’ 


The boy’s face lit up. 

‘You reckon? 

‘Well, you know. Keeps your mind off the job, doesn’t it?’ 
‘And how long have you been working for old Belchy?’ 


‘Few weeks now. Real regular. It’s good money and no 
hassle.’ 


‘You sound like you sort of like him?’ 


Lee looked at Wield blankly and said, ‘Like him? He’s a 
punter. | mean, someone like you | can like, but not a punter 
... liking don’t come into it ... and he treats me like a kid 


‘Sorry?’ 


‘Well, he goes on like I’m just a kid, you know, ten or 
eleven or such. He’s got these clothes he likes me to put on, 
school uniform, green blazer with yellow edging, grey shorts 
and acap, all that crap, and he gets narked if | say owt that 
a grown-up would say. Other times he dresses up like them 
soldiers in that film Gladiator and |’ve got to run around 
bare arse like I’m a slave or summat. Still, it’s his money 
and you gotta give what you get paid for, that’s how things 
work, right?’ 


‘I’m afraid it is, Lee,’ said Wield with infinite sadness. ‘I’m 
afraid it is.’ 


‘Let me get this straight,’ said Dalziel. ‘While this lad’s 
under the table chewing his dick, Belchamber’s chatting 
away with his dodgy clients on the phone? Or else he’s on 
his computer giving a running commentary to some other 
sad shirt-lifters? God, that makes the bastard thick and 
Sick!’ 


‘Wouldn’t call him thick,’ said Wield. ‘It’s a power thing. 
The lad doing this to him is a Roman slave. Or else he’s a 
ten-year-old schoolboy. That uniform Lee mentioned sounds 
like Thistle Hall Prep School to me. | checked. That’s where 
Belchamber went. Mebbe something bad happened to him 
there.’ 


‘Not bad enough. He’s a disgusting excuse for a human 
being,’ said Pascoe fervently. ‘I’ve never liked him. It will be 
a pleasure to send him down.’ 


‘Hang about’ said Dalziel. ‘Let’s not get ahead of 
ourselves. OK, one reading of this is that Belchamber’s put a 
toe over the line and may be acting as a bagman for one of 


his dodgy clients, though | can’t for the life of me 
understand why he should. In fact it seems so unlikely that | 
reckon we take a long cold look at things afore we go 
steaming in on the basis of some scribbles that a rent boy 
has given to Quentin Crisp here.’ 


One thing about the Fat Man, he didn’t wrap things up in 
fancy paper. 


Or perhaps (mind-boggling thought!) he believed he did. 


Pascoe said, ‘Let’s wire Lubanski up, get something we 
can produce in evidence. In any case it’ll be better if we can 
assess what’s being said for ourselves.’ 


‘No,’ said Wield very firmly.’I’ll not have that.’ 


‘Oh?’ said Pascoe, taken aback. ‘Do you intend arguing 
that or merely asserting it?’ 


Dalziel looked from his sergeant to his chief inspector 
and for a moment thought about settling back to enjoy a 
rare public confrontation between them. 


Then both personal regard and professional responsibility 
kicked in and he said dismissively, ‘Doesn’t need arguing. 
Lad’s got to strip off to change into his school uniform. | bet 
the Belch watches, so while he’s running around in the buff, 
where’s he going to keep a wire hidden? Could try for a 
phone tap, but doubt we’d get it. Things go wrong, no one’s 
going to fancy having Belchamber shitting on us from a 
great height. No, we’ll have to stick with the lad. What’s his 
motive giving you this stuff anyway, Wieldy?’ 


It was with great reluctance that Wield had let Lee get 
into the Fat Man’s rattle-bag. Though even Dalziel probably 
found the notion of sex slavery abhorrent, he drew the line 
at human rights for snouts. Belchamber’s involvement plus 
his sense that this latest bit of info related to something 
really big had made it impossible to preserve the boy’s 


anonymity. But no way was he going to discuss the true 
nature of Lee’s motivation. He tried to imagine the landslip 
of emotion running down that Beachy Head of a face if he 
replied now, ‘He wants me for his dad.’ Almost worth it just 
to see. Almost. He said, ‘He hates Belchamber’s guts.’ 


It wasn’t true. In fact Lee seemed almost as indifferent to 
Belchamber as a human being as the lawyer was to him. But 
it would do for the Fat Man. 


‘Does he now?’ Dalziel shuddered. ‘Jesus! If you ever get 
a notion that I’m letting some bugger who hates my guts 
get his teeth anywhere near my dick, be sure to let me 
know! So let’s see what we’ve got. Mate. You think this guy 
in Sheffield could be Mate Polchard. Rings a bell, we were 
talking about him just the other day, weren’t we?’ 


‘Was in the Syke with Roote. They played chess 
together,’ said Pascoe, who suspected the Fat Man 
remembered full well and was merely testing his reaction. 


‘That’s it. Don’t think young Franny could be 
masterminding this job, whatever it is, do you, Pete?’ said 
Dalziel with heavy jocularity. ‘Fits your Mr Big profile to aT.’ . 


‘ll wait till we’re certain that it is Polchard who’s 
involved before making up my mind, sir,’ said Pascoe, po- 
faced. 


‘Good thinking. Wieldy, you’ve checked Polchard out?’ 


‘Christmas at his cottage in Wales. Left on Boxing Day. 
Spotted in Sheffield the week before Christmas.’ 


‘Spotted where? Doing what?’ 


‘The shops,’ said Wield. ‘Christmas stuff. Nothing furtive. 
Looked like he was shopping till he dropped, then off back to 
the countryside for Christmas.’ 


‘So he’d have been around same time as this DI Rose 
was getting a sniff of a big job overspilling on to our patch. 
Pete?’ 


‘I've spoken to Rose. Low key. Didn’t want to get him too 
excited.’ 


Which had been difficult. His sense of exultation had 
come bubbling down the line and Pascoe had had to work 
very hard to keep the cork in. 


‘Listen’ he’d urged, ‘this could be nothing. My advice, 
don’t go shouting round the office. If it comes to nothing, 
you'll look dafter than before. If it comes to something big, 
then someone bigger than you will lift it out of your lap. 
Good security too. Fewer people who know, less chance of 
some idiot blowing things. Walls have ears, remember?’ 


This argument seemed to impress. Perhaps Rose had 
suffered from idle gossip. 


‘You're right there,’ he said. ‘Round here they’ve got 
bloody tongues too!’ 


‘Anything more from your snout?’ 


‘Still no sign of the bugger. His cronies say he’s still in 
London, but nobody has an address. | bet he’s too scared to 
come back. Someone’s really put the frighteners on him.’ 


‘Someone like Mate Polchard?’ suggested Pascoe. That 
kind of strength, yeah.’ 


They left it that Rose was going to put out cautious 
feelers to check if Polchard was back in town and, once 
found, mount a distant surveillance on him. 


‘It’s all owt or nowt,’ said Dalziel fretfully. ‘This other guy, 
LB, the one your snout thinks must be one of his creepy 
computer chums, how’s that working out, 


‘Wieldy?’ 


‘I’m working on it,’ said Wield. ‘But these closed chat 
rooms aren’t easy. Lots of checks, codes and passwords. 
And once you’re in, everyone uses screen names.’ 


‘Like Tobe? What sort of fucking name’s that?’ 


‘A rather obvious sort, I’d have said’ declared Pascoe. ‘I'd 
guess he calls himself Toby, in reference to Sir Toby Belch in 
Twelfth Night. Can’t work out LB though’ 


‘Better revise your Shakespeare then, hadn’t you?’ 
growled Dalziel, who didn’t mind showing off himself but 
deplored it in his underlings. ‘This chat room, all else fails, 
can we do the slimy sod for that?’ 


‘Not unless they’re using it to download obscene material 
under the Act’ said Wield. ‘Or procuring minors for illegal 
acts. But if they’re just a bunch of like-minded souls who 
want a place where they can let it all hang out and talk 
dirty, it’s hard to touch them’ 


‘If he’s into this, isn’t he likely to be into one of the big 
hard-core rings?’ said Pascoe. 


‘Possibly’ Wield hesitated, then went on, ‘My reading of 
Belchamber, though, is that he’s too careful to let himself 
get into something like that which he can’t really control’ 


‘Not so careful if he chats on the phone with a rent boy 
dangling from his dick’ said Pascoe. 


‘| think that’s all part of it’ said Wield. ‘To a lot of people, 
danger’s an essential part of sex. We’ve all got extremes we 
like to go to. If we’re lucky, we find someone else willing to 
make the trip. Belchamber wants the danger, wants the 
extremes, but he’s a lawyer. Maximize the professional 
profit, minimize the personal risk. That’s what he likes so 
much about Lee. He looks like he’s ten, and Belchamber 
makes him act like he’s ten, but in fact he’s nineteen. If it all 
went pear-shaped, what have we got? No law against sexual 


relations with a nineteen-year-old. So Belchamber gets the 
paedo’s kick without the risk. And doing business while he’s 
getting a blow job is the same. It feels really wild, but he 
thinks he’s too powerful relative to the boy to be in any 
danger of disclosure’ 


Pascoe was used to listening to Wield’s cool, detailed 
analyses of situations and cases, but though the tone was 
as dispassionate as ever, there was some pulse running 
beneath the surface here that he’d rarely detected before. 


Dalziel said, ‘Another possibility. We’re sure, are we, that 
this kid, as well as sucking Belchamber’s plonker, isn’t 
pulling yours?’ 


For a moment Pascoe thought the Fat Man was 
questioning Wield’s relationship with Lubanski, then he 
made the shift from the literal to the figurative. 


‘Certain, sir,’ said Wield. ‘And after the Linford case and 
the Praesidium thing, he’s got the track record to back it.’ 


‘The security van thing, tell us about that again. Seems 
funny for old Belchy to be mixed up with such a bunch of 
losers.’ 


‘They may be losers, sir,’ said Pascoe. ‘But we haven't 
had a sniff of them since. Even the van’s vanished off the 
face of the earth.’ 


‘They’d want something for their efforts, wouldn’t they?’ 
growled Dalziel. ‘Either it’s being gutted and the bits sold off 
through some dodgy dealer, or maybe they shipped the 
whole thing across to Ireland and it’s running around Dublin 
as we speak. But what’s Belchamber’s connection?’ 


‘Don’t know. Lubanski came in from the shower - 
Belchamber likes him clean and smelling of carbolic soap - 
and just caught the end of a conversation. Belchamber said, 


“and the Praesidium van?” and the other guy said, “we'll hit 
it Friday”.’ 

‘Not a lot,’ said the Fat Man. ‘Was this other voice the 
same as the man in Sheffield?’ 

‘| asked. Lee couldn't say.’ 


‘Could be the aim of the Praesidium job was to bankroll 
the big job,’ said Pascoe. 


‘Failed miserably then.’ 


‘So maybe Polchard’s had to go elsewhere for the 
money, which might explain how Belchamber got involved.’ 


‘No, he must’ve been involved already if he were talking 
to someone about the van before it got hit,’ objected 
Dalziel. ‘Look, until we’ve got a better idea what we’re 
dealing with - and it could turn out to be a bag of bones 


after all - let’s proceed with caution. Wieldy, I'll leave this 
lad in your tender loving care for the time being, but if ever | 
feel the need, I'll pick the young sod up myself and shake 


him around till I’m sure there’s nowt else to come out. Now 
bugger off, the two of you. We’ve got nowt but mustard 
seeds here. I’m relying on you pair either to water them or 
piss on them pretty damn quick.’ 


At the door Pascoe paused. 

‘Sir’ he said. 

‘What? Unless it’s about Roote, in which case sod off, I’m 
busy.’ 


‘What’s Novello doing with her nose stuck in the 
Wordman file?’ 


‘She’s doing what she’s been told off to do, lad, and a bit 
more besides. I’d watch that lass. | reckon she’s after your 
job.’ 


‘And welcome to it most days. Shall | ask her direct 
then?’ 


With a sigh, Dalziel explained what he was up to, most of 
it anyway. 


‘So how’s she doing so far?’ 
‘She’s spoken to Pomona, put her on guard.’ 


He gave Pascoe a quick summary of Novello’s account of 
her visit to the library. 


‘And Penn was showing Rye bits of the “Lorelei” poem? 
Isn’t that as good as an admission he was the one did the 
break-in?’ 


‘Not so. Il’d mentioned Lorelei to him and he’s sharp at 
putting things together, is Charley. Couldn’t resist stirring 
the pot a bit, but | reckon the significant thing is Charley 
apologizing and being what passes for conciliatory in a tyke- 
bred Kraut. | reckon that Christmas Day really was just down 
to too much sauce and he regretted it later. He wants 
Pomona lulled so’s his tabloid wolf can gobble up little Red 
Riding Hood unawares.’ 


‘| see,’ said Pascoe. ‘Sir, it is going to be all right, isn’t it?’ 


Pascoe, though he hadn’t opposed them, had never been 
totally happy about the liberties they’d taken with the 
official version of events that day out at Stang Tarn. 


‘Worried about your pension?’ laughed the,Fat Man. ‘No 
need. If it comes to that, you can share mine.’ 


The laughter still echoing in his ears, How come it’s only 
my pension that’s at risk? wondered Pascoe. 


Down in the canteen, Shirley Novello and Hat Bowler 
were looking into the future but with no thought of pensions. 


It had been Novello who proposed a chat over a cup of 
coffee and it hadn’t started well. 


‘| was at the library this morning,’ said Novello. ‘Had a 
talk with your girl.’ 


‘What the hell for?’ said Hat fiercely. 
‘Just to see she was all right.’ 


‘Oh yes? And what business is that of yours? Mebbe you 
Should keep your nose out.’ 


Oh shit, thought Novello. When love came in the window, 
reason went out the door. Time to summon the bogeyman. 


‘It was Mr Dalziel’s idea. You want | should tell Mr Dalziel 
to keep his nose out? Or would you rather do it yourself?’ 


For a moment Hat looked as if he might be seriously 
contemplating this, then reality set in and he said, ‘So what 
did he tell you to do?’ 


Novello explained. She held nothing back. Dalziel had 
told her to handle things in her own way and that didn’t 
include risking alienation of a colleague she might have to 
depend on at some future juncture. 


Bowler seemed determined to be stupid. 


‘So he thinks that Penn’s trying to get the papers 
interested in a scandal, only there’s no scandal to get them 
interested in, is there? How much time and money are they 
going to waste on that, do you think? No story, end of story.’ 


‘You’re not looking at this straight on, Hat’ she said. 
‘Think of it this way. We collect evidence of what we think is 
a crime and we send it off to the CPS and half the time they 
look at what we think is a water-tight case and send it back 
saying, “Sorry no can do, won’t stand up in court.” So, a 
good case to us looks like crap to them, right?’ 


‘Yeah but’ 


‘The newspapers are to us what we are to the CPS. What 
looks like crap to us can look like a good case to them. They 


don’t have to worry about proving things in court. Hints, 
allegations, lots of stuff in quotes, given half a chance they 
can probably make us look like we’re doing more covering 
up than a drag queen.’ 


‘Yeah, but if no one’s done anything wrong, they can’t 
hurt us, can they?’ 


Could he really be so naive? wondered Novello. 


‘If they find a story to run they’ll run it hard,’ she said 
patiently. ‘There’ll be questions, maybe another enquiry. 
You've been through one already, one that was on your side, 
and you came out a hero. The papers loved you. But love 
dies. Another scenario, another role. You may come out 
clean again, but that doesn’t mean you won’t be damaged. 
You know how it works, nothing on the record, but at every 
promotion board, someone asks, wasn’t he the one ... ? 
Same with Rye. Yes, on paper she’s good, but do you 
recall...’ 


‘They still need a story to run,’ he said obstinately. 


‘OK, try this. Librarian screws boss in country cottage. 
Jealous lover catches them at it. There’s a fight. Lover stabs 
rival to death. Thirteen times.’ 


‘That’s a load of garbage!’ 
‘Not the thirteen stabs. I’ve read the PM report.’ 


Hat said, ‘Listen, Novello, don’t you think | haven’t been 
through all this? | was on my back with that bastard on top 
of me. He’d stabbed me already, would have killed me if Rye 
hadn’t hit him with a bottle. That must’ve made him drop 
the knife and he started hitting me with this heavy glass 
dish and would probably have finished the job with that if | 
hadn’t got hold of the knife somehow and stabbed him with 
it.’ 


‘Yeah. Thirteen times. Mainly in the back, though you did 
manage to get him a good one under the ribs too. That 
would probably have been enough without the other dozen.’ 


For a moment it looked as if he was going to explode in 
resentful anger. Instead he closed his eyes tight and knotted 
his fists tighter, then slowly forced himself to relax. 


‘We were fighting, him for his freedom, me for my life,’ 
he said quietly. ‘We rolled around a bit, | suppose, but 
mainly he was on top of me with my arms round him, so his 
back was the easiest target. | don’t remember much. | was 
losing consciousness. All | knew was while | still had an 
ounce of strength left, | had to use it against him.’ 


‘And of course you were defending your girl’s honour,’ 
said Novello lightly. ‘Real picture-book heroics.’ 


To her surprise he grinned at her mockery. 


That’s how it started maybe, but not how it finished. In 
the end it was all about me being scared shitless. Literally, | 
gather. | was convinced | was going to die and | was 
terrified. You must know the feeling, Novello. You’ve been 
there.’ 


Her hand went to the shoulder where she’d taken the 
bullet that had come close to killing her. 


‘Not straight off’ she said. ‘For a time | was out of it. Still 
breathing, still moving, but too shocked to feel much. Later 
though, when it looked like all of us were going to end up 
dead and | was too weak even to think about resistance, 
then | got scared.’ 


‘Shitless?’ he said. 


‘I may have pee’d myself, but we ended up so wet there 
was no way of telling’ she said, smiling at him in a sharing 
moment. Then the smile faded and she said in a 
businesslike voice, ‘OK, however you finished, you started 


off being a hero. In your statement you say that when you 
burst into the cottage, you found Rye and Dee struggling, 
both naked, lots of blood. And you assumed’ 


‘| assumed nothing! | saw he was attacking her. And it 
wasn’t just sexual, though that was bad enough. The 
bastard was trying to kill her!’ 


‘Because of the knife, you mean? And because you’d 
worked out that all the evidence pointed to Dee being the 
killer known as the Wordman? If there hadn’t been a 
Wordman connection and you’d come across the same 
scene, what would you have thought?’ 


‘The same’ he said promptly. ‘OK, different motivation. 
He’d wanted sex, she’d turned him down, he’d got nasty, 
tried to force her, and when she fought back, he lost it.’ 


‘Right’ she said thoughtfully. ‘But even given his sole aim 
was to kill her, there must have been some sexual element 
in the attack all the same. | mean, in your hospital 
statement you say she was naked, right?’ 


‘Yeah. He must have torn her clothes off her, obvious.’ 


‘Fair enough. No mention of this in the inquest evidence 
though.’ 


‘No need. It wasn’t down as an attempted rape.’ 


‘No, of course not,’ she said. ‘Then there’s Rye’s injuries. 
It’s on record she needed treatment, but mainly for shock. 
Physically there was nothing but a few scratches and a little 
bruising. No need for this to figure in the inquest record 
either, nor in the enquiry report. She was attacked, she was 
terrified, that was enough.’ 


‘What’s your point?’ said Hat. ‘In fact, what’s the point of 
any of this? Like | say, I’ve been through it all before, with 
Mr Dalziel and with the enquiry. So why the hell do | have to 
sit here being interrogated by someone who knows nothing 


about the case and whose only claim to seniority is that 
she’s been a DC a few months longer than me?’ 


‘Do | have to explain it all again?’ she said wearily. ‘Mr 
Dalziel, and the enquiry team too, they had the same aim, 
to clarify the truth, but they had a bloody good idea what 
the truth they wanted to clarify was. Dee, the psychopathic 
serial killer, had been prevented from carrying out his last 
murder by the intervention of Bowler, the modest young 
hero. That is the gospel truth in the authorized version. Only 
there’s Penn’s revised version, which Fat Andy thinks he’s 
persuaded the forces of Anti-Christ, better known as the 
tabloid press, to take an interest in. We can assume the 
cunning bastards will get hold of everything I’ve got hold of. 
And what we’ve got to ask ourselves so that we can be 
ready for it, is what are they likely to make of things like the 
thirteen stab wounds on Dee’s body? The fact that they 
were made by the deadly weapon with which he was 
attacking Rye, indicating clearly that he’d been disarmed 
when he was killed? The absence of any significant and life- 
threatening wounds on Rye’s body?’ 


She could have added Rye’s nudity and the lack of any 
forensic evidence indicating that her clothes had been 
removed by force, but she felt she’d gone far enough. Hat, 
she observed with a pang, was looking worse than he had at 
any time since his return to duty. Then, apart from a little 
pallor, he had shown no signs of his illness, but had moved 
and behaved with all his old ebullience. Now he looked 
Careworn and a decade older. 


‘So what do you make of it, Shirl?’ he asked. 


She hated Shirl, didn’t much care for Shirley, was happy 
to be simply Novello which had a neutrality to match her 
work clothing. But Bowler’s rare use of her first name 
signalled dependency rather than condescension. 


‘Not much, and | doubt they’ll make much either, not 
without they get something else, like a few good quotes 
from you or from Rye,’ she said reassuringly. ‘So take care.’ 


‘You bet,’ he said, getting up. ‘Back to the grind. See you 
upstairs.’ 


She watched him go. She had no special feeling for Hat, 
but there was a quality of brightness and bounce about him 
which it was hard to resist, and she wasn’t happy to have a 
part in snuffing it out. She hoped she’d been telling the” 
truth about the likely tabloid reaction, but she doubted it. If, 
as Dalziel suspected, one of the papers had already 
committed an undercover investigative reporter to the case, 
they weren’t going to step away from it without at the very 
least a mud-stirring article. There was enough material here 
already for that and she’d barely got going on her devil’s 
advocate assignment. But of course, it wasn’t just that 
which would be bothering Bowler. He too was a detective 
and she doubted if she’d asked any questions he hadn’t 
already asked himself. She just hoped to God that he’d have 
the nous not to ask Rye. She herself hardly knew the 
woman, thought her interesting, and was certain there was 
a lot more to her than met the eye. If that lot more had 
included opening her pages to her librarian boss, that was 
her business and Hat would be well advised not to make it 
his. 


But if it made a tabloid headline, it would take a stronger 
will than she guessed he possessed to keep his lips glued. 
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Wed Dec 26th 
My dear Mr Pascoe, 


Have you had a good Christmas? | have, in fact so good 
that only now does it seem I’ve had time or energy to sit 
down and write to you. Perhaps you'd have preferred it if | 
hadn’t bothered? | hope not, but in any case it’s no longer a 
matter of choice. They say in China that if you save 
someone's life then it becomes your responsibility. In a way 
you may have saved mine by putting me in the Syke, so 
now you’re having to pay the price. 


Last time | wrote | was on my way to Zurich. 


God, what a wonderful city! You can almost smell the 
money! But that | know will be of little interest to one so 
unmaterialistic as yourself, so let me hasten to matters 
more to your taste, such as art, history, and the pursuit of 
knowledge. 


From the point of view of new material, my short stay 
was as unproductive as | anticipated. To dig up anything 
new from ground already carefully riddled by Sam and 
Albacore, | would have needed a vast supply of serendipity, 
and I'd already used mine in making a possible connection 
between Beddoes and Fichtenburg. But good biography is as 
much concerned with getting inside the mind of its subject 
as establishing external facts about him, and | think | got a 
great deal out of simply strolling around the city, imagining | 
was that other lonely, disaffected and unattached exile, 
Thomas Lovell Beddoes. 


You, of course, by instinct and training, are expert at 
tracking motives. How much easier would it be with you at 
my side for me to understand what made Beddoes, shortly 
before his twenty-second birthday and shortly after having 
taken his degree at Oxford where he had begun to establish 
a reputation as a poet, decide to leave England and spend 


nearly all the remainder of his life in Germany and 
Switzerland? In particular, how could someone who so 
clearly loved the English tongue as much as he did have 
pretty well relegated it to his second language by the time 
he died? 


Sam’s theory is that everything can be traced to the 
boy’s early exposure to the brutal realities of death, and to 
the devastatingly early loss of his powerful father. If we look 
at the three main energy centres of Beddoes’ life, we can 
see how they all relate to his father, and how they’re all 
preoccupied with man’s struggle against the ultimate 
enemy. 


Through medicine he seeks for ways to understand and 
conquer it while at the same time looking for any evidence 
in flesh, blood and bone of the existence of the soul. While 
he does not seem inclined to follow his father in channelling 
his medical skills into improving the health of the 
underprivileged (Beddoes Sr founded the quaintly named 
Institute for the Sick and Drooping Poor!), Thomas Lovell 
actively supports - sometimes at personal risk - what today 
we would call human rights movements throughout 
Germany. And, of course, through the creative power of his 
imagination he attempts to grapple hand to hand with the 
Arch-Fear. 


So why come to Germany? The answer lies in what I’ve 
just written. Here he could be at the cutting edge (ho ho) of 
medical research; here there were strong undercurrents of 
social revolution such as only rarely made themselves felt in 
dull, complacent little England; and here with its dark 
forests and dramatic castles and sweeping rivers and 
turbulent mythology lay the true Gothic heart of Europe 
which, since the Jacobeans, the British had only dabbled 
their toes in. 


But in the end he sees that his attack has failed on all 
three fronts. 


| visited the site of the old town theatre which Beddoes 
hired for a night in a last sad attempt to pluck some morsel 
of comfort out of his disintegrating life by dressing young 
Konrad Degen up in hose and doublet and putting the poor 
lad on the stage as Hotspur. 


Sam muses that perhaps Beddoes saw Hotspur, an 
uncomplicated, impulsive, brave, honourable, poetry- 
mocking, life-loving man of action, as the kind of son who 
wouldn’t have let his father die. Or perhaps the only way a 
man can really bring a father back to life is to become him 
by having a son yourself. 


Poor Beddoes. For a moment | slipped out of my skin and 
time into his and felt his pain, and felt too, what is worse, 
his faith that the future must be better than the past and 
that by the time we reached, say, the twenty-first century, 
the world would have taken large steps towards Utopia. 


But enough of these dolorous imaginings! The festive 
season was waiting for me back at Fichtenburg. Let me tell 
you how | have celebrated it. 


On my return to the castle early in the evening of 
December 23rd, | found Linda and her party had arrived that 
morning. She greeted me warmly with her version of the 
Continental kiss. One of the most popular videos on offer in 
the Syke was called Great British Sporting Moments (Dr 
Johnson was right; if you want a patriot, look in the jails!) 
and one of the Moments which got a particularly loud cheer 
was the old black-and-white footage of Henry Cooper 
flooring Cassius Clay, as he still was then, with a left hook. 


Linda’s bruising buss to the point of my cheekbone had 
much the same effect. | was still reeling from it as she 
followed it up with close enquiry into the progress of my 


researches. | got the impression she knew all about the 
pattern of my first couple of days there - Frau Buff, probably 
- and regarded my rather abrupt departure to Zurich as a 
pleasing demonstration of my capacity to put duty before 
pleasure. No hint she knew the form that pleasure took, 
thank God! 


She took the coincidence of the Stimmer connection with 
Beddoes in her stride, very much a Third Thought reaction. 
God’s hand is in everything; we should marvel all the time, 
not just on the odd occasion when our Spiritual caliginosity 
clears enough for us to glimpse Him at work. She has no 
real interest in Beddoes. She is backing me because by 
doing so she disobliges a lot of poncy academics, and also 
because (I make the point objectively not vaingloriously) in 
some as yet undefined way she likes the look of me. 


She foresaw no problem in getting the Stimmers to 
permit examination of the Keller painting. That’s her real 
strength. She simply doesn’t admit the possibility of failure! 


But | could tell she was genuinely pleased by my 
progress, for suddenly she apologized - with that 
brusqueness you encounter in people who are not used to 
apologizing - for a regrettable but necessary interference 
with my scholastic privacy. It seems that her party has 
swollen some way beyond its opening numbers (politicos 
love a freebie!) and pressure on room. space has 
necessitated putting someone in the chalet’s second 
bedroom. 


The good news was that it was Frere Jacques. 
| said, ‘That would just be Jacques by himself, would it?’ 


She took my point immediately and said, ‘Yes. Doleful 
Dierick’s back at the Abbey, making sure the Brothers don’t 
enjoy Christmas too much. But | should warn you, he’s 
threatening to join us for New Year.’ 


Well, sufficient is the evil, etc, and | said I’d be delighted 
to have Jacques’ company, and | meant it. A chaperon was 
just what | needed. Timid and naive Mouse might be, but 
she’s her mother’s child, and Linda is a woman who hates to 
leave a job undone. 


| met Mouse on my way down to the chalet. She greeted 
me with what looked like unfeigned delight, reproached me 
for my abrupt disappearance, and said that Zazie and Hildi 
had told her to wish me a very merry Christmas on their 
behalf. 


‘ Carefully | looked for hidden meaning. With relief, | 
found none. 


In the chalet | discovered Frere Jacques sitting at the 
kitchen table writing. 


He too expressed great pleasure at seeing me and also 
tried to apologize for breaking in on my scholarly privacy. 


| told him | was delighted to have the company, and 
hoped he didn’t mind being separated from Linda’s main 
party. 

‘Good heavens, no!’ he laughed. ‘They seem as boring a 
bunch of politicos as you could hope to find outside of your 
House of Commons tea-room.’ 


‘No plans to seduce them to Third Thought?’ | said slyly. 


That might be a problem, as a Third Thought clearly 
requires two other thoughts to go before it,’ he replied 
gravely. Then he grinned and said, ‘But you can’t be a 
Christian without believing six impossible things before 
breakfast, so I’m calmly optimistic.’ 


Now this was unbuttoning with a vengeance! Again that 
hesitant, doubtful part of my mind, always looking at the 
Shadows in the sunniest scenes, made me recall that old 
stratagem of Machiavelli's, that the best way to get a man 


to let you into his confidence is to offer him the illusion of 
free admission into your own first. 


What a trouble to me is this inability to give my trust 
without stint, but | did feel easy enough with him to ask 
outright what he was doing spending Christmas at 
Fichtenburg when | should have thought a man in his line of 
work might have found the season making other calls on his 
time. 


He said, ‘Do not imagine because | mock these politicos 
that | despise them. For Third Thought to prosper, it can’t be 
seen as a refuge for oddballs. We must appeal to ordinary 
people, and if they see people they trust trusting me, then 
they have taken a large step towards us.’ 


‘You think people trust politicians?’ | said. ‘You know that 
Linda is known as Loopy Linda in the British Press?’ 


‘You think that people trust the British Press?’ he 
countered. ‘Of course with her surname she was bound to 
be called Loopy. Most of your papers, like Shakespeare, 
would sell their souls for a bit of word-play! Whenever | get 
mentioned in your press, few of the journalists can resist the 
temptation to make a dormez-vous or sonnez les matines 
joke. If Linda reverted to her maiden name of Duckett, | 
dread to think what might ensue.’ 


This set the tone of the relationship between us and by 
the time the festivities were over, we were very good 
chums. He was sharp enough to notice how | avoided the 
company of Mouse and | countered by comparing her 
unfavourably with Emerald. 


‘Yes,’ he said. 1 thought you were somewhat struck with 
Miss Emerald.’ 


‘Funny,’ | said. ‘I thought much the same about you.’ 


Which made him laugh, but | felt those keen blue eyes 
checking me out for hidden meanings as he laughed. 


I’m really getting to like this guy. But | still made sure | 
kept the innermost casket of my soul firmly locked. It’s only 
with you, Mr Pascoe, that | feel able to reveal everything. 
Frere Jacques might wear the religious robe but it is you who 
are my sole confessor. 


So we had a great time. Even the religious bits were fun. 
Jacques presided at a decidedly ecumenical service in the 
music room on Christmas morning. His sermon was short, 
eloquent and entertaining, one of the politicos (a German) 
proved to be a dab hand on the piano, and both Linda and 
Mouse turned out to have very nice voices, the latter 
soprano, the former mezzo, which combined most 
pleasingly in a Bach anthem. They sang again, making a fair 
shot at the “Flower Song” in Lakme after the superb 
Christmas dinner which Frau Buff and her team of Coppelias 
provided, and each of us was then invited in turn to 
contribute to the entertainment. 


| felt a bit like poor old Caedmon as the foreigners did 
their various things very competently, and might have 
snuck off back to my cowshed if Linda hadn’t fixed me with 
her dominatrix gaze and said, ‘Franny, let’s have one for 
England, eh?’ 


Reluctantly | stood up. The only thing that came into my 
panicking mind was a comic poem of Beddoes, The New 
Cecilia’. His sense of humour is a mix of the dark surreal and 
the medical robust, and in this poem he tells of the alcoholic 
widow of St Gingo, who denies her dead husband’s capacity 
to work miracles with the words - 


He can no more work wonder 
Than a clyster-pipe thunder 
Or! sing a psalm with my nether-end. 


And she immediately pays the price. 
As she said it, her breakfast beginning on 
A tankard of home-brewed inviting ale, 
Lo! the part she was sitting and sinning on 
Struck the Old Hundredth up like a nightingale. 


And so it continues for the rest of her life, leading to the 
moral- 


Therefore, Ladies, repent and be sedulous 
In praising your lords, lest, ah well-a-day! 
Such judgment befall the incredulous 
And your latter ends melt into melody. 


As | launched into’ this, suddenly the huge 
inappropriateness of what | was doing struck me like a pink 
blancmange at a funeral feast. Here was | on Our Lord’s 
birthday in front of my devout patroness, her spiritual guru, 
and an audience of her distinguished friends reciting a 
poem about a saint’s widow farting psalm tunes! 


But, like the Widow Gingo, | could find no way to interrupt 
my flow. 


| dared not look at Linda. As | finished, | heard a choking 
sound come from her direction which at first | took for the 
beginning of an explosion of inarticulate rage. And then it 
matured into a long macaw-like screech of laughter. She 
laughed until the tears ran down her face. Most of her 
guests roared their approval too, and those who had to have 
Beddoes’ nineteenth-century idiom and sometimes 
convoluted syntax explained to them demanded a repeat 
performance which | embellished with a bit of body 
language which also went down very well. But when they 
urged me to give some further examples of Beddoes in 


merry mood, | modestly demurred. Leave ‘em laughing 
when you go was always a good maxim in the music halls. 


It occurred to me that it might also make a good motto 
for Third Thought, but I’d taken enough risks for one day so | 
kept it to myself! 


But life is real, life is earnest, and I’m beginning to feel 
the need to get down to some work on the book, so 
tomorrow I’m borrowing Linda’s car and heading off to 
Basel. 


Why Basel? Because that’s where poor Beddoes ended 
his life in January 1849. 


Despite being a doctor, his suicide was a long drawn out 
business, its first stage being a self-inflicted wound in his 
right leg in July 1848. It’s ironic that after a couple of 
decades of active involvement in radical politics, Beddoes 
Should have sunk to this pitch of despair in the very year 
when most German states were in a ferment of revolution. 
Initially it looked as if the radical cause was winning. In 
Frankfurt a German parliament was trying to draft a new 
liberal constitution uniting the whole of Germany, yet it was 
this same city that Beddoes left in the spring with his young 
friend, Konrad Degen, to wander through Germany and 
Switzerland for several weeks without showing the slightest 
interest in the fascinating new political situation. 


According to Beddoes’ cousin, Zoe King, Beddoes had 
been very depressed as a result of an infection contracted 
through a cut in his own skin while dissecting a corpse. Also, 
for reasons we do not know, he believed his republican 
friends had deserted him. His life must have seemed utterly 
empty when, after the failed theatrical debut of Konrad in 
Zurich, the friends quarrelled and the young baker headed 
back home. 


So Beddoes moved to Basel and wounded his leg. 
Perhaps he intended to sever an artery and bleed to death. 
Strangely off target for such a devoted student of anatomy, 
he was taken to hospital where he attempted to finish the 
job by deliberately letting the wound become infected, he 
hoped fatally. Again he was only partially successful, the 
part in question being his right leg below the knee, which 
was amputated in September of that year after gangrene 
set in. 


By January, apparently recovered in spirits and reconciled 
with young Konrad who'd been installed in lodgings nearby, 
he was fit enough to make excursions from his hospital 
room. On one of these he obtained poison of some kind - not 
difficult if you were a doctor - and that was that. 


How sad - not that he should die, for we all must come to 
that - but that he who had such talent, such intelligence, 
and such opportunity, should have ended up so depressed 
and disappointed and disillusioned that life lost all meaning 
for him. 


He left a note, addressed to one of the two important 
men in his life, both of them lawyers. He was articled for a 
while to the first of these, Thomas Kelsall, a Southampton 
solicitor. The law career came to nothing, but a friendship 
was formed which remained one of the few constants in 
Beddoes’ existence. Without the correspondence between 
these two we would know even less of Beddoes’ life than we 
do, and without Kelsall’s unselfish enthusiasm for the 
poetry, very little of it might have survived. 


The other lawyer, to whom the note was addressed, was 
a man called Revell Phillips of the Middle Temple who seems 
to have become Beddoes’ consultant on financial matters, 
though, as with Kelsall, there was clearly something much 
deeper in the relationship. Together, Sam speculates, these 


two lawyers may have provided in some wise the substitute 
he was always seeking for that father he lost so young. 


In the note Beddoes writes the phrase which provided 
Sam with the title for his book. 


| should have been among other things a good poet. 
And typically he ends with a macabre jest. 


Buy for Dr Ecklin [his attending physician] one of Reade 
‘s best stomach pumps. 


Knowing, of course, that next time Ecklin sees him he'll 
be dead from poisoning! 


It’s a letter that makes me cry every time | read it. And 
smile too. He was truly a merry mad tragic figure. 


But | mustn’t end on a melancholy note this letter which 
has been concerned with this most merry of times! | hope 
you and yours have had as good a Christmas as | have. 


Yours fondly, 
Franny 


Pascoe frowned as he read the letter, then tossed it 
across to Ellie who read it and laughed out loud. 


‘What?’ he said. 


‘The farting poem. | begin to warm to Beddoes. Who on 
earth is St Gingo, or did he just make him up for the rhyme?’ 


‘Wouldn’t be surprised. Making things up to suit his own 
weird purposes, sounds just the sort of thing that would 
appeal to Roote.’ 


‘And what precisely do you think he’s making up here?’ 


Pascoe thought, then said, ‘Himself. He’s making himself 
up. This jolly, sociable fellow who gets on with people and 
has serious conversations with his spiritual advisor and goes 


off to work out of sense, of duty. He’s telling me, “Look, Mr 
Pascoe, | can be anything | want to be. Try to get hold of me 
and you'll find yourself clutching air.”’ 


‘Ah, now I’m with you. He’s telling you this in the same 
way he told you he’d just bashed Albacore over the head 
and left him to burn to death in the Dean’s Lodging?’ said 
Ellie. ‘Peter, | suggested you got this business sorted, but | 
meant by doing your job. All you seem to be doing is diving 
into Roote’s letters like some religious fanatic reading 
Nostradamus’s texts and finding in them whatever fits his 
particular world-picture.’ 


‘Yeah? Well, Nostradamus was mad too,’ said Pascoe 
stubbornly. ‘And Pottle agreed there was something 
seriously disturbed about the guy when | showed him the 
letters.’ 


‘Yes, and didn’t he say that Haseen was a psychologist of 
good standing in the trade, not the idiot you took her for?’ 


‘Just shows how clever Roote is, doesn’t it?’ said Pascoe. 
‘All that crap about his father, she swallowed it hook, line 
and sinker.’ 


Ellie shuddered at the confused image and said, ‘So how 
about maybe it’s you who swallowed the crap?’ 


‘Sorry?’ 


‘What do you really Know about Roote’s childhood and 
early family background? | mean, where did you get it 
from?’ 


‘| don’t know, the records, | suppose.’ 


‘Right. But where did the stuff in the records come from? 
Maybe that’s the crap and Franny put it there. Maybe Ms 
Haseen was good enough to dig some of the truth out of 
Fran and, when he saw it in her book, he was really pissed 
off at how much he'd let slip.’ 


‘Yes, but it’s Roote in his letters that draws my attention 
to this. | mean, he’s not mentioned by name in Dark Cells, is 
he? I’d probably never have known about the sodding book 
if he hadn’t referred to it.’ 


‘Yes, but he knows you’re a clever clogs, Pete. OK, he 
may overdo the admiration for you, but my reading is, he’s 
only exaggerating what he really feels. In his eyes, you’d 
have no difficulty in tracking down the book and his part in 
it. So he makes a pre-emptive strike and draws your 
attention to it and his cleverness in deceiving Haseen about 
the father he never knew. Because that’s what he wants the 
world to think, that he never knew his father, that he never 
had this close worshipping relationship with him and 
suffered this huge psycho-trauma when he left them and’or 
died.’ 


Pascoe finished his coffee and rose from the breakfast 
table, shaking his head in mock wonderment. 


‘And to think’ he said, ‘you’re the one tearing me off for 
reading between the lines! | may be stretching things 
sometimes trying to break his code, but you're into 
astrology!’ 


He stooped and kissed her and made for the door. 
She called after him, ‘Don’t forget the champagne.’ 


They had decided to celebrate the New Year at home. 
They’d received a couple of party invitations, and Fat Andy 
had assured them that an invite to the Lord Mayor’s 
Hogmanay Hop in the old Town Hall was theirs for the arm- 
twisting, but they’d turned down everything on the grounds 
that they couldn’t get a babysitter. Which was probably true. 
But in fact Ellie knew she hadn’t tried very hard, and Peter 
hadn’t looked at all disappointed. Is this how middle age 
begins? she wondered. Which gloomy thought had made her 


insist that staying in didn’t mean they couldn’t celebrate 
expansively and expensively. 


‘And get the real stuff,’ she shouted after him. ‘None of 
your sodding Cava!’ 


‘You saying you can taste the difference?’ he shouted 
back. 


‘Maybe not, but | can read it!’ she yelled. 


She went up to her study to check on Rosie. The 
genealogy kit she’d got for Christmas had been a great hit, 
mainly because of a jocular suggestion in the preamble that 
a study of your ancestry could reveal that you were in fact 
really a prince or princess. 


‘Mum,’ she said when Ellie entered the room, ‘will | ever 
see Granddad Pascoe?’ 


Pascoe’s father lived in Australia with his eldest child, 
Susan. Ellie had met him once when she and Peter were 
students and she’d stayed overnight at their Warwickshire 
home. She hadn’t cared for the way he brought up his son’s 
plans to join the police force and tried to engage her in his 
objections against them. The fact that she too thought Peter 
would be throwing himself away made no _ difference. 
Fathers should be concerned about their children, but with 
warmth and understanding, not with chilly uncaring self- 
righteousness. She sometimes wondered, but not aloud, 
how large a part the desire to disoblige his father had 
played in helping Pascoe make up his mind to join the Force. 


It had come as no surprise when she re-engaged with 
Pascoe to learn that his father had joined his favourite 
daughter in Australia on retirement. He’d never been back. 
The loss of one grandfather to Alzheimer’s had clearly got 
Rosie wondering about the other. 


‘One day, I’m sure you will’ she said brightly. ‘And all 
your Australian cousins.’ 


Who might be all right. She’d seen photos and they 
looked quite normal. Anyway, there was time enough for 
Rosie to learn that families weren’t all sweetness and light. 


‘How’s it going, dear?’ she asked. Yesterday she’d got the 
impression that where dialectics had failed, simple tedium 
might be succeeding. 


‘It’s all right but | think Tig gets a bit bored’ said Rosie. 


Ellie smiled. More and more it was Tig who got bored, Tig 
who got hungry, Tig who got tired. It was a masterly 
transference strategy which left Rosie able to assert herself 
without overt selfishness. Everyone, thought Ellie, should 
have a Tig. 


It was certainly true that the little mongrel sitting under 
the desk had an air of patient long-suffering which seemed 
to say, this genealogy’s OK, but when does the action start? 


Now! was clearly the answer as Rosie’s mention of his 
name brought him to his feet with a tail wag that started at 
the neck. 


Rosie slid off her chair. 


‘Shall | clear up later?’ she said. ‘Tig looks like he might 
want to do a dump.’ 


Clearing away all her gear had been a condition of 
Rosie’s use of the study, but cleaning up after Tig got 
precedence. 


‘I'll do it,’ said Ellie, pretty sure she’d been conned again. 


She sat down at her desk and began to put together the 
genealogy pack. It was aimed at the young market, and the 
introductory blurb urged the tyro genealogist to press older 
relations for details of family history, adding, ‘but be careful. 


As people grow older, they are more likely to make little 
slips of memory. So double-check everything!’ 


Good advice. 


More or less the good advice she’d been giving to Peter 
about Roote. 


Would he take it? Maybe. Maybe not. 


On the other hand, she thought virtuously, there wasn’t 
much point going around dishing out good advice unless 
you were willing to take it yourself. 


And, because she always found the cloak of virtue a 
rather itchy cloth, she gave herself a good scratch by 
adding, and wouldn’t it be fun to toss the result of her own 
researches into Roote’s background in front of Peter and 
say, hey, | think you missed a bit! 


She got the pack papers in order and began to read from 
the beginning. 


The Old Town Hall clock, still standing proud despite the 
fact that its broad face which once enjoyed a clear view 
right out to the swell of the northern dales now had to 
squint through a jungle of tumescent modernity, gathered 
its strength and struck. 


The still and frosty air offered such little resistance to the 
note that even the benighted inhabitants of Lancashire must 
have been made aware that here in the very middle of 
God’s Own County the Old Year was on his way out and the 
New on her way in. 


For a moment there was no competition, then every bell 
in the town started ringing, rockets climbed into the air to 
dim the stars with their cascading colours, car horns 
sounded, revellers round the equine statue of the Grand Old 
Duke of York in Charter Park which already bore its 
traditional embellishment of streamers, toilet rolls, and 


inflated condoms, burst into raucous cheering while in the 
more sedate confines of the Old Town Hall itself, the guests 
at the Lord Mayor’s Hogmanay Hop let out a welcoming 
whoop, then started applying their tongues to the first 
serious business of the New Year. 


One of many things Dalziel liked about Cap Marvell was 
she gave as good as she got and they might have become 
linked in a lingual knot it would have taken an Alexander to 
sever if Margot, the Lady Mayoress, hadn’t exercised her 
droit de seigneuse by tapping him on the shoulder and 
saying, ‘Fair do’s, Andy. Save some for old Tom’s breakfast.’ 


‘By God, Marge, I’d not have liked to be in thy tag team!’ 
said Dalziel, massaging his shoulder where she’d tapped it. 


Not many people dared to call her Marge or make open 
reference to her former career as a female wrestler, but 
Margot was not in the mood to be offended. She grabbed 
Dalziel in a neck lock, gave him a kiss like a hot jam 
doughnut, said, ‘Happy New Year, Andy!’ then moved on to 
perform her consort duties round the rest of the guests. 


Dalziel winked at Cap then turned his attention to the 
age-honoured ceremony of embracing every woman of his 
acquaintance in turn and wishing them a Happy New Year. 
The greeting ranged from full-length body hug and mouth 
contact to a chaste cheek peck, though air-kissing happily 
had not penetrated the heart of Mid-Yorkshire. Dalziel, who 
was no grabber of unwilling ass, was usually able to gauge 
to a T the amount of pressure and skin contact each 
encounter required, but finding himself suddenly face to 
face with Rye Pomona, he paused uncertain. He’d been 
delighted if surprised to see Bowler escorting the young 
woman into the high-vaulted council chamber (now used 
solely for social functions since the erection of a modern 
state-of-the-art Civic Centre a few years back), delighted 
because Rye looked so much better than last time he’d seen 


her, and surprised that the young couple hadn’t found 
somewhere noisier, sweatier and younger for their night out. 
All had been explained when during his welcoming speech 
the mayor had mentioned their sadness at being without 
Councillor Steel (‘Save a fortune on catering but’ Dalziel had 
whispered to Cap). ‘On the other hand’ continued the 
mayor, ‘it gave him great pleasure to have as his personal 
guests the young people who had contributed so much to 
the final apprehension of the monster who murdered him.’ 


So young Bowler was on a freebie. Couldn’t blame him 
for accepting it, thought Dalziel as he saw the champagne 
corks flying from the mayoral table. And in fact as the 
evening went on, the average age of the guests seemed to 
get lower (or maybe it was just the huge quantities of 
various elixirs of youth being sunk!) and the band had 
proved up to anything from Scots traditional through strictly 
ballroom to dirty disco. 


Rye, Dalziel decided, was chaste cheek territory, but as 
he stooped to administer the salute, she turned her head 
and kissed him on the lips, not long, but long enough to 
make him think longer would have been nice. 


‘| hope you find everything your heart wants, Mr Dalziel’ 
she said seriously. 


‘You too, luv. You too.’ 


His gaze drifted to the woman standing next to her. Bit 
dumpy, but he liked that. Not bad looking, honey blonde 
hair over good shoulders, wearing a clinging blue dress cut 
low enough to show a piste of bosom it would be a pleasure 
to ski down. He didn’t know her though she wasn’t totally 
unfamiliar. There was a man by her side. He didn’t know him 
either, but he looked a bit of a tosser. Narrow, pointed face 
with restless eyes, one of those linen jackets that looks like 
it’s travelled from Hong Kong scrunched up in the bottom of 


a rucksack, brightly flowered silk shirt that showed his 
nipples, and a pair of trousers cut so tight it would take a 
chisel to get into the pockets which presumably was why he 
carried a handbag. No doubt there was some modern macho 
term for the male version, but Dalziel liked to call a spade a 
Spade. 


‘Happy New Year to you, too, luv’ he said, giving her the 
peck. 


‘You too, Superintendent,’ she said. 
‘Do | know you?’ he asked. 


‘We met briefly on Christmas Day but we weren’t 
introduced,’ she said. 


‘This is Myra Rogers, my next-door neighbour’ said Rye. 
‘lremember’ he said. ‘Nice to meet you again.’ 
‘And this is Tris, my escort’ said Mrs Rogers. 


Tris, the escort! Has she hired him for the night then? 
wondered Dalziel. Hope she got a money-back guarantee. 


The band which had greeted the New Year with a furious 
outburst of ‘Happy Days Are Here Again’ now decided that 
the time had come when the kissing had to stop and, with a 
bagpipe skirl, they announced the onset of ‘Auld Lang 
Syne’. 


Cap appeared at his side as they formed a circle. 
‘Had a good snog then?’ he asked her. 
‘Bruised but unbowed’ she said, ‘Here we go!’ 


‘Should auld acquaintance be forgot and never brought 
to mind 


They sang it once with feeling, then repeated the chorus 
at speed, all rushing into the centre of the circle. Dalziel 
targeted a man in the Social Service Department who'd 


given him some grief in a recent case and was pleased to 
see him retire badly winded. 


‘Well, that was fun, wasn’t it?’ said Cap. 


‘It were all right. Only one verse but, and even then they 
get the words wrong’ said Dalziel, who tended to get a bit 
SNP at Hogmanay. 


‘And you know them all, | Suppose?’ 


‘Bloody right. Me dad taught me and I’ve got the bruises 
to prove it. My favourite verse is second from last: 


And here’s a hand, my trusty fiere, 
Andgie’s a hand o’ thine; 

We'll tak a right good willie-waught 
For auld lang syne.’ 


‘Lovely’ she said. ‘But what on earth’s a “right good 
willie-waught”?’ 


‘Don’t know, but I’m hoping to give you one when we get 
home. Hello, young Bowler. Enjoying yourself?’ 


‘Yes, sir. Very much.’ 


‘Grand. Don’t get a taste for free champagne but. It can 
come pricey. Here, don’t rush off, they’ve just announced a 
Dashing White Sergeant.’ 


‘That would be Sergeant Wield, would it, sir?’ 


‘Don’t be cheeky. Grab that lass of thine and show us 
your style.’ 


‘Don’t think we can do this one, sir.’ 
‘Then it’s time you bloody learnt.’ 


It was a terrifying experience being in the same set as 
Andy Dalziel, who moved his great bulk around with what at 


first seemed like reckless abandon, but quickly it dawned on 
Hat that the Fat Man was in perfect control. Like Henry VHI 
Shaking a leg at Hampton Court, he was at the centre of all 
movement, directing by command and example. And if he 
was the king, Rye was the queen. Hat knew from visits to 
discos what a natural mover she was, but tonight was the 
first time he’d seen her in more formal dances and it was a 
revelation which made him feel gauche and inadequate. 


As the music came to an end and the dancers started to 
move away in search of refreshment, Dalziel clapped his 
hands thunderously and shouted, ‘Nay, lads, we’re just 
getting warmed up! More! More!’ Recognizing the voice of 
authority when they heard it, the band launched into the 
tune once again, and Hat too reluctantly turned back to the 
fray. But strangely it was Rye who resisted. Her hand felt 
cold and limp in his and her body, which a moment ago had 
seemed to be floating weightlessly, seemed stiff and heavy. 


He said, ‘Hey, come on, can’t let him think he’s worn us 
out, can we?’ 


She looked at him and tried to smile. Suddenly he 
noticed how very pale she was. 


He said, ‘You OK, love?’ 


She said, ‘Yes, fine.’ And indeed as she moved back on to 
the floor, her step seemed as light and graceful as ever. 


They took their places, the band started playing, fairly 
sedately at first but under Dalziel’s booming demands that 
they ‘put a bit of oomph into it!’ the beat got faster and 
faster and soon Hat found himself spinning round at a pace 
that set his head reeling. He abandoned any attempt to put 
in the steps but simply concentrated on keeping up with the 
other members of the set, all of whom seemed determined 
not to let a big fat cop outface them. But it was no contest. 
Dalziel danced like a man possessed, but also like a man 


perfectly under control, never off-balance, never missing a 
step. Only Rye kept up with him without giving any sign she 
found it an effort. She winked at Hat whenever the pattern 
of movement brought them together and when she 
encountered Dalziel, she looked straight into his eyes with a 
faintly mocking smile on her lips. 


The music was now at breakneck speed and only a 
macho determination not to show weakness in front of the 
Fat Man ... or Rye ... or maybe both ... kept Hat going. 
Dalziel had Rye in his grasp, spinning her round then 
releasing her to the next in line. Like a queen she moved, 
such balance, such grace, such... Hat felt a surge of pure 
pleasure at the notion that she was his ... no, not /A/s ... not 
in any controlling, possessive sense ... but that he and she 
were ... 


His thoughts stuttered to a halt. There was something 
wrong ... no, not wrong ... it was Dalziel’s fault ... he had 
thrown Rye from him with far too much force ... she was 
spinning away from the other dancers across the floor ... 
she’d come to a graceful stop in a moment then returned, 
smiling... but suddenly there was nothing graceful about the 
way she was moving ... from Queen of the Dance under 
perfect control she had become mechanical doll with the 
spring broken... still she was turning, but now her arms were 
flailing the air as if to fight off a swarm of marauding bees ... 
and then she went down. 


The music stuttered to a stop. Hat was running towards 
that writhing, twisting form which wasn’t Rye, couldn’t be 
Rye, mustn’t be Rye! He was running with all his power, but 
it felt as if he were running through water. 


Her mouth was open but nothing came out. Her eyes 
were wide and staring but they weren’t seeing anything that 
anyone else in that room could see. Hat reached her, 
collapsed to his knees by her side. He was trained to deal 


with emergencies, but now not a single course of action 
suggested itself. He could only kneel here feeling a 
paralysing blackness envelope him, unwilling, unable to let 
himself admit that everything he loved and thought most 
lovely in the world could in the twinkling of an eye be 
reduced to this. 


Then Myra Rogers pushed him aside, knelt by the young 
woman’s head and forced open her mouth to check that her 
tongue wasn’t blocking the air passage. 


She looked like she knew what she was doing. Dalziel 
was close too, shouting, ‘Get a doctor. I’ve seen at least 
three of the buggers here. Get to the bar, that’s where 
they'll be.’ And Cap Marvell had produced a mobile and was 
talking urgently to the ambulance service. 


Rye had stopped moving now. For a moment beyond 
definition Hat thought she was dead. Then he saw her chest 
move. A doctor arrived and began to examine her. Myra 
Rogers eased Hat upright. 


‘She’ll be OK,’ she said reassuringly. ‘Probably the heat 
and all the activity ...’ 


Dalziel said, ‘Ambulance on its way. Can hear it now. 
She’ll be fine, lad.’ 


For once the Fat Man’s reassurance felt light and 
worthless. 


The ambulance arrived. As Hat followed the stretcher 
trolley out, he glanced upwards. It was a clear frosty night. 
Stars crowded the dark vault of the sky. Was there life up 
there? Who gave a fuck? 


Somewhere close a raucous drunk yelled, ‘Happy New 
Year!’ 


Hat climbed up into the ambulance, and the doors 
closed, shutting out indifferent stars and happy drunks 


together. 





Ell Pascoe’s New Year had been rather | flat. The most 
bubbly thing about it had ‘ been the two bottles of fizz 
Pascoe had bought. One was your genuine vintage Widow, 
the other a supermarket selection Cava, the idea being, 
Pascoe alleged, to test if they could spot the difference, but 
really, she guessed, having forked out whatever huge sum 
had been necessary to get the former, he couldn’t bring 
himself to double it. They had made a thing out of testing 
each other blind, but the fun had been rather forced and the 
only significant result of the experiment was to thwart 
Pascoe’s efforts to make love to her on the lounge floor. 
Whenever drink had disappointed them in the past, they 
had been able to make jokes about it and find other 
ingenious things to do, but this time he seemed to take it to 
heart, and her efforts at jollity came out like the cliches of 
reassurance. 


Happily what drink knocks down sleep builds up and she 
took advantage of his matutinal stiffie before any memory 


of last night’s fiasco could have an inhibiting effect. 


That was good,’ he said, ‘though next time I’d prefer to 
be awake all the way through.’ 


I’ve often wondered what it would be like myself,’ she 
said. ‘But make a note for next year. Less champers, more 
con gas.’ 


‘Yeah, and maybe we’ll go to the Hogmanay Hop.’ 


‘Good idea,’ she said. But when he rang her later in the 
morning to pass on news of how the Hop had ended for Rye 
Pomona, she felt a selfish pang of relief that they hadn’t 
been there to see it. She’d grown very fond of Hat Bowler. 
He’d gone through a lot, and to see him suffering again just 
when he must have thought that from now on in it was 
going to be roses all the way would have been unbearable. 
As it was, the shock was diluted by the news that Rye was in 
no danger, and though she had not yet recovered 
consciousness, it was a deep and, they hoped, healing sleep 
that encompassed her. 


Ellie was a devout atheist, but it wasn’t such a clinical 
condition that she feared the odd tot of prayer would being 
about a relapse into full religiosity. 


She sat before what was to her non-technical mind the 
most persuasive evidence of the supernatural she had so far 
discovered i.e. her computer screen, and said, ‘God, if 
you're in there, spare a thought for Rye Pomona and for Hat 
Bowler too. Give them the happiness they deserve. OK?’ 


She stabbed a finger down on the keyboard and watched 
as the name Franny Roote blossomed on the screen. 


Hardly the answer to a maiden’s prayer. 
So maybe it was as well a maiden wasn’t praying. 


Meanwhile in a quiet side ward of the Central Hospital 
Rye Pomona was aghast to find herself once more talking to 
her dead brother. 


What was worse, she could see him quite clearly, and as 
he listened to her he was irritatedly trying to pick bits of fluff 
and small shards of china out of his skin. 


This was one of the things she and Myra Rogers had been 
able to laugh at as they celebrated Christmas together. 
Under the fertilizing influence of a bottle of white wine the 
seeds of friendship sown at their first meeting in the 
churchyard had burgeoned rapidly, and a bottle of red had 
brought it into full bloom. 


‘You must think I’m really weird,’ Rye had said, laughing. 
‘Drunks banging on my door, me glooming round the 
churchyard like | was spaced out on dope 


‘Well, I’ve got to admit, that first time | saw you there, | 
thought, Hello, what kind of company am | getting into here! 
| never did work out what you were up to...’ 


‘It was nothing really... just a sort of feeling down, you 
know...’ said Rye, a small nugget of caution resisting the 
solvent properties of the alcohol. 


‘Hey, listen, none of my business, some troubles are best 
Shared, some are better kept to yourself, don’t | know it! 
What happened to decent reticence? When my husband 
died, suddenly everyone was a counsellor, wanting me to sit 
down and let it all hang out, when all | wanted to do was go 
somewhere quiet and sort things out for myself.’ 


‘Yes, | know. How did he die? Oh God, I’m sorry ... there | 
go...’ 


‘Don’t be silly. Funny, now I’m ready to talk, no one ever 
asks. It was a car accident. Multiple pile-up on the 
motorway. Just one fatality. Carl. | felt targeted! Like it would 


have helped if there’d been dozens dead instead of having 
to read in the papers what a miracle it was things hadn’t 
been a lot worse!’ 


And that had been enough, plus another glass or two of 
wine, to bring it all out, the crash, Sergius’s death, the 
broken vase ... 


‘It had been there too long. | don’t know which was 
worse, being aware it was there or forgetting all about it. I’d 
been thinking about it, now that Hat, that’s my boyfriend, 
and me are ... an item, you know, it didn’t seem right 
somehow 


‘Oh, | don’t know. | had a boyfriend once who found it a 
real turn-on to screw in churchyards. | dumped him after | 
was having a shower at the squash club one morning and a 
friend asked me why | had RIP stencilled backwards on my 
left buttock.’ 


After they recovered from the outbreak of laughter this 
brought on, it had been easy to tell her everything - or 
rather that mangled version of everything which she would 
have given almost anything to be the truth and which she 
almost believed much repetition might make so. She had 
even been able to make a joke of the farcical possibilities of 
her hoovering if, as the Bible promised, our bodies were 
reconstituted on Judgment Day. It had been a long time 
since Rye had talked so frankly with another woman and it 
felt good. Next morning when she tried to recall cloudily 
what she had said, it didn’t feel quite so good, but when she 
Saw Myra again and found her bright and friendly but with 
nothing pushy or knowing in her manner, the good feeling 
returned. 


Suddenly with the New Year approaching, the future had 
begun to seem - not possible - but not impossible either. As 
if through love and friendship and maybe confession (but, 


oh, how her heart cracked at the thought of confessing to 
Hat!), some kind of atonement might be within her grasp ... 


Now here she was on the first day of that bright new 
year, lying in a hospital bed, talking again to her dead 
brother. 


‘Listen,’ she said urgently. ‘| Know you're not there. | 
know you never have been ... all that stuff... | don’t know... | 
don’t know ... it wasn’t me... someone else ...’ 


But it had been her. And Sergius was here, standing 
before her, silently accusing, but of what? Oh God, no, not 
accusing her of stopping when she was getting close - not 
urging her to start again and go on to the bitter end till 
enough blood had been spilt to give him his tongue - no, she 
couldn’t start down that path again, she would run mad. 
Perhaps she was running mad ... 


‘Sergius, Sergius,’ she cried. ‘Don’t ask me. | can’t... 
you're not really here 


And to prove it she reached out her hand, and he 
reached out his to her and she took it and he squeezed her 
fingers hard. She closed her eyes and didn’t know whether 
to sing out with joy or cry out in terror. And when she 
opened them again it wasn’t Sergius after all but Hat who 
was sitting there, holding her hand as if he felt that only his 
strong grip kept her from plummeting into a fathomless pit. 
Maybe he was right. 


‘Oh, Hat,’ she said. 

‘i? 

‘Hat.’ 

‘You said that. You’re meant to say, “Where am I?”’ 
‘Don’t care where | am so long as you’re here.’ 

To her distress she saw his eyes fill with tears. 


‘Don’t cry,’ she urged. There’s nothing to cry about. 
Please. What time is it? Come to think of it, what day is it?’ 


‘Still New Year’s Day. Just. They said all the signs were 
you'd got past whatever it was and gone into a deep sleep, 
but you’ve been out of it a lot longer than they thought.’ 


He kept his tone light, but she could tell how deep his 
concern went. 


‘Well, I’m back now. So I’ve just been sleeping, have I?’ 
‘And talking.’ 


Talking.’ Now it was her turn to keep it light. ‘Did | make 
sense?’ 


‘About as much as you ever do,’ he said, grinning. 
‘Seriously.’ 

‘Not a lot,’ he said. ‘You kept on calling me Sergius.’ 
‘Oh shit. | was ... dreaming about... I’m sorry.’ 


‘What for? In hospital again, the smells, the sounds, it 
must have taken you back subconsciously to that time after 
the accident.’ 


‘You work that out yourself, Dr Freud?’ she said, striving 
towards lightness, towards the light. ‘Have you been here all 
the time?’ 


‘Most. And when | wasn’t, Myra was. She’s been great. | 
like her a lot.’ 


‘Not sure if | approve of my boyfriend liking a good- 
looking widow a lot,’ she said. ‘Do they have doctors in this 
place or are they all still drunk after last night?’ 


‘| think the ones who matter probably still are. There’s 
this kid looks younger than me looking after you. Whenever 
| ask him what’s wrong, he talks vaguely about tests and 


talking to Mr Chakravarty, the neuro-consultant. I’d better 
tell someone you're awake.’ 


‘Why? So they can give me a sleeping pill?’ 


‘So that if there’s anything they can start doing to make 
sure this never happens again, they can start doing It.’ 


Gently he disengaged her hand and stood up. 


She said, ‘Hat, I’m sorry. Great way to start the year, 
yeah?’ 


He looked down at her, smiling. 


‘Can only get better. And it will. This is the greatest year 
of my life, remember. It’s the year I’m going to marry you. | 
love you, Redwing.’ 


He went out of the door. 


Rye turned her head and stared at the uncurtained 
window against which night was pressing like a dark beast 
eager to get in. 


She said, ‘Serge, you bastard, what have you done to 
me?’ 


And burst into tears. 


She woke up the next morning feeling, rather to her 
Surprise, much better. Not physically, though it was fair to 
say she felt as well as she’d felt at any time in the past 
month, but mentally. She had made no New Year resolutions 
either this year or any previous year of her life, but it felt as 
if a resolution had been made for her. 


The hours drifted by. Nurses did their mysterious things 
and promised that Mr Chakravarty would see her soon; her 
adolescent doctor examined her and assured her Mr 
Chakravarty was imminent; she had visitors - Dalziel with a 
large jar of loganberries pickled in Drambuie which he ate 
with a teaspoon; members of the library staff in their lunch 


break with books and enough gossip to suggest she’d been 
away for weeks rather than half a day (New Year’s Day 
being of course a holiday); Myra Rogers with a basket of 
fruit and, wise woman, a small grip full of clothes and other 
necessities. And Hat came too, of course, with flowers and 
chocolates, and love, the only gift which made her want to 
cry, though she felt a bit weepie as she saw Dalziel finish 
the last of the loganberries. 


She dozed off a little (it was funny how lying in bed all 
day makes you so sleepy) and woke to see Hat in deep 
confabulation with a couple of nurses. She felt no jealousy, 
just a kind of languorous pride in the effect his youthful 
charm clearly had on the young women. 


She dozed again and woke to find she’d almost missed 
Mr Chakravarty. He was looking down at her from a great 
height. He was tall, slim, dark, extremely handsome. He 
might have been one of those Indian princes who, she 
seemed to recollect, went to the great public schools and 
played cricket for England back in the thirties. And, like a 
prince, he stayed only long enough to be adored then went 
on his way. 


She asked the nurses and the adolescent doctor the 
questions she’d failed to ask him. They talked of tests and 
scans, all of which it seemed must be delayed till the 
necessary facilities became free. It sounded as though there 
were waiting lists to go on waiting lists. 


Alone at last about teatime, she lay fully awake and 
pondered these matters. Several things were quite clear to 
her. 


Whatever needed to be done was going to take time. 
During that time she was going to be treated like a poor 
dependant. And Hat was only going to have to smile for 


everything concerning her diagnosis to be made 
immediately available to him. 


She got out of bed and took the grip Myra had brought 
her from under the bed. 


The ward sister summoned the adolescent doctor, but 
Rye simply said, ‘I will sign anything you want me to sign as 
long as | have it before me in the next sixty seconds.’ 


She then went down to the reception area where there 
was a large diagram of the hospital, studied it for a while, 
then strode off with such a certainty of purpose that no one 
felt it necessary to enquire what that purpose was, not even 
when she entered areas not accessible to the commonalty 
of patients. 


Finally she arrived at a door with the name she sought 
printed on it - Victor Chakravarty - and went in. A stout 
young woman behind a stout old desk viewed her without 
enthusiasm. 


‘| want to make an appointment to see Mr Chakravarty,’ 
said Rye. ‘My name is Pomona, initial R. He has all my 
details, or at least they are available to him in Ward 17.’ 


‘You’re a patient?’ said the woman, as if it were a nasty 
condition. ‘Sorry, but you really shouldn’t be here 


‘| was a patient. | wish to become a client. A paying 
client. | understand that there are various tests | may have 
to undergo. | should like to make an appointment to see Mr 
Chakravarty fairly early one morning so that, after our 
consultation, | might undertake these tests and hear his 
interpretation of their results later the same day.’ 


‘He’s really very busy 


‘So I’ve gathered. So | won’t be too demanding. It’s 
Wednesday the second now. Let’s say the start of next 
week. Monday the seventh would suit me very well.’ 


The stout woman, her alarm at being confronted by an 
NHS patient alleviated, now came briskly to the most 
important point. 


‘Do you have health insurance?’ 


‘No. | shall be paying for my own treatment. Would you 
like a deposit?’ 


The stout woman’s eyes said she reckoned this wasn’t a 
bad idea, but her mouth said, ‘No, of course not 


‘Good,’ said Rye. ‘Shall we say nine thirty, Monday 
morning, January seventh? Here’s my home number in case 
of problems. My work number too. I'll be there between nine 
and five from tomorrow. Thank you.’ 


At the door she paused. 


‘Of course, as a private patient, | shall expect complete 
privacy. Any leakage of information to anyone - friends, 
relations, anyone -| should view very legalistically.’ 


She left without waiting for an answer. 


On the morning of Saturday January 5th Edgar Wield 
looked at the over-the-top decorations festooning 
Corpse Cottage and thought with relief that tomorrow 
would see the end of them. He’d have had dow after New 
Year but his born-again-nalist partner declared it was well 
known to be tremendous bad luck if you laid hands on them 
before Twelfth Night. 


Now Digweed said sadly, ‘The place won’t be the same 
without them.’ 


‘You’re right there’ said Wield with undisguised irony. 


His partner regarded him seriously. Perhaps, thought 
Wield, he’s thinking that in this relationship he makes all the 
adjustments and when he asks me to go along with one 
little thing like having bells and baubles all over the place, | 


make a big fuss. Maybe | should try harder. | wi// try harder! 
‘Edgar’ said Digweed. ‘Yes?’ 


‘Tonight we’re going out’ ‘OK’ said Wield. ‘Where?’ Tinks.’ 


If Wield’s features could have shown aghast, that’s what 
they would have shown. 


He said, ‘You mean Tinks? Krystabel’s? The club? At 
Estotiland?’ 


‘As always you are right in every respect. Tinks, the night 
club’ 


Wield still couldn’t believe it: Digweed was even less of a 
hot-spot night-owl than he was. In his own case, 
professional discretion played a large part. But for Digweed 
it was simply a deep-rooted distaste. And of all the clubs 
available, Wield would have picked Tinks as the one his 
partner was least likely to be seen dead in. Whether the 
Estoti brothers had planned it as a gay club, no one knew. 
But within weeks of its opening in Estotiland, its street name 
had changed from Krystabel’s to Tinkerbell’s,hence Tinks, 
and the management seemed set on running it as almost a 
parody of what straights thought a gay club ought to be. All 
this Wield knew by report. If he’d anticipated visiting the 
place, it seemed likely it would be in the line of duty. Never 
in his wildest fantasies had he thought he and Edwin would 
go there as customers. 


He said carefully, ‘Are you sure this is a good idea? It’s a 
night club, yes, but perhaps not in the way you remember 
them’ 


‘And what way is that, pray? Discreet lighting, dinner 
jackets, a string trio to dance to, and perhaps the Western 
Brothers or Inkspots as cabaret? | assure you, | am 
completely au fait with modern trends’ 


‘In that case, why ... ?’ 


‘My good friend, Wim Leenders, is celebrating his fiftieth 
birthday there, and he wants me to join his party, and he 
said I’ve been hiding your light under my bushel for far too 
long and insisted | bring you. And if he hadn't insisted, | 
would have done because you cannot imagine | could 
contemplate entering such a place without your moral 
Support’ 


This, aS well as being a nicely turned compliment, 
explained everything. 


Since they got together, Wield had met several of 
Digweed’s friends. Most of them he liked very much, and 
generally they seemed to like him, but he avoided getting 
too close. Over the years, like a lot of his straight 
colleagues. Wield had learnt to be careful about his choice 
of friends outside the Force. He’d been upfront with 
Digweed about his reluctance to be swamped by a whole 
new circle of acquaintance, vicariously acquired, and usually 
he’d met his partner’s chums singly or in pairs. 


Wim Leenders was a six and a half foot, sixteen and a 
half stone, chisel-bearded Dutchman who’d moved to 
England twenty years ago because he liked to climb rocks 
and walk uphill. He collected early books on mountaineering 
and fell walking, which was how Digweed had come to know 
him. He seemed to have rather more money than his 
outdoor-gear shops might be expected to generate, but a 
careful check by Wield (memory of which filled him with 
Shame) had turned up no hint of naughtiness. Most of the 
time, as if self-conscious about his physical presence, he 
was a very quiet-mannered, self-effacing, gently courteous 
kind of chap, but when he let his hair down, he became a 
runaway juggernaut. Wield had seen something of this side 
of him at a funeral wake. What he was going to be like at his 
own fiftieth didn’t bear thinking of. This made his choice of 
Tinks a damage-limitation tactic which said much for his 


basic good sense. But Wield still couldn’t quite grasp why 
Edwin hadn’t simply made an excuse when he got the 
invitation. 


So, because he believed in openness in a relationship, he 
asked the question direct. 


Digweed said, ‘Wim helped me out of a rather tricky 
situation a few years back, long before | knew you. Of 
course my first reaction was to say no to his invitation, but 
he has been most pressing and I’ve brooded on the matter 
for some days and come to the conclusion it would be - how 
to put it? - pusillanimous of me to refuse. But | really do 
need what you would call back-up, Edgar.’ 


‘Of course I'll come,’ said Wield. ‘On one condition.’ 
‘And what is that?’ 
There is going to be jelly and cream, isn’t there?’ 


Digweed laughed, then said seriously, Thank you, Edgar. 
| appreciate it.’ 


Which made Wield feel good, though the feeling had not 
developed into any lively anticipation of enjoyment as 
through the taxi window bearing them south about nine 
thirty that night he saw a serpentine neon sign wriggling the 
name Krystabel’s across the dark winter sky. 


But life is full of surprises. 


As they got out of the taxi, the club doors burst open and 
a burly man in a long mohair overcoat emerged. He had a 
mobile phone pressed to his ear and his face was deathly 
pale. Behind him appeared a young man with a fashionably 
Shaven head and wearing a tight black T-shirt which showed 
off his muscular torso. 


‘Come on, LB, it’ll be OK, don’t let him snarl you up like 
this,’ he called. ‘Hey, would you like me to come with you?’ 


The burly man showed no sign of having heard and 
strode off towards the car park. 


Wield, who had retreated into the taxi, now got out. He 
didn’t watch the departing man but concentrated on the 
other who, becoming aware of this, said ‘You'll know me 
again, funny face’ before twisting round and going back 
inside. 

‘Yes, | will’ Wield told himself. ‘Friend of yours?’ said 
Digweed. ‘The night is young’ said Wield, smiling. Suddenly 
he felt like a party. 


Earlier that same evening, Liam Linford too had felt like a 
party. 

The police had used every delaying tactic possible and, 
despite Marcus Belchamber’s best efforts, the young man 
had eaten his Christmas dinner in custody. Released in time 
for New Year, his first impulse had been to tear the town 
apart and make sure those he held responsible for his 
misfortunes got what was coming to them. 


His father had other ideas. 


‘You keep your head down, your nose clean. I'll get this 
business sorted, right?’ 


‘Yeah, like you got Carnwath’s sister sorted, you mean?’ 
sneered the young man. ‘Let’s face it, Dad, you couldn’t sort 
washers. If you’d let me break his legs like | wanted, I’d not 
have spent the holidays in that shithole ... Jesus!’ 


He found himself sitting on the floor, nursing a bruised 
jaw, looking up at Wally Linford in a mood he’d never seen 
him in before. 


‘You talk like that to me, you’re out of here’ grated the 
older man. ‘You step out of line by half an inch and you're 
on your own. So help me God, Liam, I'll throw you to the 


wolves. Couple of years inside might be just what you need. 
Make up your mind. Do this my way, or do it alone’ 


And Liam, who didn’t know much but knew that without 
the clout derived from being Wally’s son and heir he was 
nothing, had seethed with resentment but obeyed. 


Hogmanay he’d celebrated quietly at home. But a week 
into the New Year and he was opining that he might as well 
have stayed inside, there was probably more fun to be had 
there. But his father’s threats had kept him on the leash till 
that Saturday night when he saw Wally Linford leaving the 
house, heading off to find whatever it was passed for fun in 
his weird world. Liam waited till his car was out of the drive, 
then got on the phone and rang his closest friend and chief 
Supporting witness, Robbo. 


Robbo might have had plans of his own but he knew 
better than to object. He turned up at the Linford house 
twenty minutes later and found Liam waiting. When he 
opened the door of his Porsche to let his friend in, Liam 
Showed he’d absorbed some of his father’s lesson by 
saying, ‘No way. The Filth would love to get me and you for 
drunk driving. | got a taxi coming. Here it is now. Right, 
mate, this is a whole night job, they told you that? Great. 
First stop, Molly Malone’s!’ 


By eight thirty they were getting very drunk and the pub 
was getting crowded. 


‘Fuck this,’ said Liam. ‘Let’s go to Trampus’s, | fancy cunt. 
And if that other cunt Carnwath’s still working there, I'll 
mebbe tell him | fancy him too.’ 


Robbo was still sober enough to wonder if this was such a 
good idea, but he was shouted down and moments later 
they spilled out into the car park. 


‘Mr Linford. Over here,’ called the driver of a taxi parked 
a little way away from the pub door. 


‘Thought it was a fucking car before,’ said Robbo as they 
got into the vehicle, which was a traditional London taxi. 


‘More room in this, sir,’ said the driver, huddled in his 
seat, woollen hat pulled over his ears and scarf wound 
round his neck against the dank chill of the night. ‘Where 
to?’ 


‘Trampus’s club,’ said Liam. ‘And get a fucking move on!’ 


The driver seemed to take the instructions to heart and 
soon they were bowling along at speed to satisfy even their 
drunken impatience to be where the action was. 


Soon the windows steamed up and when Robbo tried to 
wind one down to let some cool air in, nothing happened. 


He rapped on the security panel separating passengers 
from driver and yelled. ‘Here, mate, let some fucking air in!’ 


The driver didn’t respond and Liam said, ‘Give it a rest, 
Robbo. They lock the doors and windows so’s we can’t fuck 
off without paying. As if we would.’ 


He followed this with a burst of raucous laughter at 
memories of past occasions when they’d bilked some 
unfortunate taxi driver. 


Robbo, who was rubbing at the steamed up window 
didn’t join in. 

He said, ‘Where’s this mad fucker taking us? We’re out in 
the fucking country. Hey, you, where the fuck are we?’ 


He banged on the panel again and the driver said, ‘Short 
cut.’ 


Now Liam too rubbed a spyhole in the condensation. 
Outside there was nothing but darkness with occasionally a 
glimpse of trees or hedgerows blurring past. 


‘Short cut?’ yelled Liam. ‘Shortcut where?’ 


The driver turned to look at him. His face was a skull. 
‘Shortcut to hell,’ he said. 


He dragged the wheel over, the taxi went through a 
hedge, down a steep embankment, and turned upside down 
as it plunged into a river. 


In the rear the two men, bleeding and battered into 
sobriety, were screaming as they wrestled with the locked 
doors. For a moment they were suspended in a cocoon of 
air. Then in the front the driver wound down his window to 
let the water in. 


Soon the screaming stopped. 


‘Look who’s here! Ed and Ed! Now truly my cup is full 
and runneth over!’ 


Any hope Wield had nursed of taking a back seat 
vanished when Wim Leenders’ voice boomed out across the 
room as they entered and they were ushered to a table of at 
least twenty already merry partygoers who were urged to 
shift along so that the newcomers could sit to the right and 
left of their jovial host. 


He put his arms round them both and invited them to 
sample the very best that Tinks could offer. 


That the champagne was the best Wield took on trust, 
never having learnt how to distinguish between bubbles. But 
he drank his share with no discernible effect, toyed with a 
taco, shuffled a few circuits of the dance floor, and 
applauded a comic who made Andy Dalziel sound like a 
Sunday School teacher. After an hour or so he found he was 
really enjoying himself. Then it came to karaoke time and 
when Wim started looking for recruits for his famous Village 
People turn, he slipped off to the loo. 


They didn’t pipe the music from the club in here, thank 
God, and he sat in comfortable silence, thinking how great it 
was to see the usually staid and controlled Edwin letting his 
hair down, and how lucky he was to have somehow got all 
the disparate elements of his existence into such a perfect 
balance. 


When he emerged, he could still hear the joyous chant of 
‘In the Navy’ coming from the main room, so he stepped 
outside for a moment to get a breath of fresher air and 
almost bumped into the muscular young man in the black T- 
shirt. 


‘Sorry,’ said Wield. 


‘Hello, funny face,’ said the man. He looked rather pale 
and there was a whiff of a sweet vomit smell on his breath. 
Drunk too much and gone out to be sick, Wield guessed. 


He said, ‘Wally not come back then?’ 
‘No. Don’t expect him.’ Then a suspicious look. ‘You know 
him?’ 


‘Wally? Yeah, from way back. Mind you, it’s a long time 
since | saw him. I’d have said hello earlier, but he didn’t look 
in the mood to chat. Worried about his lad, | expect.’ 


‘Got cause, hasn’t he,’ said the young man moodily. 
‘Should have left the selfish bastard in jail. Ruined my 
fucking night, hasn’t he?’ 


‘How’s that?’ 


‘Had himself another accident or something. Little shit. 
Should have thought, with his trouble, no one would have 
let him near a car. One yell, and Wally goes running.’ 


‘He is his dad,’ said Wield. ‘Heard you call him LB, what’s 
that all about?’ 


‘Thought you knew him.’ Suspicious again. 
‘Way back, like | said. It was just plain Wally then.’ 


‘It’s just a net name he uses. Lunch box. LB. Linford. 
Gerrit?’ 


‘Got it,’ said Wield. Funny.’ 


‘Yeah’ said the young man, looking at Wield assessingly. 
‘You been dumped too?’ 


‘No, my friend’s in there karaokeing. Not rny scene. 
Sorry.’ 


The young man went back inside. Wield pulled out his 
mobile and dialled. 


‘Pete, it’s me,’ he said. ‘What’s this about Liam Linford in 
an accident?’ 


Thought this was your night off,’ said Pascoe. ‘He was in 
a taxi that went into the river, A driver in another car saw it 
happen so help got there quick, it was too late. Liam’s dead, 
plus that guy Robson who was his witness. And the driver.’ 


‘Shit,’ said Wield. ‘Act of God or... ?’ 


‘Depends how you look at it. The driver was John 
Longstreet. That’s right. The widower. And when they pulled 
him out, he was wearing a plastic Hallowe’en mask in the 
form of a skull.’ 


After his call was finished, Wield stood outside a while 
longer. His elation at discovering that Belchamber’s LB was 
Wally Linford, underwriter of serious jobs requiring a lot of 
cash to set them up, was totally extinguished, though no 
doubt it would delight Andy Dalziel. But the Fat Man hadn't 
seen the father’s face as he got the news about his son. Not 
that it would likely have made much difference. 


Pondering these things, he re-entered the club room and 
walked past the momentarily silent karaoke set-up without 
paying any attention to a young man with electric blue hair 
and a matching silk shirt open to the waistband of a pair of 
trousers cut so tight it made your eyes water to look at 
them, who stood there, mike in hand, waiting his turn. 


He glanced round, saw Wield, his eyes opened in 
delighted surprise and he leapt forward to grab the 
sergeant’s hand. 


‘Mac!’ he cried. ‘It really is you. Hey, this is great. I’m on 
next. Come and give me some backing.’ 


It was Lee Lubanski. 


Not the pale waif whose vulnerability plucked Wield’s 
heart strings, nor yet the streetwise kid whose cynical view 


of life so depressed him. This was Lee in his party pomp, Lee 
hyped up on something, Lee so desperately having a good 
time, so genuinely delighted to see him there that Wield 
didn’t think to resist till it was too late. The music began. 
Wield recognized the song. The old early eighties hit Total 
Eclipse of the Heart’ and thought, oh shit. 


He could see Wim and his guests out there, faces 
wreathed in delight, hear them urging him on. He caught 
Edwin’s gaze, saw him drop his jaw in mock gobsmacked 
mode, then give him an encouraging smile. If he pulled free 
now and walked off, it wouldn’t look like stage fright, it 
would look like a lover’s quarrel. 


‘Every now and then | get a little bit nervous that the 
best of all the years have gone by,’ sang Lee. 


He had a good voice for this, a real Bonnie Tyler rasp, and 
as he approached the big belt-it-out section of the song he 
urged the still silent Wield to join in. 


‘For 1 need you now tonight and | need you more than 
ever 


Fuck it, thought Wield. In for a penny, in for a pound. And 
he started to sing, or at least to growl out the words in a 
voice as cracked and fractured as his features. 


‘... forever’s gonna start tonight 


As the final ‘7Jurn around, bright eyes’ faded away, 
applause broke out, enthusiastic generally and riotous from 
Wim’s table with everyone on their feet, clapping and 
cheering. 


That was great, Mac,’ said Lee, his eyes shining. ‘What 
shall we do for an encore?’ 


‘Got to get back to my friends, it’s a birthday party, 
sorry,’ said Wield. 


The look of hurt disappointment that switched off the 
light on the boy’s face stabbed right through him. 


He squeezed his hand then let go. 


‘Hey, Happy New Year, Lee’ he said. ‘Good to see you. 
Keep in touch, won’t you?’ 


And it was almost as painful to see the way in which this 
Small sop of kindness brought back the light. 


‘Yeah, sure, Mac. See you soon. Enjoy your party.’ 


In the taxi on the way home, Digweed said, ‘Let me 
guess. That was Lee Lubanski?’ 


‘Yes. Sorry if it embarrassed you.’ 


‘What’s to embarrass in the sight of a dad and his lad 
having a laugh together?’ 


‘Dad and lad’ echoed Wield. ‘Isn’t there a poem about 
dads fucking up their lads?’ 


‘Poetry now, is it? I'll have to take you out more often. 
“They fuck you up your mum and dad. They may not mean 
to, but they do.” That the one you’re thinking of?’ 


That’s the one. It happens, I’ve seen it. And that’s what 
bothers me, Ed. I’m scared I’m going to fuck the lad up.’ 


Digweed put his arm round Wield’s shoulders. 


‘Just so long as he doesn’t do it to you first, Ed. So long 
as he doesn’t do it to you.’ 
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Mon Dec 31st 
Dear Mr Pascoe, 


Safely back in Fichtenburg, thank God. The weather was 
pretty foul in Basel and if Beddoes experienced anything like 
those conditions, | don’t blame him for being suicidal, and | 
could well understand how Holbein came to design his 
Dance of Death there. Or perhaps the real gloom was in me. 
It’s curious. | have always been a person happy with his own 
company, but the fun I’d had with the others over Christmas 
seemed to have affected me in a strange way, and for the 
first time ever | felt really lonely. 


| could have come back after twenty-four hours without 
much loss to my researches, but | was resolved not to give 
in. My hopes of a career depend very much on the job | do 


with Sam’s book and I’m determined not to let the chance 
pass. Nor was it a complete waste of time. While | found 
little to add to Sam’s own researches in Basel (oh, for your 
detective skills, that can take you in an empty room and let 
you emerge with clues to the perpetrator of some long- 
forgotten crime!), | confirmed some of his speculations and | 
came away with a sense that he (and dare | say it? Beddoes 
too!) approved of the progress | was making in my quest. 


But | confess | hurried back here today, looking forward 
to company other than my own, and with lively anticipation 
of a Silvesterfest (Hogmanay!) to match our Weinachtfest 
(Christmas!) 


Imagine then my gloom when the first person | saw on 
my arrival was Frere Dierick! He greeted me civilly enough 
and confirmed what I’d feared, that he was joining Jacques 
and myself in the chalet. Well, you’re not sharing my room, 
not even if Linda commands it! | assured myself. 


Jacques too seemed to have lost his taste for communal 
living, and it emerged that Dierick was going to bed down 
on the living-room floor for the couple of nights before the 
house party broke up. There was a perfectly good sofa he 
could have used, but he clearly thought the hard floor would 
be better for his soul. 


My slight depression of spirits rapidly vanished when, for 
the first time since coming here, | checked my answer 
phone back home. The only reason I’ve got one is because 
Linda tried to ring me once and couldn’t get through, which 
seriously pissed her off, so the royal command came to get 
some kind of answer service and put it down on my 
research expense tab. With her in my view, who else was 
going to be ringing me? 


But someone had! Professor Dwight Duerden no less. 
Twice! He asked me to call him as soon as | could. Naturally 


| rang immediately, and all | got was his answer service. It 
was New Year’s Eve over there also, so presumably he’d 
gone away to do whatever Californians do to mark the end 
of the year. 


| left the chalet number, telling him that I’d be here for 
the next three days, after which I’d ring him from my next 
destination. 


| keep telling myself it must be good news else why 
would he bother to get in touch? Or perhaps he’s just a very 
polite man and feels he ought to let me know that St Poll 
Uni Press reckon a book about a poet not many people have 
heard of by a dead academic ditto, brought to conclusion by 
an ex-con student double ditto, is exactly the kind of thing 
they’d pay good money not to be involved with! 


But next time | write, maybe I'll have something really 
exciting to tell you. 


Now | must get ready for the party. 
Tues Jan 1st 
My dear Mr Pascoe, 


Here | am again. And a Happy New Year to you and 
yours! 


| ended above saying | might have something really 
exciting to tell you, and in a sense | have. But it isn’t that 
I’ve heard from Dwight. Seven or eight hours behind us in 
California, he’s probably still welcoming in the New Year. Ah 
well. Patience is the virtue of the temperate man. 


But excitement there’s been - or perhaps | should say 
excitation! 


The party was really jolly, lots of music, games, dancing, 
with everyone showing off the local customs peculiar to 
their own country or background. 


| was tempted to introduce them to some of the more 
arcane customs of the Syke, which involved getting blind 
drunk (sometimes literally) on a potato-based distillation 
liberally laced with medical spirit, but decided against it! On 
the stroke of twelve we popped champagne corks and 
exchanged hugs and kisses all round. | was expecting 
another bruising blow to the cheek from Linda. Instead to 
my surprise she aimed right at my mouth and followed 
through with what felt like six inches of strenuous tongue. 
Still reeling from this, | was very glad to note that | got 
nothing but a chaste peck from Mouse. 


But, as perhaps you've guessed, it didn’t end there. 


| finally took my leave in the early hours and started back 
on the five-minute stroll to the chalet. The weather here had 
been the same as in Basel for the past few days, murky and 
wet, and skating had been banned as the See’s icy surface 
became unstable. But tonight the frost had returned, and 
the air was bright and clear, a joy to be out in after the heat 
and fumes of the party in the castle. The leperization of 


smokers is by no means as advanced on the Continent as it 
is at home and even the men who didn’t smoke seemed to 
feel that Sy/vesternacht would not be complete without 
setting light to a huge tube of tobacco and sticking it in their 
mouths. 


| stood and drew in mouthfuls of fresh air. To liken it to 
champagne sounds like a cliche, but truly that was how it 
felt, great draughts of coolth which bubbled along the 
arteries and invigorated the mind. 


| heard the crunch of snow behind me as someone else 
came out of the castle. It was Linda. She said, ‘God, | 
thought I’d smother if | stayed much longer in there.’ 


‘Yes,’ | said. ‘But it’s been a great night though.’ 


‘You've enjoyed yourself, have you, Franny? That’s good. 
| was worried you might be bored among all us politicos.’ 


‘No way,’ | assured her. It’s been great.’ 


She looked really pleased and, slipping her arm through 
mine, she said, ‘I’ll walk through the forest with you a little 
way till | get cooled down.’ 


And so we strolled companionably through the pine trees 
and | can honestly say I’ve rarely felt more at peace with 
myself and the world than | did at that moment. 


Eventually we reached the ruined chapel that had filled 
me with such superstitious fear on the night of my arrival. 
Here we paused. Suddenly Linda shivered, whether because 
of the setting or simply because the cold had struck deep, | 
don’t know. But it seemed perfectly natural for me to unlink 
my arm and put it around her shoulders and draw her close 
to share my warmth. 


Well, it was like pressing that button in the Pentagon 
which starts World War Three! 


She turned towards me and next thing that tongue which 
| had felt at the back of my throat as the clock struck twelve 
was now trying to lick my brain cells out of my skull. We 
Span round and round among the ruins like a pair of drunken 
waltzers till we fetched up against the cloister wall. 
Somehow during this mad motion buttons had _ got 
unbuttoned, zips unzipped and hooks unhooked, and 
suddenly | was feeling the heat of her bare bosom burning 
against my chest and the savage teeth of sub zero air biting 
into my buttocks! It was, | thought, like having your 
haunches in Dante’s Cocytus while you dipped your member 
into Phlegethon. And if such infernal images seem ungallant, 
| can only justify myself by the context, for over her 
Shoulder as we coupled | could see a whole wailful of 
frescoed figures who seemed to be engaged in much the 
same activity. Indeed, as | climaxed noisily, it seemed to me 
that one of these figures, cowled and sinister, detached 
itself from the fresco and moved shadowily away into the 
trees. 


Afterwards, we got dressed silently and with a speed that 
had as much to do (I hope) with cold as with regret. Then 
She reached out her hand, touched my cheek and said, 
‘Happy New Year, Franny. Sleep well.’ And set off back to the 
castle. 


| watched her go then went towards the end of the wall 
and looked down at the snow. 


| saw the fresh prints of a rope sandal. Only one person 
at Fichtenburg wore rope sandals. 


Frere Dierick. 


| hurried back to the chalet. Jacques, who’d escaped the 
party straight after midnight, was on his mobile when | 
entered. He brought the call to a rather rapid conclusion. 
Could it be Emerald on the end of the line? | wondered. No 


sign of Dierick. Jacques looked as if he’d have liked to sit 
and chat with me, but | excused myself on the grounds of 
tiredness. He’s sharp of eye and apprehension and though 
he’s possibly in no position to cast stones, | still didn’t want 
him to know that I’d been at it with our patroness on what 
for all | knew was still consecrated ground. | had a feeling 
that Dierick wouldn’t be rushing to tell him either. Info like 
that was best stored up and kept for a rainy day. 


To my surprise, | slept like a top and woke without a 
hangover, either alcoholic or psychological. It had been, | 
assured myself, a one-night stand. Linda had too much 
sense of her own dignity to risk any hint that she had got 
herself a toy-boy (OK, I’m not that young, but young enough 
for the chattering classes of Westminster and Strasbourg to 
have a good chortle over at their cocktail parties). Once 
assured that | wasn’t about to make a big thing out of our 
brief encounter, we would resume our old relationship, only 
enriched by that extra closeness which such a shared 
memory always brings. As for Dierick, if he started hurling 
accusations around, it would be Linda he’d be taking on, 
and she could eat squirts like Dierick for breakfast! 


But | must admit | was distinctly uneasy until I’d strolled 
up to the castle and joined Linda and the others for a cup of 
coffee. My prognosis seems to be right. She greeted me 
warmly, but not too warmly. Like me, she seems to have 
survived the celebrations with little after-effect, and as we 
looked over the wrecked politicos beached all around us, we 
were able to share a superior smile. 


No sign of Dierick. Skulking bastard! | suspect even 
Jacques shares my distaste. Certainly he’s not quite the 
same easy, outgoing companion he was before the little 
squirt arrived. 


Anyway, I’m going to end my last full day here relaxing, 
and keeping my fingers crossed for that call from sunny 


California! 
Wed Jan 2nd, 8.30 a.m. 


All good things come to an end, and this for me has been 
very good indeed. What a change there’s been in my life. | 
look back only a couple of months and find it hard to recall 
that so recently | was a penniless student with no assured 
future. And of course | don’t have to look much further back 
to see myself as a convicted criminal paying his debt to 
society. And then with Sam’s tragic death, | hit rock bottom. 


Of course I’d give it all up to have him still alive, and if | 
Shared Charley Penn’s belief that in fact his killer was still 
undetected, | think that the desire to make good what the 
law has failed to address is the one thing that might tempt 
me back to criminality. But there’s no escaping the fact that, 
from that low point, I’ve been soaring upwards ever since. 


I’ve had several strokes of luck, giving me hope that 
rather than just being as it were a midwife to Sam’s great 
brainchild, | may really be able to claim a small part in its 
parentage. And I’m delighted to say that | have made many 
excellent new contacts among Linda’s politicos. 


So, dear Mr Pascoe, everything seems for the best in the 
best of possible worlds! 


But | have to stop now and get my gear packed. The 
party’s breaking up. Not even Dingley Dell can keep the real 
world at bay for ever. The politicos are getting back on their 
respective gravy trains. Jacques, accompanied by Dierick, is 
touching base at the monastery then heading back to the 
UK to resume his promotional tour. 


As for me, it had been proposed before New Year that | 
Should travel back with Linda and Mouse to Strasbourg and 
stay there a few days before going on to Frankfurt and 
Gottingen, both of which played a large role in Beddoes’ 
European life. At the time the only thing which made me 


hesitate about instant agreement was Mouse. By herself she 
may have reverted to the quiet and shy little creature she 
really is, but Zazie and Hildi could be waiting back home, 
eager for a progress report, and ready to urge her back into 
the fray. I’m probably flattering myself, of course, but now 
that Linda has put herself in the frame too, | shudder at the 
picture of myself lying in my bed in the Lupin guestroom 
and both mother and daughter tiptoeing in to say Hello 
Sailor! 


Why is my life so complicated? What wouldn’t | give to be 
more like you, Mr Pascoe, so well organized, with my life 
under perfect control, but, alas, those genes were not 
tossed into my cradle by whatever Fairy Godmother 
attended my birth. My mother knew what she wanted and 
set out to get it, so | reckon | must have inherited my 
chaotic make-up from the father | never knew. From what 
my mother said about him, which wasn’t much, he was wild 
at heart and not one whom fortune favoured. All | can hope 
is that | might get some of the luck he never did. 


| am sitting writing this as | finish off the coffee at the 
breakfast table. Frere Jacques and | discovered one of many 
things we have in common is an internal alarm clock set for 
early rising, the result of our shared experience of the life 
cellular! Dierick is an even earlier riser. No sign of him this 
morning, and, to give him credit, no sign of his overnight 
presence on the sofa. When | met him yesterday, his 
manner to me was unchanged, distrustful neutrality! So | 
think I’ve read that situation right. 


Penologists might like to note that in many ways the 
monastery has left Jacques a lot more disciplined than the 
Syke left me. His bag is already packed and standing in the 
entrance porch, and he has just set out to walk up to the 
castle and make his farewells. | meanwhile, not yet packed, 
linger here, pinned down by an irresistible urge to bring you 


up to date with the course of events since last | wrote and a 
superstitious feeling that by staying close to the phone | 
may persuade Dwight Duerden to ring. After all, it’s still not 
midnight in California and | did say in my message that I'd 
be leaving here today. You must think me pathetic to be 
clutching at such straws - oh god there it goes! 


Oh god! indeed. Thirty minutes have passed, one 
thousand eight hundred seconds, and in that time fortune, 
who doesn’t care to be taken for granted, has raised me up 
and then shown me how easily she can cast me down! 


It was indeed Professor Duerden. He said he’d spoken to 
various people as soon as he got back to St Poll and they 
were hugely enthused by what he told them. They are all 
desperately keen to meet me and find out exactly what it is 
I’ve got to offer. | had to keep reminding myself that he was 
ringing from Southern California where most people speak 
English, a lot speak Spanish, but everyone speaks hype. But 
when he finished by inviting me out there as a guest of the 
university, all expenses paid, | couldn’t help catching some 
of his excitement. No, let me not be too English about this. | 
was bubbling fit to burst! | heard myself asking, idiotically, 
what the temperature was out there. To tell the truth, | was 
getting just a bit tired of invigorating frosts. A man can only 
be braced so far before he busts. Disappointingly he said it 
was about forty-eight degrees outside at the moment, then 
he laughed and went on, ‘But it is nearly midnight! During 
the day, when the sun shines, we get in the high sixties, 
maybe even higher with a bit of luck.’ 


That will suit me nicely, | thought. Then something 
occurred to me which sent my spirits diving. | am, you may 
recall, a convicted felon. Didn’t the US immigration 
authorities have strong feelings about that? Haltingly | put 
the objection to Dwight. He said, yes, he was aware of that, 
but dispensations could be made and he’d had a word with 


an old chum of his in Washington and another with a former 
pupil currently in their London Embassy, and it seemed that 
as long as I’d kept my nose clean since release and Dwight 
guaranteed to take responsibility for me while over there, | 
would be admitted as it were on sufferance. All | had to do 
was send off a formal visa application and then present 
myself at Grosvenor Square for interview when required. 
Was that OK? 


My spirits were rocketing again! | said it was more than 
OK, it was great! And he said he thought so too and he’d 
expect to see me some time towards the end of January. 


| must admit | put the phone down and punched the air 
like a celebrating footballer! 


While we were talking I’d thought I’d heard the front door 
of the chalet open and shut, which | put down to Frere 
Jacques returning. | had to share my exuberance with 
someone and | rushed through into his bedroom, only to find 
it empty. | must have been mistaken, | thought, and needing 
exercise to work off the joyous rush of energy surging 
through my body, | went into my own room to pack. 


There was a head on my pillow, two eyes looking at me 
rather nervously, a mouth essaying an inviting smile. 


It was Mouse. 


| stopped dead in my tracks, then took half a step 
backwards. 


Perhaps fearful that | was going to turn and flee, she 
threw the duvet back to reveal she was stark naked. The 
way she did it, a quick spasmodic movement rather than a 
tantalizing unveiling, plus the tension visible in every 
muscle and the way she kept her legs pressed tightly 
together, showed me how nervous and uncertain she was. 


| should, of course, have turned away and left the room. 
But, having overcome God knows what crises of mind and 
spirit to bring herself to this point, how would such a 
rejection have affected poor Mouse? 


Sorry, that sounds like I’m trying to justify my actions. | 
freely admit that, without that phone call from Dwight, | 
would have been out of there so quick, she might have 
thought I’d been a mirage! But like | said, | was bubbling 
with a delight | wanted to share with everyone and without a 
first let alone a second thought (and certainly not that Third 
Thought which is my grave!) | was out of my clothes and 
into my bed. 


Perhaps my sense of joy was infectious for she very 
quickly relaxed, though there must have been some pain in 
it for she was as inexperienced as she looked. But the 
strange cry she uttered as | entered her (which sounded to 
my admittedly not very attentive ears like 
wununredunAAAYtee!} seemed more triumphal than 
distressed. 


From my own selfish point of view, | enjoyed it very 
much, certainly a great deal more than | might have 
anticipated. But post coitum timidum est, and as rapidly as 
the physical pleasure faded from my nerve ends, the 
possible consequences of my action came swarming into my 
disanaesthetized mind. 


The first and most immediate was that Jacques might 
return at any moment, and in my haste to oblige Mouse, | 
now realized | hadn’t even shut the door! | began to roll off 
the bed but we were still tangled up and she seemed 
inclined to hang on, resulting in a not unstimulating bout of 
wrestling which might have made me forget about the open 
door if out of the corner of my eye | hadn’t glimpsed a figure 
standing like Death on the threshold. 


It was Dierick. He smiled, the first time I’d seen him 
smile. It wasn’t a pretty sight. Then slowly he closed the 
door. 


Mouse hadn’t seen him. Firmly | disengaged myself and 
got off the bed and, trying not to show an ungentlemanly 
haste, | pulled on my clothes. After a moment Mouse 
followed my example. Fully clothed, we stood on either side 
of the bed and looked each other straight in the eye. 


| felt | had to say something, preferably something at the 
Same time wise and affectionate and maybe a Dit 
conciliatory, but all | could manage was, ‘Danke schon.’ 


She said, ‘Bitte schon.’ 
And we both laughed. 
Then she left. 


So what am | to do now, dear Chief Inspector? Once more 
| am in desperate need of your good advice. | know how 
much you must disapprove of what probably seems to you 
my libidinous nature. How feeble | must sound if | plead 
strong temptation and very weak flesh! Someone so 
physically attractive as yourself must have had - must still 
have - endless opportunity to indulge his baser passions, 
but | am sure your sense of probity and power of will are 
both strong enough to make sure you never stray. But that 
is why I, the weak, must always be turning to you, the 
strong, in search of strength. 


Dierick is the key, of course. | looked for him to open 
negotiations, but he was nowhere to be found. So I'll have to 
sweat on it, but I’ve resolved on one change of plan. 


| will finish my packing now, then go and tell Linda that | 
will not after all take up her invitation to visit Strasbourg but 
instead will complete my researches in Zurich and Basel, 


then move on to Frankfurt and Gottingen prior to heading 
off to sunny California. 


Ain’t | the laid-back jet-setter then! Ain’t | the Citizen of 
the World! 


Of course, even without the threat of Dierick, if Mouse 
gives Linda any hint of what has just taken place, it may be 
that | shall no longer have any reason to jet anywhere 
except home. My claim to be Sam Johnson's literary 
executor only exists through her goodwill, which might 
survive or indeed be increased by the memory of our New 
Year celebration. But the idea that just over twenty-four 
hours later I’d extended the courtesy to her favourite 
daughter was not going to go down well. 


Once more | ask you to wish me luck. 


Dear God, how soon fate exacts payment! Truly no man 
can call himself happy till he takes his happiness to the 
grave with him. My visit to Fichtenburg, so successful in 
many ways, now looks like it might end as badly as it began. 


Let me put my thoughts in order. 
| went up the castle, as explained above. 


On my way there | met Jacques returning to the chalet. 
We took our farewells as, with a two-day drive ahead of him, 
he wanted to be off as soon as he could. 


In the castle | found no such haste, however. There 
seemed to be a general reluctance to break up such a 
successful house party. 


Linda expressed what seemed _ like genuine 
disappointment when | said I’d have to skip Strasbourg this 
time round, but it was balanced with huge delight at my 
news from America. Mouse came in as we were talking and 
listened with apparent indifference as her mother relayed 
my news, but | was perfectly content with indifference. 


Things move on. Perhaps defloration isn’t the big thing ina 
girl’s life it used to be! 


Finally | said goodbye to Linda, promising to keep in close 
touch. Incidentally, her parting kiss, much to my relief, had 
nothing of strenuous tongue in it but was back to full- 
blooded Henry Cooper hook mode. 


Mouse shook my hand. No significant pressure, nor 
anything in her tone as she said, ‘Goodbye, Franny. I’m 
pleased things are going so well. | do hope you can keep it 
up.’ Then she winked at me! And suddenly it felt like | was 
the late virgin being encouraged on his way by the voice of 
old experience. 


Perhaps that’s what gave me the stimulus to work out 
what l’m sure your professionally incisive mind spotted 
instantly, my dear Chief Inspector, to wit, the significance of 
Mouse’s strange cry as | penetrated. One hundred and 
eighty! The triumphal cry a darts scorer sends up as the 
third dart enters the treble twenty. 


‘What are you two grinning at?’ asked Linda. But her tone 
was indulgent. 


So, nothing to fear from Mouse. Which only left Dierick, 
who, | thought with relief, was probably on his way north 
with Jacques by now. 


Then Jacques came into the room and asked impatiently 
if anyone had seen him. 


At first the guy’s absence was just a cause of irritation. 
But soon, when he couldn’t be found anywhere, it became a 
matter of real alarm. 


Concern that he might have slipped and hurt himself sent 
us out into the pine forest, looking for tracks and calling his 
name. We all tried to recall when last we’d seen him, and 
established that since Jacques and | said goodnight to him in 


the chalet the previous evening, nobody had had sight of 
him. Except of course me, and | could hardly explain about 
that. The weather, after the brief interlude of clear frosty 
skies we had on New Year’s Eve, has returned to low cloud 
and swirling mist and temperatures high enough to turn the 
snow soft and mushy. Darkness will be upon us even earlier 
than usual this afternoon. It was time, Linda decided, to call 
off our amateur search and inform the authorities. So now 
I’m back here in the chalet, turning to you for comfort again, 
Mr Pascoe. Everyone else is back in the castle, waiting for 
the police. Only Jacques is still out there with a couple of 
local forestry workers, refusing to give up the search. 


| can hear shouting outside, perhaps they’ve found him, | 
hope to God they have. 


This is truly dreadful. | went out and saw that the 
disturbance was coming from the lake shore. Jacques was in 
the water up to his waist and the forestry men were having 
a hell of a job to drag him out. 


It seems one of the men spotted tracks leading out on to 
the ice and, without a thought for his own safety, Jacques 
had rushed out there. The ice, weakened by the thaw, soon 
gave way. Jacques, thank heaven, is safe and well. We got 
him into the chalet and dried him off. Half an hour later the 
police arrived with proper equipment. As they started work, 
the snow stopped and the clouds thinned enough for the 
dying rays of the declining sun to cast a sickly pink patina 
across the lake’s surface. Blutensee, | thought. At that 
moment | knew the worst, and a minute or two later, the 
cries of the leading policeman confirmed it. 


A littlke beyond where Jacques had reached, only a few 
inches beneath the water, rested the body of Frere Dierick. 


What had induced him to walk on the lake we can only 
surmise. Perhaps in the swirling snow he wasn’t even aware 


he was walking across ice. | feel full of guilt lest it was the 
sight of Mouse and myself naked on the bed which had so 
distracted him he did not pay heed where he was going. But 
| comfort myself with the memory of his smile, and his 
careful closing of the door, neither of which suggested any 
great mental distraction. 


Whatever, it is another tragedy. How they seem to follow 
me around. Or perhaps it is Thomas Lovell Beddoes they 
follow. Remember Browning’s strange superstitious fear at 
the prospect of opening the Beddoes box? Perhaps he was 
right. Could it be that Death, who was such a close and well- 
loved companion of Beddoes for so many years, still stays 
close to those who would uncover his friend’s secrets, and 
that his company is the price that must be paid for 
understanding? 


But enough of horrors. There will be an enquiry, of 
course, and we Shall all have to make written statements, 
but | do not doubt that the combined weight of authority to 
be found in Linda and her guests will expedite matters and 
we should all be on our way tomorrow at the latest. 


l’ll write again soon. And, by the way, if you get any 
enquiries from the CIA or FBI or whoever does the 
immigration checking at the US Embassy, | know | can rely 
on you of all people to assure them that I’m leading a 
blameless life! 


Yours fondly, 
Franny 


Ellie Pascoe didn’t know whether to feel happy or sad as 
she opened her front door. January 7th, first day of waking 
to a Christmas-free house after the traditional Twelfth Night 
clearance, and also the first day of the new term. So now 
the place felt empty in every way as she returned from 
dropping Rosie off. 


She stooped to pick up the mail from the hall floor and 
sorted through it quickly. There was one with a Swiss 
postmark. She made a face as she put it on the hall table 
with the rest of Peter’s mail. Despite her public indifference 
to, tinged with amusement at, the Roote letters, she wished 
they would stop. To see a rational man irrationally troubled 
was a trouble. Plus, the longer they went on, the more she 
began to question Franny’s motivation. 


What was he getting out of writing them? At first she’d 
seen them as a snook-cocking joke. But now the joke was 
wearing thin, and when Roote talked about’ the 
correspondence becoming a necessary part of his life, she 
half believed him. So now she had two cases of obsessive 
behaviour to be concerned about. 


Perhaps, being further removed from it, she would have a 
better chance of understanding Roote’s than her husband’s. 


She looked down at the letter, felt tempted to open it, 
resisted. Women who opened their husband’s mail deserved 
everything they read. She knew how she’d react if she found 
Peter had been at hers. If she were going to do anything, 
best to throw it in the fire. But no doubt there’d be more and 
there was no way to guarantee she'd get to the others first. 


In any case, that was almost as bad as opening them. 


She checked her own three letters. Two were charity 
follow-ups. Nowadays no one wrote just to say thanks, they 
wrote to say thanks but it’s not enough. 


The third had an official but non-charitable look. 


She opened it as she went through into the kitchen, read 
it quickly on the move, then sat down and read it more 
slowly a second time. 


Her intermittent researches into Roote’s genealogy had 
quickly run into the sand. Using as a starting point Franny’s 


assertion in his first letter that he had been born in Hope, 
She had looked up the name in her Ordnance Survey atlas 
and been a little taken aback to discover half a dozen places 
called Hope and as many again which had enough of Hope 
in their name to make the young man’s jest allowable. She’d 
written to all the relevant registrars’ offices with the 
information she had and their replies had been trickling in 
over several days. They ranged from the formal to the 
friendly with one thing in common: no child with the name 
Francis Xavier Roote had been registered inside the given 
time-frame. 


Soon she was down to her last Hope, a Derbyshire village 
in the Peak District, not far out of Sheffield, and it was the 
County Registrar’s letter she had in her hand now. 


She read it a third time. Yes, it said, there was an entry 
for the name and date specified. Address 7 Post Terrace; 
mother Anthea Roote nee Atherton, housewife; father 
Thomas Roote - and here came the bit that made her sit and 
read it a third time - police officer. 


She reached for the phone to ring Peter. But to tell him 
what? Surprise surprise ... but being surprising wasn’t the 
same as being helpful. Did it really matter? Wasn’t she by 
doing this merely feeding his obsession when she should 
have been starving it? 


She went back into the hall and looked again at the letter 
with the Swiss stamp. 


Sod it, let Roote decide. If this was as innocuous as the 
last with its account of Christmas fun, why keep the pot 
boiling? It might even be a farewell... Dear Mr Pascoe, my 
New Year resolution is to write to you no more. Sorry for any 
trouble I’ve caused. Yours etc. 


She ripped it open. No point pussyfooting. If a woman 
was going to open her husband’s mail, sod steaming kettles. 


Let him see you might be nosey but at least you weren’t 
sneaky! 


When she’d read it, she said, ‘Oh shit.’ 


Another death. Another death which advantaged Roote. 
Truly the guy was either very lucky or...No! That was like 
jumping into quicksand to save a sinking man. 


But she could almost hear Peter’s reaction to the account 
of Frere Dierick’s death. 


Knowledge is power. She'd let herself be talked once 
again into going shopping in Estotiland with Daphne 
Aldermann. Daphne, an unrepentant shopaholic, had a 
theory that the first Monday in January was the time to go to 
the post-Christmas sales. ‘In the early days’ she said, ‘there 
are sO many people, they turn into a kind of lynch mob and 
you can wake up next morning aghast at the memory of 
what you did the day before. So wait till the crowds have 
gone, bearing with them most of the chronic sales junk, and 
step in when they’re putting out real bargains to tempt the 
discerning customer.’ 


Ellie had let her arm be twisted and now she was glad. 
Estotiland was a large step on the way to Sheffield, the 
other side of which lay Hope. So an hour’s shopping with 
Daphne, then off south, and tonight with luck she’d be able 
to amaze Peter with more than a mohair sweater in the kind 
of bold design she loved but he hated. 


In fact the visit to Estotiland was quite useful for another 
reason. In a couple of weeks’ time Rosie was going to her 
friend Suzie’s birthday party in the Junior Jumbo Burger Bar. 
Ellie had promised she’d help. At the same time her early- 
warning system had gone on to red alert at the mention of 
burgers and this trip today gave her the chance to check the 
kitchens for potential sources of salmonella, E. co/i, and CJD. 


Daphne gave a long-suffering sigh, but as she’d resolved 
long ago never to let Ellie have the satisfaction of seeing her 
embarrassed, she strode boldly with her into the kitchen 
where they were greeted with great courtesy and invited to 
examine whatever they wanted to examine and ask any 
questions they wanted to ask. All the meat was local, they 
were assured, an assurance backed up with written details 
of provenance. Standards of hygiene were exemplary, and 
supervision of the young staff was militarily strict. 


‘Told you,’ said Daphne as they left. ‘Estotiland is 
Paradise Regained. Now, let’s go and pluck ourselves some 
apples!’ 


A couple of hours and as many mohair sweaters later, 
they reached the upper retail floor and Daphne turned 
instinctively towards the lingerie department. Whether it 
was Daphne or her husband, Patrick, who got off on silk next 
to the skin, Ellie didn’t Know, but she saw that glazed look 
come into her friend’s eyes as they entered. Then she 
paused, wondering if the condition was contagious, as 
everything seemed to tremble in front of her as though 
somewhere deep beneath them an underground train had 
gone rushing by. 


‘You OK?’ said Daphne. 


‘| think so. Just something walking over my grave, you 
know. Something big.’ 


‘Probably that fat bastard poor Peter works for. Let’s go 
and find a seat, get a coffee, or take lunch early. Did you eat 
any breakfast this morning?’ 


Touched by her friend’s willingness to turn away even 
from the gates of Paradise to offer comfort, Ellie said, ‘No, 
really, you go on. But | think maybe | have had enough. I'll 
Skip lunch, if that’s OK, and head off. I’ve got something | 
need to do in Sheffield.’ 


For some reason she didn’t want to give chapter and 
verse on Roote, maybe because it would have been hard to 
explain without inviting comment on Peter’s obsession. 


An hour later she found herself standing on the doorstep 
of 7 Post Terrace in Hope talking to a woman called Myers 
who’d bought the house three years ago from a couple 
called Wilkinson and had never heard of anyone called 
Roote. 


As Ellie turned away in disappointment, she heard an 
eldritch screech. She’d often wondered what one of these 
would sound like, but she recognized it as soon as she heard 
it. Its source seemed to be a neighbouring window, which 
Ellie had noticed was wide open despite the cold, dank 
weather. 


Peering in, she discovered that the reason for the open 
window was to ensure as little as possible of anything 
interesting was missed by an aged crone in a rocking chair 
who without preamble told her that Mrs Atherton-who-used- 
to-live-there-before-the-Wilkmsons’ daughter Anthea had 
married a man called Roote and, if Ellie cared to step inside, 
all would be made clear. 


Ellie was in like a shot and soon discovered that her 
informant wasn’t quite so ancient nor so crone-like as at first 
appeared. Her name was Mrs Eel and she made a nice cup 
of tea and a lovely Victoria sponge, and what was more 
she'd lived there all her life and what she didn’t know about 
Hope simply wasn’t knowledge. 


From a somewhat rambling narrative Ellie extracted a 
classic plot line. 


Anthea Atherton’s parents had skimped and saved to 
give their attractive daughter the kind of education which 
fitted her to move in circles full of rich young men who 
spoke proper, lived in big houses, drove Range Rovers, and 


wanted only the company of a beautiful and intelligent 
young spouse to make their comfortable lives complete. 


Then she’d thrown it all back in their faces and married a 
cop. 


Mrs Eel pronounced this punchline with all the revulsion 
of Tony Blair discovering that one of his cabinet was a 
socialist. 


‘How dreadful!’ said Ellie. ‘| knew a girl who did the 
same. It never works. And this policeman, was he local 
then?’ 


‘Oh no. That would have been bad enough. But this ‘un 
worked down South’ 


More shock-horror. Ellie tried for detail but it soon 
emerged that while Mrs Eel was needle-sharp on Hope, she 
was a bit vague on South, which began immediately after 
Bradwell two miles away. But she knew the cop’s name was 
Tommy Roote and he was a sergeant and how they’d met 
was there’d been some bother at the posh boarding school 
Anthea went to, and the sergeant had been part of the 
investigating team, and Anthea was only seventeen then. 


‘Taking advantage of a child, there should be laws 
against it,’ concluded Mrs Eel. 


‘I think there are,’ said Ellie. 


‘Likely, and him being a cop, he’d know about ‘em, which 
is why the cunning devil waited till Anthea reached eighteen 
afore he married her.’ 


News of this event was greeted by such cries of rage and 
despair from the Atherton household they were, according 
to Mrs Eel, audible in Bradwell if not Beyond. The story now 
Skipped a couple of years to the day when Anthea returned 
home for the first time since the wedding, pregnant and 
alone. Her parents took her in and after a while gave out the 


story that her husband was engaged in some special 
operation and that Anthea was very keen her child should 
be born a Hopeite. Mrs Eel was not deceived. Her diagnosis, 
borne out by subsequent events, was a deep malaise in the 
marriage. 


The child was born prematurely before Anthea could be 
loaded into the ambulance summoned to take her to 
hospital (so Franny was being strictly accurate when he said 
he was born in Hope, thought Ellie). Shortly afterwards, 
Sergeant Roote appeared on the scene and bore off child 
and wife to his den in the South, thus apparently confirming 
the official version of events. But Mrs Eel still was not 
deceived. 


‘| knew it ‘ud end in tears,’ she declared. ‘The lass kept 
coming back more and more frequent, always with the lad, 
but never with the policeman. | think she wanted a divorce 
early on, but her mam and dad were dead against it.’ 


This puzzled Ellie until Mrs Eel revealed the Athertons 
belonged to some fairly fundamental nonconformist sect to 
whom a foolish marriage might be an offence against your 
family, but a fractious divorce was an offence against God. 
So now it was the parents who attempted to keep things 
going. All the reward they got was that when some 
professional disaster hit Sergeant Roote’s career, their 
daughter had to share in it. Exactly what form it took Mrs 
Eel had to admit she didn’t know, but she knew it was bad 
enough to get him chucked out of the Force without a 
pension, after which it was all downhill, and when in a short 
time he died (drink or suicide, Mrs Eel theorized) Anthea 
was left destitute. 


At this point Mrs Eel’s direct knowledge of what 
happened became fragmentary, but she was clearly a great 
Snapper-up of indiscreet trifles and she was able to provide 
Ellie with enough bits and pieces to add to her own 


knowledge of the subsequent course of Franny Roote’s life 
for the construction of a convincing mosaic. 


She laid this out before Pascoe that night, jumping 
straight in once the anticipated explosion of The bastard’s 
been at it again!’ after he read the letter had faded away. 


He had listened with close attention but without any of 
the ooh’s and ah’s of wonderment and admiration she felt 
her researches deserved. 


But in for a penny, in for a pound. 


‘I'll leave you to find out what this career-ending disaster 
might have been,’ she said. ‘What | think happened after his 
death was that Anthea, faced with the prospect of 
vegetating gently in Hope, decided to put the expensive 
education her parents had given her to practical use. She 
re-established contact with old school-friends. | would guess 
that to them the sight of a beautiful, wilful, and probably 
rather condescending old school chum being forced to admit 
She’d got it all wrong and her life was an unmitigated 
disaster was irresistible. Soon she was moving once more in 
their elevated circles. Mrs Eel certainly recalls young Fran 
(whom she describes as a strange, solemn child, a bit fey) 
being looked after for increasingly long periods by his 
grandparents. Ultimately of course Anthea showed her 
friends the error of their charitable ways by plucking from 
under their noses the prize plum of the rich and attractive 
American bachelor who became her second husband. But it 
seems that Franny did not form part of the deal. He looked 
like becoming a permanent fixture at his grandparents’ 
house in Hope, then Mrs Atherton died of cancer leaving Mr 
Atherton too frail and distraught to look after the boy alone. 
And so, | surmise, began that long involvement with the 
British boarding school system which has produced such a 
fine crop of crooks, psychotics and prime ministers.’ 


‘Roote did well then. Two out of three’s not bad’ said 
Pascoe. ‘Your conclusions? | can tell by your flaring nostrils 
that you have conclusions.’ 


‘Surely here we have the perfect explanation of Franny’s 
love’hatred relationship with his father? He’s a hero to the 
boy - that story of the attack in the park is almost certainly 
based on truth, if perhaps a little coloured by memory. But 
his failure to provide for his family led to Fran’s neglect and 
stressful upbringing. He tried to write him out of his life by 
claiming almost complete ignorance of the man, but Ms 
Haseen got through his guard. And his’ obsessive 
relationship with you derives largely from the fact that you 
are another cop who has had a tremendous influence on his 
life, bad in that you got him locked up in the Syke, but good 
in that everything now seems to be falling right for him. Also 
he’s desperately in need of a living father-figure. And of 
course your obsession with him must have made him 
believe that you too felt a special relationship here.’ 


The bastard’s got that right then’ said Pascoe feelingly. 


‘Come on, Pete. Give him a break. I’m not denying 
there’s an element of mockery and teasing in these letters, 
but can’t you see there’s much more?’ 


‘Like threats, you mean? And hints at crimes committed 
which | can’t touch him for?’ 


‘No. Like ... need.’ 


‘Ellie, if you’re going to say they’re a cry for help, | may 
puke’ 


‘Shut up and open the prezzies | bought you in the sales’ 
she commanded. 


He tore open the tissue paper and looked in horror at the 
mohair sweaters in the bright colours and bold designs she 
believed suited him. 


‘Lmay puke anyway’ he said. 


Shirley Novello was a good Catholic, if Catholic goodness 
means believing all the rules and keeping as many as you 
can without bursting. The one she had most problems with 
was the one that says sex outside marriage is sinful, which 
was perhaps why, as she once tried to explain to Father 
Joseph Kerrigan, she got involved with a married man from 
time to time, as in a way that was sex sort of half in 
marriage, wasn’t it? 


Father Joe had shaken his head and said, ‘If the SJ’s took 
women, I’d enter you straight off. Next time you feel the 
urge coming on, pray for strength to resist. Miracles do 
happen. And while you're at it, make the sign of the cross, 
but make it with your legs.’ 


In fact a miracle had happened at Christmas, that most 
miraculous of times. It had started well. Her Transport 
sergeant had managed to spend the morning with her using 
the pretext of a duty-sharing roster, which, considering that 
there were no trains on Christmas Day, meant his wife must 
be pretty thick. He’d given Novello a digital camera which 
must have cost an arm and a leg, so in return she’d given 
him both her arms and legs and every other part of her 
anatomy she could bring into contact with every part of his 
She could reach. How he explained the exhausted state in 
which he returned home she did not know, but when she 
next saw him, the day after Boxing Day, she found that 
memory of their festive fuck plus a vast excess of family 
festivity had combined to make him start talking seriously of 
escaping to the wildwoods with her and building a willow 
cabin or some such nonsense. 


Now the miracle occurred. 


In the twinkling of an eye he was transformed from a 
strong handsome interestingly hairy lover in the prime of life 


to a middle-aged beer belly with the beginnings of a bald 
patch and four noisy, ill-mannered kids. She gave him his 
marching orders and even thought of returning the camera, 
but in the end thought what the hell! she’d earned it. 


So Novello had begun the New Year as New Years should 
be begun, with a clean slate and a whole cageful of lively 
resolutions. They beat their wings at the bars in vain till a 
Twelfth Night party from which she woke with the certain 
knowledge that they’d all flown the coop, though in what 
order she could not say. But the experience, she seemed to 
recollect, had been splendidly epiphanic. In other words her 
head felt fuzzy but her body felt great. 


She rolled out of bed - her own - checked that no one was 
Crapping in her bog or cooking in her kitchen - they weren’t 
- complimented herself on having a great time without 
paying the high price of conversation over breakfast, and 
knocked back her usual hangover cure of a fried-egg sarnie 
and a litre of coffee black as a Unionist’s heart. 


Then she noticed the digital camera next to her party 
clothes on the floor. 


She checked the pictures, didn’t, thank God, find 
anything too naughty, but did come across a snap of a 
good-looking guy with a nice crinkly grin sitting on her sofa. 
She couldn’t put a name to him, but his face sent a distinct 
mnemonic tremor through her erogenous zone. 


She wanted a close-up, but when she tried to feed it into 
her computer she found the bloody thing was knackered. 
Never mind. The station was full of bloody things. 


Then she set out for work. She was proud of her fitness 
and she jogged to the station every other day. This was an 
other day. A lesser woman might have chickened, but not 
Novello. She’d woken up at her usual time and she was 
resolved to follow her usual routine. Sticking a change of 


clothes plus her camera into a small rucksack, she got into 
her tracksuit and set off. 


Since Dalziel had given her the special assignment, her 
chosen route usually took her along Peg Lane. 


Her task of making sure Rye Pomona wasn’t being 
harassed by investigative reporters was either very easy or 
quite impossible, depending on how you looked at it. The 
impossible bit was sticking with her twenty-four hours a day. 
On the other hand she’d been put on her guard, she was an 
intelligent woman (formidably intelligent, in Novello’s 
estimation) and quite capable of taking care of herself. So 
the active part of the assignment had soon diminished to a 
daily check with her for oddities plus the occasional morning 
diversion just to make sure there wasn’t some low life 
waiting to buttonhole her at this hour most favoured by 
police, bailiffs and buttonholers generally. 


After the events at the Mayor’s Hogmanay Hop, it had 
seemed that even this small routine wouldn’t be necessary 
for some time, but last Thursday Hat had turned up at work, 
full of joy, to announce that Rye had rung him the previous 
night to say she’d been discharged from hospital with a 
clean bill of health and this morning she’d gone back to 
work. 


Novello, guessing that Dalziel would expect her to know 
all the ins and outs before he’d even heard the substantive 
news, headed straight round to the library for a chat. 


Rye had greeted her like an old friend. To Novello’s 
enquiries after her health she’d replied that the hospital 
staff hadn’t been able to assign any specific cause to her 
collapse, suspected it might be viral, had given her a couple 
of shots of God knows what, and sent her home with 
instructions to make an appointment with her GP. 


Novello had been unconvinced. She had a sharp female 
eye and a proper detective scepticism, both of which 
detected tell-tale signs of worry and debility. Had she been a 
closer mate of Hat Bowler’s, she might have looked for a 
diplomatic way of hinting her concern, but even then his 
boundless relief and joy at Rye’s return home could have 
made her hesitate. As it was, with their uneasy relationship, 
any hint of reservation on her part was likely to be regarded 
as peeing on his parade. 


Her relationship with Andy Dalziel had no_- such 
ambiguities. If he gave you a job, even if you thought it was 
a complete waste of time, you did it, and you didn’t skimp. 
She’d read every syllable of the Wordman archive twice. 
Asked for her conclusions, she’d taken a deep breath and 
told the Fat Man, ‘If Dee hadn’t been caught in the act of 
attacking Pomona, there’s not enough evidence against him 
to get him community service let alone a conviction for 
serial killing. And if he hadn’t been killed resisting arrest, 
which is how we sold it, | can think of half a dozen stories he 
might have told which would have made CPS very unhappy 
about charging him.’ 


Them dozy buggers got hold of Hitler, he’d have pled 
down to a misdemeanour’ said Dalziel, but without any real 
force. 


‘So if there is a journalist on the case, all he has to do is 
find some way of picking holes in the Pomona attack and 
after that it’s straight through to the goal mouth. Tabloids 
twenty. Police nil.’ 


‘Play a lot of soccer, do you?’ 
‘Six-a-side down the gym’ she said. 


‘Don’t know what the world’s coming to. OK, you've not 
told me owt | don’t know. You could make an old man very 


happy by pointing out some loose end in the killings that we 
could tie round Dee’s neck.’ 


‘Only loose end | could see was that chap Pyke-Strengler 
who was found shot and decapitated out at Stang Tarn. 
There was some blood on one of his fishhooks, human, 
group AB. Not Pyke-Strengler’s, but not Dee’s either, and 
not belonging to either of the other two suspects, Penn and 
Roote, who, to be honest, sir, look about as suspicious as 
the Pope. How they got in the frame beats me.’ 


‘Wishful thinking’ growled Dalziel. ‘You’ll do more of it as 
you get older. So one loose end you can’t tie up except to 
say it definitely doesn’t point to Dee. That it? Nothing you 
can cheer me up with by saying, “Please, sir, here’s 
something no one can argue with ‘cos you definitely got it 
right?””’ 


‘Yes, sir, there is something’ 

‘Spit it out.’ 

‘| think you’re definitely right to be worried if it turns out 
there is an investigative journalist on the job.’ 


He stared at her till she began to regret her boldness, 
then said, ‘Nay, lass, I’m not worried about that, ‘cos I’ve 
got this smartass cop on his case who’s going to find him for 
me before he prints a word.’ 


‘Yes, sir. And then... ?’ 


‘Then I'll kill him’ said Dalziel. ‘But if the first | hear of 
him is when | open my Daily Crap, then I'll have to find 
someone else to kill.’ 


So at eight twenty this Monday morning, Novello was 
jogging down Peg Lane. 


Its once fashionable Victorian townhouses were now 
given over to multi-occupation and small businesses. There 


were no garages (presumably the fashionable Victorians 
kept their broughams in some nearby livery) so the house 
aS opposed to the church side of the street was lined with 
parked cars for its full length. She slowed down as she 
passed Church View. The usual cars stood outside. The front 
door seemed firmly closed. It tended to be left ajar during 
the day which wasn’t very good security. Open or locked, it 
made no difference to Novello as she’d checked out the lock 
and got herself a suitable key from the vast selection on 
offer in CID’s boy scout (i.e. be prepared) cupboard. 


So all quiet on the Peg Lane front. With a feeling of duty 
done, she speeded up again. And almost missed them. 


Right at the end of the Lane where it went into a bit of a 
chicane an old white Merc was parked. There were two 
people in it, a man and a woman. And the man she 
recognized as Charley Penn. 


They were deep in conversation. Or something. They 
didn’t even glance her way as she passed. She crossed the 
road, ran back a bit till she reached the old wall running 
round St Margaret’s, and scrambled over it. 


Here she had a good view of the Merc. She wished she’d 
got a camera, then remembered that she had. Gleefully she 
dug it out. There were Dalziel Brownie points to be had here, 
and an ambitious girl snapped these up avidly. 


The woman got out of the car. It didn’t seem all that 
amicable a parting, but at the last minute Penn said 
something and they exchanged a peck. Then he drove off 
towards town and the woman started walking in the other 
direction. 


Novello kept pace with her, popping up to take the 
occasional snap. The woman seemed too preoccupied to 
notice. 


Then she reached the steps of Church View, turned up 
them, pushed the door open and went inside. 


Novello vaulted over the wall with the explosive speed 
which had made her a sprint champion in her school days. 
She had her key at the ready but the door hadn’t shut 
properly so she didn’t need it. She could hear the woman's 
steps on the stairway above. 


As she began to mount towards Rye’s landing, it occurred 
to Novello for the first time to wonder what she was 
Supposed to do now. Journalists, particularly investigative 
journalists, are not the kind of people it’s advisable to arrest 
without good reason. In such a situation, Dalziel no doubt 
had many tried and tested techniques at his disposal. Like 
grievous bodily harm. Pascoe’s diplomatic skills would 
probably come into their own. And Wield would merely stare 
for a while then say ‘Boo!’ to get a result. 


But how could a young ambitious WDC deal with the 
situation without getting herself the kind of bad press which 
got your card marked by the Chief Constable? 


And a little way behind these somewhat selfish thoughts 
came the question, what the hell was this woman up to 
anyway? 


She reached Rye’s landing. It was empty. Shit! Had she 
had time to ring Rye’s bell and talk her way into the flat? 
Novello didn’t believe so. Maybe Rye had coincidentally 
opened her door just as the woman arrived and been 
pushed back inside. But such behaviour from a stranger 
would Surely elicit protest. She pressed her ear to Rye’s door 
and heard nothing. What now? Ring the bell and check all 
was well inside? Or continue her pursuit up the next flight of 
Stairs? 


A voice said, ‘Can | help you?’ 


Startled she turned to see a bright-eyed foxy-faced 
woman of indeterminate age peering at her from the next 
door to the right. 


This made up her mind. 


‘No thanks. Just visiting Ms Pomona,’ said Novello, 
pressing the bell. 


A long minute passed before the door opened. 


Rye stood there wearing only a cotton wrap. She looked 
terrible. Either, thought Novello, casting an expert eye over 
the deep shadowed eyes, the pallid cheeks, the hunched 
shoulders and the lifeless hair, she’d been at a Twelfth Night 
party even wilder than the one she herself didn’t remember 
attending, or she was sick. 


‘Hey, I’m sorry, have | got you out of bed?’ 
‘No, | was up.’ 
‘Can | come in?’ 


Rye looked as if she’d like to say No, then glanced at the 
still-spectating neighbour and said, ‘Morning, Mrs Gilpin. Yes, 
come in.’ 


Unless as well as admitting the suspected journalist, Rye 
had also hidden her in the bedroom, it looked as though she 
was alone. 


‘So what do you want... nothing’s happened to Hat, has 
it?’ 

For the first time some spark of life touched the 
lacklustre eyes. 

‘No, nothing to do with Hat. He’s fine.’ 


‘Relief, then the light died. No need to worry her with 
anything else, not till she’d got the photos developed and 


had a word with King Kong. ‘No, | was just passing and 
thought I'd say hello, check that everything was all right.’ 


‘Yeah, fine. Why shouldn’t it be?’ 


‘You know, what we talked about, journalists and such. 
There hasn’t been anyone bothering you?’ 


Rye said, ‘How could anyone bother me?’ 


Strange answer, but she was a strange girl. And not a 
well girl by the look of her. 


‘Sorry to bother you then. I'll let you get back to bed.’ 
‘Bed? No, I’m getting ready for work.’ 


‘Work?’ said Novello. Then, catching the echo of her own 
incredulity, she went on rapidly, ‘Monday morning’s are hell, 
aren’t they? Especially if you’ve been partying over the 
weekend. You should have seen me an hour ago. Coffee and 
a spot of breakfast’s the thing for getting back on track. You 
had any breakfast yet? Let me give you a hand. | could 
murder another cup of coffee.’ 


‘No thanks,’ said Rye. ‘I’m not hungry. Bit of an upset 
tummy.’ 


Hell, thought Novello. Has Hat got carried away, put her 
in the club? Stupid sod! Or maybe (don’t rush to judgment 
in this world ‘cos you surely won’t want to be rushing to 
judgment in the next, as Father Kerrigan was forever telling 
his flock) it was planned, what they both wanted, only as 
always the woman gets the shit, the man gets the cigars. 


‘Look, none of my business, but are you sure you’re OK? 
You look, well, not a hundred per cent 


‘Is that right? How much would you say then? Ninety-five 
per cent? Fifty? Less?’ 


That was better. Spark back in her eyes, bit of a flush in 
her cheeks. 


‘Sorry,’ said Novello. ‘I'll be off then, let you get dressed. 
Take care.’ 


‘Yes. Thank you for calling.’ 


Again a strangeness of phrase and intonation, this time 
sounding like Eliza Doolittle reciting some newly learned 
social mantra. 


Novello left. No sign of Mrs Gilpin, thank God. She ran 
lightly up the next flight of stairs. The top landing was 
empty. The woman must have heard her pursuing feet and 
continued up here, listened to the exchange below, then 
Slipped back down and away while she was wasting time in 
Pomona’s apartment. So, a bad decision, she didn’t doubt 
that was how the Fat Man would see it, though she still 
didn’t know what she was supposed to have done if she had 
confronted this putative journalist. 


At least he wasn’t going to be able to say she took her 
time facing the music. AS soon as he came in she was 
knocking at his door. In her hand she held her camera. 


‘What’s this then? Want me picture for your scrap-book?’ 


Quickly she explained what had happened, playing up 
her foresight in having the camera, playing down her failure 
to keep track of the mystery woman. As she spoke she 
hooked up the camera to the computer which stood on a 
side table in the superintendent’s office, like a memorial to 
futurity. 


When the woman’s face came up, he crashed a great fist 
down on his desk. Novello, anticipating this was the first 
salvo in a full-blooded assault on her performance, winced. 
But all he said was, ‘Can | send this down the tube so it 
comes out at the other end?’ 


‘Yes, sir’ she said. ‘But I'll need an address.’ 
‘Commander Jenkinson, Scotland Yard’ he said. 


There was a service directory by the phone. She picked it 
up, thumbed through and said, ‘Would that be Aneurin 
Jenkinson? Media Division?’ 


‘That’s the bugger.’ 
‘And a message, sir?’ 


He thought a moment then dictated Nye - who she? - luv 
Anay. 


She typed the message, attached the photo and sent it. 
Dalziel twisted the screen round so that he could see it. 


Novello recalled a story told by the nun who taught 
deportment at the convent school she’d been expelled from. 
It concerned Queen Victoria attending a banquet hosted by 
the Empress Eugenie in Paris. Taking her seat at the dinner 
table, the Empress momentarily glanced down as most 
people do to make sure the flunkey was manoeuvring her 
chair into position. But to the French guests’ huge 
admiration, Victoria seated herself without hesitation or 
downward glance, as if completely confident that, should 
the flunkey be remiss in his duty, God Himself would move 
the chair forward to receive her royal behind. 


So, it seemed to her, the Fat Man glowered at the 
computer in the God-underwritten certainty that his 
message would receive an instant reply. 


It took only a couple of minutes, but that great slab of a 
face was already beginning to darken with impatience. 


She Mai Richter German journalist. CV follows. Watch 
your balls. She bites. Nye 


She printed off the CV, handed it to the Fat Man and read 
it on the screen herself. 


Mai Richter was thirty nine years old, set out to be an 
academic, had her proposals to do a thesis on American 


political patronage in the post-war era blocked, dug into the 
reasons for this and found that certain very senior state 
officials who controlled the university purse-strings had 
made it clear this was not an area they cared to see put 
under the microscope, got her findings published in a 
national paper, was sued, fought the case to a draw, found 
that her academic career was on the rocks before it had left 
harbour, so directed her talent for digging beneath the 
surface of things to journalism instead. 


A list followed of her investigations, mainly in Germany 
but with some forays into France and the Netherlands. She 
was an accomplished linguist with perfect Dutch, English, 
and French. She worked freelance, selling her stories to the 
highest appropriate bidder. She wasn’t a member of any 
political party but had strong left-wing radical sympathies. 
She trod a narrow line of legality which, it was theorized, 
She probably crossed far more often than the couple of 
times when she'd been caught, which occasions justified her 
inclusion in international police records. Another reason was 
that there had been death threats made against her and at 
least one known attempt. 


‘Seems to be a dangerous trade, hers’ said Novello. 


‘She'll find out just how dangerous next time | get my 
hands on her’ growled Dalziel. ‘Let’s have another look’ 


‘Next time ... ? There’s been a first time, sir?’ said 
Novello, bringing the image back up. 


‘Oh aye. I’ve danced with her and given her a big wet 
kiss’ said Dalziel. ‘This cow calls herself Myra Rogers. She’s 
Rye Pomona’s next-door neighbour and best mate!’ 


Novello’s surprise was diluted with relief. She hadn’t 
cocked up after all. That’s how she’d disappeared, simply by 
going into her own apartment. The Fat Man dictated another 
note. 


So she bites? Well, I’m used to that, you Welsh git! And 
I’ve still got the scars to prove it. How about a spiky-haired 
runt, answers to Tris, face like a fucked-up ferret, tanned like 
an old pub ceiling, dresses like a Polynesian pox-doctor and 
carries a handbag? 


This reply was even quicker. 


At least you can show your scars. If | start flashing the 
stud marks where you stomped me, I'll get arrested! Your 
ferret (very apt) sounds like Tristram Lilley which probably 
means there’s some serious hi-tec surveillance going on. 
And if he was carrying a handbag, you’re probably on 
Candid Camera! Sounds interesting. Anything we should 
know about? 


Dalziel’s reply read Just a little local difficulty. Thanks, 
mate. | owe you a pint. Hwy! fawr! Andy 


‘So she simply went into her flat’ said Novello, thinking 
there was no harm in underlining her innocence. 


‘Aye. Let that be a lesson. Don’t look for magic when the 
obvious is staring you in the face.’ 


The Fat Man spoke without force, or at least not with a 
force aimed in her direction. He brought up the woman’s 
image again (he was, noted Novello, despite his assertive 
Ludditism, a quick learner) and sent his mind back to his 
encounter with Charley Penn in Hal’s. As he’d approached 
the writer’s table, a woman approaching from the opposite 
direction had veered off. She had been unmemorable - 
except as a niggle which made the unremarkable face of 
Myra Rogers ring a very faint bell when he first met her. Man 
who didn’t listen to bells could end up late at his own 
funeral, he told himself scornfully. 


Another thing popped into his mind, the dedication in the 
Hacker novel he’d bought - An Mai ~ wunderschon in alien 
Monaten! - and Penn’s suspicious glance as he saw which 


book it was. Bugger must have thought | was on to him! 
Well, | am now, Charley! 


Novello picked up the CV print-out which Dalziel had 
dropped on to his desk and read it again. Then she said 
thoughtfully, ‘Funny, though. This doesn’t look like her kind 
of story at all, does it? It’s the big political stuff she usually 
goes for, cock-ups in Cabinets, corruption in high places. 
Mid-Yorkshire CID might have got it wrong isn’t exactly 
going to be syndicated round the world, is it? So why put in 
So much time and effort when there’s not much in it for her, 
even if she does find out whatever there is to find out?’ 


It was Dalziel’s turn to shoot a suspicious glance but she 
met it boldly. She wasn’t about to ask him direct what it was 
he didn’t want anyone to find, but after a lot of deep 
thought she’d come to the conclusion there had to be 
something and she’d made a pretty good guess at what it 
might be. Being on Dalziel’s team meant you often had to 
put up with being treated like a personal slave, but the 
upside of this was that his pride of possession was second 
to none, and if anyone tried to mess with one of his cubs, 
they found themselves messing with Daddy Bear too. 
Finding a wounded officer and dead suspect after a struggle, 
and being persuaded the suspect had it coming, Fat Andy 
wouldn’t hesitate to tidy things up to remove any ambiguity 
about the killing. She’d now looked at every photo and read 
every bit of paper relating to the affair, and marvelled at 
how cleverly the selections offered to first the coroner then 
the Board of Enquiry had underlined the proper roles of the 
trio involved - Maiden in Distress, Noble Rescuer Sorely 
Wounded and Foul Fiend Slain With a Single Blow. Had a 
case ever come to court, then a good defence counsel 
would surely have picked up on this manicure job. But dead 
men didn’t get tried. 


‘So what do you think got Richter interested, clever 
clogs?’ he growled. 


‘Money? Penn must be worth a bob or two, all this telly 
stuff.’ 


‘She sound to you like someone who’ll do owt just for the 
brass?’ 


‘Not really,’ admitted Novello. 
‘Look at her list of publications.’ 


Besides her major investigative articles, there were 
several books listed on what seemed to be social or socio- 
literary topics. The title of one was translated as He/ne’s 
Apostasy: the German Choice. 


She said hesitantly, ‘Isn’t Penn doing a book about 
someone with a name like that?’ 


Dalziel looked upon her with the approval he saved for 
those of his staff whose minds weren't cluttered up with all 
kinds of art-farty lit. crit. nonsense. 


‘Aye. This Heinkel or whatever his name is. I'll lay odds 
they’ve met before and when Charley started getting these 
daft ideas in his head about digging up some dirt, he 
thought of Fraulein fucking Richter straight off!’ 


‘But it still doesn’t explain’ 


‘Does if they’d had a roll in the hay first time they met,’ 
said Dalziel. ‘Nay, don’t look surprised. | know he’s no oil 
painting, but there’s no accounting for taste, is there?’ 


She looked at the huge bulk slumped before her, thought 
of Cap Marvell, and said, ‘No, that’s right, sir,’ realizing too 
late she’d not slammed down the visor over her thoughts 
quickly enough. 


He gave her a promissory glare, then said, ‘I reckon she’d 
spent the night at Charley’s place, sorting out his irregular 


verbs, and he were dropping her off so she could become 
dear Myra, best mate, again.’ 


She said, ‘Looked as if they might have been having a bit 
of a row.’ 


‘Good. Mebbe she’s decided there’s nowt in it for her and 
is giving Charley his cards,’ said Dalziel. ‘Off you go, lass. 
Got no work to do?’ 


She felt dumped. At the door she paused. Nothing like a 
Parthian shot, was there? 


She said, ‘One thing, sir. How long has Rogers been living 
next door to Rye?’ 


‘At least since a week before Christmas. Why?’ 


So, three weeks at least. And she’d stayed around over 
Christmas too. Either her passion for Charley Penn was very 
strong. Or she thought she was definitely on to something 
worth spending a lot of time on. She thought of saying this 
to see if she could get a flicker of unease into those 
relentless eyes. But was it worth the effort? 


She didn’t Know much about the Parthians but she had 
an impression that despite all their farewell shots, they’d 
never made the World Cup finals. 


‘Just wondered, sir,’ she said, heading for the door. 


‘Don’t forget your camera. Here, | didn’t realize you knew 
Sol.’ 


‘Sol?’ She turned, puzzled, then saw that the image now 
showing on the screen was the man in her flat with the 
nerve-tingling smile. 


‘Aye. Sol Wiseman. Rabbi at the Progressive Synagogue 
on Millstone Road.’ 


‘Rabbi. A Jewish Rabbi?’ said Novello, gobsmacked, 


‘A lot of them are’ said Dalziel, eyeing her sharply. 
‘Known him long?’ 


‘No, not really... hardly at all... just trying out the 
camera.’ 


She was thinking with horror of her next confession. 
‘Father, I’ve screwed a rabbi 


Dalziel grinned suddenly as if she’d spoken her fears out 
loud, unplugged the camera and handed it to her. 


Once more she headed for the door. 


As she opened it, his voice said, ‘Another thing, Ivor. You 
keep this quiet. And | mean quiet. No exceptions, not even 
Father Joe. Right?’ 


‘Yes, Sir.’ 


She went out into the corridor and was shutting the door 
when, without looking up, he added, ‘Nice work, lass. You 
did right well.’ 


Suddenly things didn’t seem so bad after all. 


Biting her lip to stop herself grinning like an idiot, Novello 
went on her way. 


Rye Pomona watched out of her window as Novello drove 
away. 


Her appointment was at nine thirty. At nine forty a grim- 
faced man came out of the consulting room. 


‘Do we need another appointment, Mr Maciver?’ asked 
the receptionist. 


‘What for?’ he snarled. And left. A great start. 


Chakravarty appeared in the doorway, casually dressed 
in a shirt so white it dazzled the eye and knife-edged cream- 
coloured slacks. All he needed was a bat to be opening ina 
test match. He ushered her in, full of apology and charm. 


Rye listened to him stony faced, then glanced at her 
watch and said, ‘So let’s not waste any more time.’ 


He blinked as if a bouncer had just whistled past his nose 
and said, ‘Of course. | have your records here. The tests are 
scheduled. But first let’s see things from your point of view.’ 


He was a good listener, and a good questioner, though 
after half an hour Rye felt slightly irritated that he seemed 
to be focusing less on what in her eyes was the most 
significant event of her medical history, the accident which 
had killed her brother and left her with her silver blaze, and 
more on the events out at Stang Tarn the previous autumn 
which had left Dick Dee dead. 


Suspecting his interest was merely prurient, she said 
dismissively, ‘I don’t see how this can be relevant. | only 
suffered a few minor injuries.’ 


‘So | observe, it must nevertheless have been a 
tremendous shock to your system. And it would seem your 
symptoms have appreciably worsened since that event.’ 


‘Aren’t you jumping the gun?’ said Rye. ‘You’re talking as 
if everything you’ve asked about or I’ve mentioned is part of 
a single syndrome. Surely until you’ve examined the results 
of all the necessary tests, this is mere hypothesis?’ 


‘| prefer to think of it as diagnosis,’ he said with a quick 
flash of the charming smile. ‘So far you’ve given me a 
history of severe headaches over many years increasing in 
frequency, occasional bouts of dizziness or disorientation 
also becoming more frequent, and mood swings if not 
violent enough to be called manic-depressive, certainly 
remarkable enough for you to feel they were worth a 
mention. These begin to form a pattern which may give a 
pointer to what | should be looking for in the test results.’ 


‘So why don’t we get down to the tests?’ 


He blinked again. Probably every blink means another 
hundred on his bill, thought Rye. Well, that’s what the 
private patient paid for, the right to be ruder than the 
doctor. 


She’d come as clean as she could in answering his 
questions, stopping short of telling him about her 
conversations with Serge, of course, and not getting within 
screaming distance of her involvement in the Wordman 
killings. She had told him about her sense of responsibility 
for the accident that had caused Serge’s death, though 
without admitting that she was indeed responsible. And 
she’d gone on to describe how, after her recovery, lines she 
knew by heart had vanished the moment she set foot on a 
stage, thus bringing to an end her hope of an acting career. 
She’d been worried in advance that baring so much of 
herself to an impersonal expert might tempt her to go the 
whole confessional hog and let everything spill out. But in 
fact she was finding that the process was causing a 
distancing between herself and the self who’d done those 
dreadful things, turning that other into the killer you read 
about in the paper or see being taken into court on the telly, 
then you close the paper or switch off the set, and though 
you may retain a residual impression of the monster for a 
while, it isn’t strong enough to spoil your dinner or trouble 
your sleep. 


Only the sepulchral confinement of the brain scanner 
brought it all back to her, brought Sergius too, his flesh 
disintegrating as it strove to rid itself of all that fluff and 
dust, his eye accusing, as if all her efforts to contact him 
had only heaped purgatorial coals upon his spirit. As she 
rolled back into the by comparison cathedral vastness of the 
hospital room, she wondered how her turbulent mental 
activity had registered on the scan. Would it be possible for 
the expert eye to read a full confession in the message 


scrawled by all those electronic impulses on the wall of the 
brain? 


After the initial consultation and examination, Mr 
Chakravarty had vanished, presumably to see another 
lucrative private client, or maybe glance at a dozen or so 
National Health patients, while she spent the rest of the 
morning undergoing tests, some of which she understood, 
others of which were impenetrably arcane. 


Finished, she was told that she should present herself at 
the peacock throne again at four thirty, by which time 
Chakravarty, his busy schedule permitting, should have had 
time to make some preliminary assessments of the test 
results. 


She had no desire to go back to her flat. Hat was working 
today, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t bunk off at some 
point to visit her at the library. There he would be met by 
the story she’d fed her colleagues, that she was taking the 
day off to do the January sales in Leeds. Being a cop, and 
knowing her attitude to sex and shopping was that they 
were fine except for the shopping, he might be a little more 
sceptical than her colleagues and head straight round to 
Church View. To head him off from doing something stupid 
like kicking her door down, she’d confided in Myra Rogers 
who'd promised to listen out for any visitors and confirm 
that she’d seen her friend set off, hopes high, in search of 
bargains first thing that morning. Worried that she’d be 
keeping Myra stuck in Church View, she’d been reassured 
that her bookkeeping work could for the most part be as 
easily done at home as in her clients’ often cramped offices. 


It seemed a good idea too to avoid the chance of an 
accidental encounter in the town centre so when she got 
into her car, she drove out into the country. Whether 
directed by accident or by subconscious choice, she did not 
know, but she suddenly realized she was driving along the 


Little Bruton road, and there ahead was the tiny humpback 
bridge where she’d broken down and sat in despair till she 
saw the yellow AA van driving towards her like the answer 
to a prayer. Here it had all started, here the first of her 
victims had died - no, not a victim, not this one ... his death 
had been an accident ... an accident which she had 
interpreted as a Sign... 


She stopped on the bridge. Time had stopped for her on 
that occasion and all those subsequent occasions when 
deaths had occurred which by no stretch of the imagination 
could be called accidental. She’d told Chakravarty 
something about these timeless episodes, not with any 
detail, of course, but just in an effort to convey her feeling 
of separation from the chronology of everyday life, her 
sense of otherness. Now she longed for the experience 
again ... time slowing... stopping... only this time when the 
flow started again, perhaps instead of the AA man lying 
dead in the water, he’d be climbing into his van and driving 
merrily on his way ... 


But nothing happened. She stood on the bridge and 
looked down over the shallow parapet. The stream flowed, 
and so did time. She got back into the car. The past was 
past and never changed. The dead were dead and the only 
way to see them again was to join them. Her eyes filled with 
blinding tears. She kept on driving, faster and faster, but 
when her eyes cleared, she was still alive, still bowling along 
this narrow bendy country road as if hands other than hers 
were turning the wheel. 


At four twenty-nine she was back in Chakravarty’s office. 
At four thirty prompt he appeared. So she’d taught him one 
lesson. But when he didn’t make any charmingly humorous 
reference to his good timekeeping, she guessed he was not 
the bearer of glad tidings. 


She said, ‘Mr Chakravarty, before you begin, please 
understand there is no need to wrap things up. | require 
clear explanation. No jargon, no concealing technicalities 
and certainly no euphemism.’ 


A blink. 


‘Fine’ he said. ‘Then | am sorry to tell you that you have a 
brain tumour. This is the cause of your recent headaches 
and of the convulsive episode you suffered at New Year.’ 


He went on talking, smoothly, eloquently. She registered 
the drift - that he was advising immediate hospitalization 
and the commencement of a vigorous combination of 
radiotherapy and chemotherapy - and she got the message 
- that the tumour was inoperable and treatment likely to be 
merely palliative. But she wasn’t really listening. Out on the 
Little Bruton road she had longed for a return of that sense 
of timelessness, and now she had it. She felt as if she could 
stand up and take her clothes off and dance on the 
consultant’s desk then get dressed and resume her seat, 
and all the time he would go on talking, unaware that she 
had escaped from the dimension that he was trapped in. Or 
perhaps, being a wise and experienced doctor who had 
spent too much of his life looking into the human brain and 
the human psyche to be easily deceived, he knew very well 
that she had left him and was elsewhere and elsewhen, and 
was merely talking on and on to fill the time until she, as 
she must do, rejoined him in the cage. 


One thing she knew now for certain. She had to re-enter 
at the same point as she went out. There was no escape to 
the past. 


She sighed and stepped back into the middle of one of 
his well-balanced sentences. 


‘How long will | live without treatment?’ 


A blink. Not an indicator this time of an increase in his 
fee, she gauged, but perhaps a mental bookmark to remind 
his secretary to make sure Ms Pomona’s bill was placed in 
her hands immediately. 


‘At best months, but it could be much less. Tumours of 
this kind are very fast-growing and ...’ 


‘With treatment, how long?’ 


He looked at her, looked down, took a breath as if in 
preparation for a long speech, looked into her unblinking 
eyes again, and said, ‘Longer.’ 


‘Much longer?’ 


‘Who knows?’ he said. He sounded unhappy. Was it 
because of her future or his ignorance? 


‘Long enough to ... do things.’ 
‘Like what?’ 


‘Like prepare yourself for ... | mean, it might not happen 
.. So quickly, | mean ... and there are things, practical and 
personal... nowadays there’s a whole raft of strategies ... it’s 
possible to be ready ...’ 


Strange how her insistence on directness should in the 
end drive him to hesitant obliquities. 


‘Ready for death?’ 

He nodded. 

‘Death?’ she repeated, determined to make him Say it. 
‘Death,’ he said. 

‘OK. You haven’t said anything about my old injury.’ 


He looked bewildered, then relieved. He was being 
offered an escape route from her short future into her 
Slightly longer past. 


He said, ‘Well, | thought about it, of course, in terms of 
the whole range of symptoms you described. Indeed, | had a 
chat with a colleague of mine who _ specializes in 
neuropsychology and has produced a couple of highly 
regarded papers on various categories of psychiatric 
disorder which can occur as a long-term result of brain 
injury. Not that | was thinking of you in terms of serious 
psychiatric disorder, of course, but merely exploring the 
possibility that some of your physical symptoms might be 
explicable in terms of some minor affective disorder 


He was getting away from her again behind those 
defences of verbiage and syntax which must have done 
such sterling service for him over the years. 


Rye said, ‘So what did he say, your colleague? Just the 
gist will do.’ 


‘Of course, yes. Though you realize this is not at all 
relevant to your current condition.’ 


The tumour that has been giving me headaches and 
made me have a fit and is eventually going to kill me, you 
mean? Yes, | realize that, and | understand that once you 
knew about the tumour you would naturally lose interest in 
my old head injury. But seeing as you did include it initially 
in your hypothesis ... sorry, diagnosis ... | might as well get 
full value for my money, mightn’t |?’ 


‘Well, there is a wide range of categories of psychiatric 
disorder which can occur after a brain injury such as you 
clearly experienced when you were fifteen. | mentioned 
affective disorders, which include conditions like mania and 
depression, plus obsessive compulsive and panic anxiety 
disorders. Associated with these may be arousal and 
motivational disorders. Psychotic disorders may _ also 
present, and there can be an associated inclination to 


violence and aggression, but none of this really has any 
relevance to your condition, Miss Pomona 


‘Bear with me. This is really fascinating stuff,’ she said. ‘I 
know how busy you are, but if | could just take up a little 
more of your time while | get myself together 


It was a good tactic. He smiled and said, ‘Of course.’ 
‘These psychotic disorders, what sort of thing’s involved 
there?’ 


‘In general terms, hallucinatory experiences, visual 
and’or auditory...’ 


‘Seeing people who aren’t there and hearing their voices, 
you mean?’ 


‘Yes, that sort of thing. This can be associated with 
delusional belief, that is an apprehension of situations and 
relationships which is based on a false premise which resists 
all centra-evidence. Thought disorders linked to problems of 
language function or information processing ‘ 


‘Could not being able to remember my stage lines fit in 
here?’ 


He looked at her curiously and said, ‘Yes, | Suppose it 
could.’ 


‘How fascinating,’ she said. ‘Just one thing more. My 
tumour She found she quite liked the possessive. My flat. My 
books. In my opinion. My boyfriend. 


My tumour. 
‘... 1S itin any way, could it be in any way, related to that 
old brain injury?’ 


He frowned as if feeling it was unfair of her to remind him 
she was going to die, then said, ‘Actually, | don’t have the 
faintest idea. Seems unlikely, but lots of things we now take 
for granted once seemed unlikely.’ 


She nodded as if to reassure him that this was the kind of 
frankness she wanted. 


‘But, like an accidental brain injury, is a tumour also likely 
to cause psychiatric disorders? Or have any effect on the 
way that the mind functions?’ 


‘Well, certainly, but | really don’t think you need to start 
worrying about that.’ 


‘Because it is going to kill me too quickly for any 
behavioural changes to become significant, you mean?’ she 
said solemnly. 


He frowned again. She gave him a quick grin. 


‘Not all bad then!’ she went on. ‘But it could be having 
some effects on my behaviour and thought processes, right? 
In which case, it could be that some of these new effects 
might actually counterbalance or negate some of the old 
effects of my head injury, right?’ 


He shrugged helplessly. He looked almost vulnerable. 


‘Anything’s possible,’ he said, ‘but honestly, | don’t think 
there’s much point in concerning ourselves with effects 
when what we need to do Is -’ 


She stood up, saying, ‘Thanks a lot, Mr Chakravarty. 
You've been really helpful.’ 


‘deal with causes’ he concluded, determined to get back 
to the consulted’consulting relationship. ‘Miss Pomona, 
about your treatment 


‘No time for that,’ she said crisply. ‘Don’t worry. I'll pay 
your bill by return of post.’ 


Then, feeling that he hadn’t really deserved such a 
parting sting, she smiled and said, ‘And I’m really grateful. 
Take care now.’ 


She went out to the car park. It was curious. She’d been 
condemned to death and yet what she felt was the kind of 
euphoria you experience as you leave the dentist’s! 


It was five thirty. She didn’t want to go home yet. She 
wasn’t ready for Myra’s sympathetic questioning and even 
less ready for the possibility of finding Hat sitting on her 
doorstep. She turned on the car radio and listened to some 
Country and Western for a while. Its unsophisticated 
emotionalism seemed just about right. At six o’clock she 
drove to the Centre. Most of her colleagues would be 
homeward bound by now and, in any case, as far as they 
were concerned, she’d spent the day shopping. 


She made her way to the Centre theatre. Its director had 
been one of the Wordman’s victims. No, one of my victims, 
She corrected herself. She didn’t know if she could bring 
herself to confess her sins but at least she could confront 
them. One of the core members of the company, a young 
woman called Lynn Crediton, had been appointed as stand- 
in director and, if the current holiday production of Aladdin 
was anything to go by, the Council might do worse than to 
make the appointment permanent. 


In the little theatre there was the usual bustle as they 
got ready for the evening performance in just over an hour. 
Rye spotted Lynn in the aisle, checking some lighting 
adjustments. She waited till she’d finished shouting her 
instructions, then went up to her. 


They’d met a couple of times before, and Rye’s 
association with the Wordman case underlined the 
encounters. 


‘Hi,’ said Lynn. ‘You an early punter, or do you fancy 
being the back legs of a camel?’ 


‘Both, maybe,’ said Rye. ‘Look, it probably sounds daft, 
but | used to do a bit of acting and | wondered if | could try 


out a few lines?’ 


‘You want to audition?’ The woman regarded her 
doubtfully, then said, ‘Sure, why not? Can you come along 
say tomorrow morning, about ten?’ 


‘Well actually, | wondered if | could just go on stage now 
and do a bit? Just thirty seconds, honestly. | can see you’re 
really busy, but it’s just that | feel really up for it. No one has 
to stop doing anything, then I'll be out of your hair.’ 


Lynn shrugged. 


‘OK, help yourself. But | can’t promise I'll be able to 
listen, even for thirty seconds!’ 


Rye smiled her thanks and stepped on to the low stage. 


She stood there for a moment looking out into the 
theatre. They came back to her, those days before ... before 
Serge died, this is what it had been like, standing in the 
light, looking into the dark. 


Now here she was again. 
Standing in the light, looking into the dark. 


She cleared her throat, then opened her mouth with no 
idea what, if anything, was going to come out. 


She heard herself begin to sing. 


Come away, come away death, And in sad cypress let me 
be laid. 


Fly away, fly away breath, 

lam slain by a fair cruel maid. 

My shroud of white, stuck all with yew, 

O prepare it. 

My part of death no one so true Did share it. 


When she started the theatre was full of noise and her 
soft voice was like the song of a lark above a cattle mart. 
But by the time she finished, every other sound had 
stopped, and all eyes were fixed on this slim young woman 
stock-still at the front of the stage. 


Not a flower, not a flower sweet On my black coffin let 
there be strewn. 


Not a friend, not a friend greet 

My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown. 
A thousand thousand sighs to save 

Lay me O where 

Sad true lover never find my grave, To weep there. 


She finished. There was silence. Then Lynn Crediton 
began to applaud and soon everyone else joined in. 
Flushing, Rye clambered down off the stage. 


That was great’ said Lynn. ‘Maybe not quite the mood for 
Aladdin, but you got pretty close to the day!’ 


‘What? Oh, Twelfth Night, you mean. Don’t know why | 
chose that. It was just something we did at school.’ 
‘And you played Feste?’ 


‘No. | loved the play so much | think | had the whole thing 
by heart. | played Viola, who found her lost brother. Maybe | 
should have played Olivia who knew how to mourn hers.’ 


‘Lots of time for that. Like | said, can you come tomorrow 
morning ... are you OK?’ 


She was looking with concern into Rye’s eyes, which 
were brimful of tears. 


‘Yes, yes, never better ... happy and sad ... lost and found 
... 'm sorry, I’ve got to go.’ 


She hurried away towards the exit. Lynn called after her, 
‘You'll come in the morning then for a proper audition?’ 


Over her shoulder Rye cried, ‘No. Sorry. No more 
auditions, no more acting. Sorry’ 


And ran through the exit door, leaving the director 
uncertain whether she had just played a small role in a 
comedy, a tragedy, or simply a pantomime. 


On Tuesday morning Pascoe, after several unsuccessful 
attempts to hack into the Central Police Computer in search 
of information about Sergeant Thomas Roote, disgraced, 
deceased, did what any sensible man did when matters of 
high technology were concerned, he went to see Edgar 
Wield. 


Usually when faced with such special requests, the 
sergeant’s mosaic features underwent a_— small 
rearrangement which experienced Wield-watchers took to 
indicate a certain degree of pleasure at being given another 
opportunity to go places that neither Dalziel’s strength nor 
Pascoe’s subtlety could reach. Today, however, as soon as 
Pascoe said, ‘Can you do me a favour, Wieldy?’, he rolled his 
eyes and ground his teeth and looked unambiguously pissed 
off. 


‘Something bothering you?’ asked Pascoe. 


‘Just get the impression sometimes that no bugger round 
here thinks I’ve got owt better to do than hack into places | 
Shouldn't be,’ he replied. 


‘Himself, you mean? As well as myself, of course.’ 


‘Aye, he’s on my back to dig up all | can about some guy 
called Tristram Lilley, but without letting anyone know we’re 
taking an interest. | ask him why he’s after this guy and he 
just growls like a bear that’s swallowed a hornets’ nest! So 


it’s me fishing blind again, and if | wake some sodding great 
Shark, it’s only me that’ll get bitten!’ 


‘Come on, Wieldy, you can’t say that. You know full well 
we’d come and visit you in the prison hospital,’ said Pascoe. 
‘So what have you found out about this Lilley?’ 


‘That if you want your computer hacked, your phone 
tapped, your bank account audited and your intimate 
moments on video, he makes me look like an amateur.’ 


‘Interesting. But Andy often plays his cards pretty close 
to his chest till he’s ready to thump his Royal Flush on to the 
table. So why does this one get up your nose so much?’ 


Wield looked at him speculatively then said, ‘I’m getting 
as secretive as he is. There’s more. He’s got me checking on 
a German called Mai Richter a.k.a. Myra Rogers.’ 


‘That rings a faint bell.’ 


‘It should. Myra Rogers lives next door to Rye Pomona 
and from what Hat’s said they’ve become good mates. He 
told me not to bother with her official check sheet, so 
presumably he’s got that already. What he wants is how she 
came into the country, when she changed from Mai to Myra. 
Well, | took a look at her sheet anyway. She’s a journalist, 
Pete. A ferret. Got some big stories to her credit on the 
Continent. So what’s she doing here, cosying up to the 
girlfriend of one of my lads, that’s what | want to know. 
That’s what | think I’m entitled to know!’ 


‘Me too,’ said Pascoe feelingly. ‘And I’m going to find out.’ 
He turned for the door. 


Wield said, ‘Pete, what was it you came to see me 
about?’ 


‘Hardly dare mention it’ said Pascoe. ‘At least it’s no 
secret. Roote. And before you start lecturing me, it’s not 


Franny, it’s his father and it’s something Ellie found out.’ 
He explained. 


‘Now that is interesting’ said Wield. I'll get on to it. For 
Ellie’s sake, you understand. | still reckon the less you have 
to do with that fellow the better.’ 


‘Me too,’ said Pascoe. ‘But we all have our albatrosses. 
You seen Lubanski yet?’ 


It was a low shot but it hit. Wield, slightly hungover, had 
attended a conference with Dalziel and Pascoe on Sunday to 
discuss the implications of the confirmation that Linford, or 
LB, was backing whatever job Mate Polchard was planning. 
The Fat Man’s reaction to the death of Liam and the others 
had been, as Wield had anticipated, good riddance. He’d 
been more interested in the possible effect of the tragedy 
on the relationship between Belchamber and Linford. ‘He'll 
be looking for some bugger to blame. He had Belchy in his 
sights already and he’ll not be in the mood to take a new 
aim.’ 

‘How can he blame Belchamber for getting his son out on 
bail, which is what he must have been screaming at him to 
do ever since the committal?’ asked Pascoe. 


‘Fathers, sons, logic goes out the window, specially when 
they’re dead,’ said Dalziel. ‘Wieldy, set up a meet with 
young Lochinvar, see if he’s heard owt.’ 


‘Yes, sir. Can be a bit hard to get hold of,’ said Wield, 
who'd thought it wiser not to mention that he’d sung a 
karaoke duet with Lee a few minutes after hearing about 
Liam. 


‘Hard to get hold of? He’s a rent boy, for fuck’s sake!’ 
said Dalziel. 


All of which helped explain the sergeant’s state of pissed- 
off-ness with the Fat Man. 


Now he said to Pascoe, ‘Haven't been able to contact him 
yet.’ 


‘No?’ said Pascoe. ‘Wieldy, none of my business, but 
you're not letting yourself get too close to this lad?’ 


For a moment it looked like Wield might explode, then he 
took control and said, ‘I’d like to help him, if that’s what you 
mean, get him out of the life he’s leading’ 


‘But he’s not interested?’ 


‘No, it’s not that. In fact | think | could get him to make a 
change but only at the expense of letting him think there 
was something between us. Not sex, | can deal with that, 
you learn over the years, but some kind of commitment. I’m 
not sure exactly what he wants me to be, but | know | can’t 
be it. It would be wrong of me to lead him on, only it can’t 
be right to let him stay like he is if | can do owt about it...’ 


‘You try to explain any of this to him?’ 


‘What’s the point? The more personal | let things get in 
the way | talk, the more he takes it as a signal he’s making 
progress. So all | can do is fall back on being a cop, tell him 
not to waste my time till he’s got something really solid to 
tell me. Now | wonder if that’s not just inciting him to take 
unnecessary risks.’ 


He sounded so unhappy, Pascoe touched his shoulder 
and said, ‘Come on, mate. What’s to risk? If Belchamber 
catches him poking around, all he’s going to do is kick him 
out, which is what you'd like! Don’t think Fat Andy would be 
very happy, though.’ 


That bugger’s happiness isn’t high up my priority list at 
the moment,’ retorted Wield. 
Pascoe went looking for Dalziel but discovered he’d gone 


out, no one knew where. He retired to his office, leaving the 
door slightly ajar to make sure he didn’t miss the crash of 


those mighty footsteps, but the Fat Man still hadn’t returned 
an hour later when the door swung open and Wield came in 
bearing a sheet of paper and a folder. 


Thomas Roote,’ he said without preamble. ‘Good old- 
fashioned copper from the sound of it. Started in the Met. 
Couple of commendations for bravery. CID, then got moved 
into the Drug Squad. It was a drug scare at Anthea 
Atherton’s school in Surrey that got the two of them 
involved. Reason the Squad was called in, dad of one of 
Atherton’s posh chums was a distributor in the Smoke and 
there was a strong suspicion she was keeping the family 
tradition going in the school. Nothing came of it except 
Roote got involved with Anthea. Question, would collaring 
the suspect dealer have meant laying hands on Anthea too? 
Answer, not proven. But you can be sure when the sergeant 
married the girl soon as she turned eighteen, there’d be a 
query set against his name.’ 


‘So, not a good career move,’ said Pascoe. 


‘No. He’d made sergeant early and looked like he was set 
to move smoothly up the ladder. But now he stuck. Could 
also have been that things were on the change way back 
then and the PR boys were getting control of the Force. Not 
the kind of approach Tommy Roote seems to have favoured. 
Complaints now instead of commendations. Beat up some 
guy who grabbed a hold of his son in the park. Lucky to get 
away with an admonishment ... that mean something to 
you?’ 


‘Might do,’ admitted Pascoe reluctantly. ‘So Sergeant 
Roote was living dangerously.’ 


That’s right. Reading between the lines, he was getting 
increasingly bolshie at work while at home his marriage was 
in a tail spin. He was also drinking heavily. Crisis point 
reached when he was so heavy handed on a big bust that 


another sergeant reported him. When Tommy heard about 
it, he went for the guy in the locker room. A DI stuck his 
nose in and asked what the hell was going on. Roote told 
him to mind his own fucking business and when he didn’t 
Roote decked him. That was that. Rolled into his hearing 
drunk and bolshie and sent any chance of being retired 
early with his pension intact up in smoke. After that it was 
downhill all the way. Guy like him had plenty of enemies 
outside and, without the protection of his badge, he was 
easy meat. Ended up in an alley behind a pub, his ribs 
kicked in. Choked on his own vomit. Death by misadventure. 
It’s all here.’ 


He dropped the sheet of paper face-down on the desk. 
‘Hell’s bells. That’s a terrible tale,’ said Pascoe. 

‘Yeah. Explains a few things about Roote, maybe.’ 
‘Like why he hates the police, you mean?’ 


‘Like why he’s so mixed up about his father, | meant. | 
think it’s back.’ 


Along the corridor echoed the tread of mighty footsteps 
and a discordant whistling of something which to Wield’s 
sensitive ears might have been ‘Total Eclipse of the Heart’. A 
moment later Dalziel filled the doorway. 


His two subordinates stared at him so unwelcomingly 
that he took a step backwards and said, ‘Be, I’ve not been 
met with looks like that since my dear wife left me. What 
have | done? Left my dirty socks in the bidet again?’ 


‘More like dirty fingerprints on the polished table, sir,’ 
said Pascoe, going straight on the attack. ‘What’s all this 
about Mai Richter? Or Myra Rogers? More to the point, 
what’s it all got to do with Rye Pomona?’ 


Dalziel’s response was to advance towards Wield and 
hold out one huge paw. 


‘Before the cock’s crowed thrice, eh?’ he said, shaking 
his head sadly. That for me?’ 


Silently Wield handed over the folder containing his 
findings on Richter and Lilley. 


‘It was me who asked Wieldy what he were up to’ said 
Pascoe. 


‘Oh aye? Ask him what he were up to at links last 
weekend and he sings a song, does he?’ 


‘| just think that anything to do with Rye Pomona and 
Bowler, I’m entitled to know.’ 


‘And why’s that then?’ 


‘Because | was with you when we interfered with a crime 
scene and when we edited Pomona’s statement’ said Pascoe 
baldly. 


The Fat Man backheeled the door shut with a slam that 
had constables in the canteen three floors below bolting 
their scalding coffee and heading back out several minutes 
early. 


‘Nay, lad, you weren’t with me’ he said fiercely. ‘Except 
maybe in your dreams. And I'd keep quiet about them, even 
when you're letting it all hang out on yon Pozzo’s couch.’ 


Jesus, thought Pascoe. Has he got me bugged? 


Wield was staring out of the window at the cloudy sky 
with an intensity that suggested all his senses except for 
sight were disengaged. 


Dalziel suddenly relaxed and smiled ruefully, shaking his 
great head. 


‘My torture!’ he said, using a strange oath allegedly 
passed down from his Highland forebears. ‘You’re getting 
me as daft as yourselves. Mebbe | should have put you in 
the picture, but it didn’t seem that important. All that’s 


happened is | were told a foreign national might be living on 
our patch under an assumed name. You know what them 
sods at Immigration are like, so | thought it best to get 
ahead of the game and take it seriously.’ 


‘Well, that’s awfully conscientious of you, sir’ said Pascoe. 
‘Can’t have anonymous foreigners getting up to their 
disgusting tricks in Mid-Yorkshire, can we? So tell me, 
Wieldy, what have you found out about this wolf in sheep’s 
clothing?’ 


‘Born 1962 in Kaub in the Rhine-Palatinate’ recited Wield 
in an old-fashioned schoolroom voice. ‘Studied at 
Heidelberg, Paris and London. Freelance journalist, 
concentrating on political corruption stories at a national 
and local level with a special interest in environmental 
affairs. Convictions in Germany for breaches of the peace, 
obstruction, possession. No UK convictions. No warrants 
outstanding 


‘Yeah yeah’ said Dalziel, holding up the folder he’d taken 
from the sergeant. ‘Got all that without wasting your 
precious time. Hope there’s summat a bit more useful in 
here’ 


‘Can't say, as | don’t know what you want to use it for’ 
said Wield. 


Dalziel gave him a glower and Pascoe hastily interposed 
his own body, saying, ‘Kaub. That’s on the Rhine, | recall. 
Few miles south of the Lorelei.’ 


‘Is it now?’ said the Fat Man. ‘You been there?’ 


‘Yes. Did a Rhine tour a few years back. Lovely spot. Very 
romantic, in every sense’ 


‘One sense at a time is as much as | can manage’ said 
Dalziel. ‘And seeing as we’re in such a sharing mood, 
anything else | should know about?’ 


His gaze was focused on the sheet bearing the new info 
on Roote Senior, which, despite the fact that it was face- 
down on the desk at a distance of several feet, he looked to 
be reading like a billboard poster. 


‘No, sir’ said Pascoe firmly. 
‘And you, Wieldy. Owt more from Boy George?’ 
‘No, sir.’ Equally firmly. 


‘Grand. Then we can all get down to some work, can’t 
we?’ 


He left. 


‘Why is it that | feel like I’ve been told, “You scratch my 
back or I’ll have the skin off yours”?’ said Pascoe. 


‘Me too,’ said Wield. ‘It’s like having a pet bear. A lot of 
the time it’s all warm cuddles, then suddenly you realize the 
bugger’s crushing you to death!’ 


Mai Richter dreamt she was back in her home town of 
Kaub, standing in Metzger-gasse, its lovely main street, 
looking towards the town tower, silhouetted against a 
ghastly sky. Higher still, a looming presence on even the 
sunniest days, was the bulk of Gutenfels with its restored 
ruins reminding those beneath where the real power in this 
land once lay. 


But Mai Richter’s gaze was fixed much lower. Before the 
tower a bonfire raged, its teeth of flame ripping through the 
ribs of pinewood which formed its frame to reveal the 
orange heart pulsing within. Figures danced around, cloaked 
and hooded, with just enough firelight stealing beneath the 
cowls to reveal pallid faces and staring eyes and mouths 
twisted in terrible pleasure. They were hurling books into 
the fire’s maw, which received them greedily, devouring 
whole volumes in a second. She knew that these were her 
books, books she had written with sweat and tears and love 


and devotion, all the copies of all her books, every word she 
had ever written, reducing to ashes before her eyes, 
vanishing forever from libraries and bookshops and, worst of 
all, from her mind. 


What use to think of books when she knew beyond doubt 
that when they’d burnt all her words, it would be her body 
they turned to next. Already she could feel the heat of the 
ravening flames, yet she had no power to flee or to resist. 
Somewhere close she could hear the pulse and the roar of 
the mighty Rhine but its cooling waters offered no relief. 


And now its sound was changing, still as powerful and as 
pulsing as ever, but now something more, something else ... 
and suddenly she recognized the dark and terrible music of 
Siegfried’s funeral with a shock of fear that woke her. 


The dancing shadows of the bonfire were replaced by the 
still white walls of her bedroom and its searing heat by the 
Sharp chill of an English January night. 


But the music remained. Those shuddering glooms of 
sound which roll down the margins of mortality into the 
underworld still reverberated in her mind. And in her ears. 


She sat up. 
Still it was there. 


Slowly she got out of bed, fumbled in her bedside 
drawer, found what she was looking for, and moved towards 
her bedroom door. Beneath it she could see a line of light, 
red and faintly flickering as if the bonfire she had dreamt 
about lay just beyond this portal. 


Dauntless, she took the handle, turned it and pushed the 
door open. 


From her tape deck the music boomed, while from her 
gas-fire the flickering orange flames cast just enough light 
to trace the outline of a monstrous figure whose bulk spilled 


over the edge of the old armchair in which it sat. Her 
nerveless fingers sought but could not find the light switch. 


‘Who's there?’ she demanded shrilly. ‘Who is that? | warn 
you, | have arms.’ 


‘Good job I’m ‘armless then’ said the figure. ‘It’s all right 
lass, it’s only me, the Ghost of Christmas Past. Come in and 
shut that door. There’s a hell of a draught.’ 


And the figure leaned forward till she was able to 
recognize the unwelcome welcome face of Detective 
Superintendent Andrew Dalziel. 


Dalziel relaxed in his chair and watched the woman as 
she busied herself round the room, turning the music off and 
the lights on. The round anonymity of her face, which must 
be useful in her line of work, had somehow vanished. 
Perhaps it was the shock of sudden awaking to this strange 
invasion or the absence of make-up or the fact that her hair 
was no longer neat and carefully coiffed. Her round features 
now seemed sharp and well defined. She slept in nothing 
but a thin white T-shirt and it could be that the new 
awareness this gave him of her sexuality aided the defining 
process. He noted that, despite her delaying tactics, she 
made no attempt to get a dressing gown. Bright lass, he 
thought. Gets herself together, but reckons there might be 
some advantage in distracting me with her tits. 


Finally she sat down opposite him, very demurely, pulling 
the T-shirt over her knees. 


‘So,’ she said, ‘Superintendent Dalziel, you have broken 
into my flat at one o’clock in the morning. You are drinking 
my whisky, which is theft, and as you’ve gone through my 
tapes, | presume you’ve performed an illegal search. Or is 
there something | have missed?’ 


‘Nay, lass, that just about wraps it up. Nice whisky too. 
Was a bit worried you might have nowt but schnapps or 


some other Kraut firewater. Going to join me?’ 


She smiled and leaned forward to fill a glass and said, 
‘I’m really interested to know why a senior policeman should 
put his career at risk in such a way.’ 


‘Aye, that’s the tie-break question, isn’t it? To tell you the 
truth, all | really came lor was to find out why you are 
leaving.’ 


‘Leaving?’ 


‘Come on, luv. You don’t imagine someone with your 
record can book plane seats without half the police forces in 
Europe knowing.’ 


This was a lie. In the three days since getting Wield’s 
report, the Fat Man had certainly spent a lot of time 
planning his strategy with regard to Richter, but he’d had no 
idea of her plans to return to Germany until he’d found the 
plane ticket in her desk drawer. It was for tomorrow, it was 
one-way, and it was first class. 


His conclusion had been that she felt her job here was 
either over or getting nowhere and he’d been tempted to 
steal away as silently as he’d come, but only for a second. It 
was, he’d discovered in the course of a life packed, both 
professionally and personally, with problems, a delusion that 
they ever went away. 


And Charley Penn certainly wasn’t going away. 


She said, ‘So you have also been illegally accessing 
computer databases?’ 


‘Not sure what that means, but | dare say you’re right. So 
let’s get down to it, Fraulein Richter. Here’s what | know 
about you and what | want from you. You’re an old mate of 
Charley Penn’s, on good shagging terms, from the look of 
things. You came here at his instigation to see what you 
could sniff out via Miss Pomona about the circumstances of 


Dick Dee’s death. Now, what I’d like for you to do is tell me 
what you imagine you've found out, then we can all get into 
our beds. All right?’ 


She shook her head in not altogether affected 
amazement. 


‘Charley told me about you, Mr Dalziel, but | did not 
altogether believe him. Now | realize he got it wrong. He 
told me you were arrogant and ruthless, but he did not tell 
me you were also stupid. Do you really think you can break 
your English law and violate my rights in this way and get 
away with it? You say you've studied my background. You 
must know I’ve helped put more powerful and important 
men than you behind bars.’ 


I’m sorry, luv,’ Said Dalziel, deliberately 
misunderstanding. ‘My dad told me never to contradict a 
lady, but I’ve got to say that, when it comes to putting 
buggers behind bars, | reckon I’can give thee half the 
Sudeten-land start and still be in Prague afore ye. But why 
make such a pother? It’s tit for tat, you help me, I'll help 
you, can’t say fairer than that.’ 


‘What could you help me with?’ she asked mockingly. 
‘Are you going to fix a parking ticket, perhaps?’ 


‘| can manage that too, but | were thinking more of 
keeping you out of jail’ said Dalziel, leaning forward to help 
himself to more whisky. ‘Jail? For what?’ she demanded. ‘You 
got no laws in Germany then? Well, we’ve got enough to go 
round. First off, personation, forgery and deception. You took 
this flat telling the estate agent you were English and called 
Myra Rogers, and handing over a set of references to show 
what an upright British citizen you were. Want more? You've 
got a bagful of interesting-looking white powder in your 
fridge. And while you may have a licence back home for that 
natty little gun you were waving just now, | can’t find any 


trace of anything which makes it legal here. Want more? 
You've employed Mr Tristram Lilley to introduce _ illicit 
surveillance equipment into a private dwelling which 
involved illegal entry. Yes, I’ve had a word with him | being a 
self-centred little scrote, he’s talking so fast, his own 
equipment can’t keep up. Want more? | haven’t even 
started with the stuff | can heap on top of you yet.’ 


These are empty threats, Superintendent,’ she said 
calmly. ‘| have been hounded by experts and threatened 
with physical violence, death even, and | am still here. | 
know lawyers who will get me out of your clutches without 
even leaving their offices.’ 


‘| can believe it. They ought to geld one a day to 
encourage the others. Aye, the law’s an ass, all right, but 
the good thing is it’s a broken-winded and spavin’d ass. Now 
I'd guess that maybe one thing that’s helped you decide to 
leave first class is someone back in Kraut-land has offered 
you a real job setting the world to rights.’ 


She was good at hiding, but he was better at seeking and 
saw he’d scored a hit. 


He went on, ‘I think | can guarantee you'll stay banged 
up long enough for your friends back home to find 
themselves another Mata Hari. And I'll make sure that you 
get such publicity all over Europe, you'll need to wear a 
beard next time you go undercover.’ 


She thought for a moment then she smiled at him. 


‘Perhaps you’re right,’ she said. ‘Tell me what you want 
and I’ll see if | can help you.’ 


Then she shivered and went on, ‘It’s so cold in these 
English flats, don’t you think so? In Germany we know how 
to keep warm.’ 


As she spoke, she half turned to the gas fire and arched 
her body towards it as if in search of heat, hitching the T- 
shirt up as she did so. 


Dalziel relaxed in his chair, nodded approvingly and 
raised his glass. 


After a moment, Richter pulled her T-shirt back over her 
knees. 


‘Nice try, lass, but I’ve got one of my own at home that 
I'd like to get back to,’ said Dalziel. ‘Save it for Charley. 
Though | can’t understand what you see in him myself. 
Thought you lot liked a bit more meat on your men.’ 


‘Charley is a good man,’ she said seriously. ‘And not a 
stupid one. When he told me his story and asked for my 
help, | admit it did not seem like my kind of thing.’ 


‘Which is political corruption on a big scale, right?’ 


That sort of thing,’ she smiled. This sounded, personal, 
petty. At best, if Charley had got it right, it was about some 
insignificant provincial bobbies covering their tracks. It 
might make a little stir in the English papers, but anything 
makes a stir here. But Charley is an old friend, and it suited 
me to rest quiet a few weeks away from home. So | came.’ 


‘Saw, and conquered. You certainly seem to have 
conquered little Miss Rye,’ said Dalziel. ‘So what have you 
found out?’ 


She hesitated and he growled from deep in his chest, The 
truth, remember.’ 


She said, ‘I am not thinking of a lie. No, it is the truth that 
| have to work out, for to tell the truth | don’t know what | 
have found. Except that Rye is very disturbed, and 
distressed. Her boyfriend, the young policeman, he makes 
her very happy, but he is also the cause of much of her 
unhappiness too. All this | have found hard to understand. 


When | first spoke to her she was scattering the contents of 
a vacuum cleaner into the churchyard. | later found when 
we became friends that it was the ashes of her dead brother 
which had been spilt during that strange burglary she had.’ 


‘Strange? How was it strange? It was Charley Penn, 
wasn’t it?’ 


‘No. Not so. Charley was here that morning because he 
spent the night with me. No danger, we knew Rye was 
away, just like you know she is away tonight, | presume, 
else you would not have played the music so loud.’ 


‘Aye, she’s round at young Bowler’s’ said Dalziel. ‘So 
what happened?’ 


‘| don’t know. We heard a crash, like something breaking. 
It seemed to come from next door, but we knew the flat was 
empty. Charley went out to listen at the door. That’s when 
Mrs Gilpin saw him, so he didn’t come back in to me but 
went home.’ 


‘You sure it weren’t you?’ said Dalziel doubtingly. ‘Some 
bugger left a message about Lorelei on her computer. Right 
up Charley’s street, that, and not far from the bottom of 
your street back home, if my information is right.’ 


‘You’ve been digging deep, Mr Dalziel,’ she said. ‘Yes, she 
told me about the message when we became friends. Very 
odd, especially because of the link with Charley. Another 
odd thing was the quiet.’ 


‘Sorry?’ 


‘She said her flat was a mess, things knocked over, 
drawers emptied. Yet apart from the one crash, | heard 
nothing. Also odd is the other bug.’ ‘Eh?’ 


‘Did not Tris tell you when you spoke to him?’ she said, 
giving him a sharp look which Dalziel received with apparent 
complacency. The truth was he’d never talked to Lilley. The 


man lived in London and it would have been difficult to roust 
him out without reference to the Met. He wanted to keep his 
interest in Lilley and Richter low profile. But from what he’d 
read and seen of the man, he got the impression that he’d 
be quick to do a deal to save his own skin, and Richter 
clearly found this easy to believe too. 


So, this other bug Lilley was likely to have mentioned... 


He said, ‘Oh aye. That. He did say summat, but it’s yours 
I’m interested in.’ 


She let out a burst of triumphant laughter. 


‘Because the other bug is your own, right? And, let me 
guess, it has not been working properly? Perhaps Tris did 
something to it when he found it.’ 


She’d noted his hesitation, but jumped to the wrong 
conclusion. That’s the trouble if you spend your life looking 
for conspiracies, you start seeing them everywhere! 


‘Always said you can’t trust this modern technology,’ he 
said, trying to sound sheepish but not too much. 


‘Tris says so too. One bug is never enough. You must ask 
for a bigger budget.’ 


‘Oh, | shall. But let’s concentrate on what you’ve got, 
Shall we? Bugs are all right, but there’s nowt like a close 
friend for getting to the heart of things.’ 


She didn’t blush but she looked distinctly unhappy. Could 
journalists feel guilt? Why not? They were only human. In 
some cases, only just human. But Richter’s motivations in 
the past seemed to have more to do with moral principle 
than personal profit. And now, if she thought the police had 
planted this other bug, she could be seeing him as a fellow 
investigator rather than an object of investigation. 


He said, ‘I know it’s hard when you like someone. | like 
Rye, too. And | like my lad Bowler. And | want to do what’s 
best for both of them. But | can’t do that without | know 
what’s going on, can |?’ 


He sounded so serious and sincere, he could have sold 
himself insurance. 


She nodded and said, ‘OK. | think Rye is troubled because 
perhaps she knows more than she has said about this 
Wordman. It is very personal to her. She talks sometimes 
when she has drunk a lot of wine as if he had something to 
do with her brother, which cannot be as he died when she 
was only fifteen. But these things have got mixed up in her 
mind. She blames herself for the death of her brother, | 
think, and perhaps somehow she blames herself for the 
death of this Dick Dee also. She liked him very much, that is 
clear. And if once you get it in your head that being close to 
you is what has killed people you love, then you are on the 
way to breakdown.’ 


‘But why should she blame herself for Dee’s death?’ 


‘Perhaps because she’d begun to suspect he was the 
Wordman but wouldn’t let herself believe it. Perhaps she 
engineered a situation in which he would have to reveal the 
truth and it all went wrong. And because the truth was 
never revealed clearly and unambiguously, his death 
troubles her. What if he were innocent?’ 


‘She’s said that, has she?’ asked Dalziel. ‘She thinks Dee 
were innocent?’ 


‘She said to me one night, “What if the Wordman wasn’t 
dead, Myra? What if he was still out there, checking out his 
next victim? What if he’s just waiting till everyone’s guard is 
down, then it’s all going to start again?” | asked her if she 
had any reason for thinking this. All | wanted to do was 
comfort her, but | owed it to Charley to ask.’ 


‘And her answer?’ 


‘She fell asleep in my arms, so | put her to bed,’ said 
Richter tenderly. 


‘Didn’t jump in beside her?’ enquired Dalziel casually. 
Women could do whatever they wanted in his book, so long 
as they didn’t do it in the street and frighten the plods. Or 
unless one of them was as good as engaged to one of his 
DCs. 


She grinned at him, looking wickedly sexy, and said, ‘No, 
| am aggressively hetero, Mr Dalziel. But you’re going to 
have to take my word for that.’ 


‘Missed the bus, eh? Story of my life. But | never like to 
climb aboard unless I’m sure | can afford the ride. On you go 
with your tale.’ 


‘There is not much more to tell,’ she said. ‘On the tapes | 
have of her alone, sometimes there is sobbing. Sometimes 
there is the sound of her pacing around in the night. And 
sometimes she talks aloud, to her dead brother, often very 
angrily, as if she blames him for her unhappiness. Also to 
Hat, full of love, and regret, and apology. More like someone 
taking leave than someone talking to the person she wants 
to spend the rest of her life with. But this was before’ 


‘Before what?’ 


She emptied her whisky glass, filled it up again, emptied 
it again. 


‘| do not know if | have the right to tell you this, and | do 
not think | could tell you this if | was going to stay and be 
her friend as she believes | am. And | believe it too, or 
believe it could be so, which is why | am leaving and why | 
will never see her again, and also why | am able to break 
the word | have given.’ 


‘Slow down, luv,’ said Dalziel. That Scotch is turning you 
German. Breaking confidence is like taking off a sticky 
plaster. There’s only one way, short and sharp.’ 


She nodded, took a long slow breath, then said, ‘On 
Monday she went to the hospital for tests. She has a brain 
tumour. She is going to die.’ 


‘Well fuck me rigid and sell me to the Tate!’ exclaimed 
Dalziel, who had let his mind rehearse half a dozen possible 
revelations without getting close. ‘Can’t they do owt?’ 


‘She does not want anything done’ said Richter. 


‘Shit. Someone’s got to talk to her’ said the Fat Man 
agitatedly. ‘These days they can cure owt save foot and 
mouth and politicians. Does Bowler know?’ 


‘No one knows. Except me. Now you. So now it is your 
responsibility not mine to decide what to do. This is why | 
am glad to go. My job, which was never a job | should have 
undertaken, is done. Now | can go to a real job’ 


‘Run away, you mean, and leave the poor lass to suffer 
all this alone, after you’ve weaselled your way into her 
confidence? Jesus! What they say about you bastards 
doesn’t tell the half of it!’ 


His contempt left her unmoved. 


She said, ‘You mistake, Superintendent. If she was as 
unhappy as | would be in her situation, then | doubt if | could 
have decided so easily to go. No, the thing that makes me 
go is that the news has not made her miserable, it has 
made her happy! She acts as if she had gone along to the 
hospital anticipating confirmation that she had cancer and 
instead been told that she was free! | can offer comfort to 
despair. | cannot try to bring despair to joy. Now | think | 
have said all that | want to say to you, Superintendent. 
Aufwiedenehen, but not too soon, eh?’ 


Dalziel finished his drink and said, ‘Just one thing afore | 
go. If you’d not mind taking off that nightie or whatever you 
Call it. . ‘ 


She looked at him, puzzled, then smiled, stood up and 
pulled the T-shirt over her head. 


‘Turn around’ he said. 
She obeyed. 
‘Right’ he said. ‘You can put it back on.’ 


‘For a moment | thought you’d changed your mind’ she 
said, parodying a disappointed pout. 


‘Nay, don’t take it personal, lass’ he said, rising. ‘Just 
making sure there was nowt but flesh to see. And very nice 
flesh it was.’ 


She smiled at him as he went to the bureau, picked up 
her gun, examined it, put the safety catch on, then slipped it 
into his pocket. 


‘You couldn’t take it out of the country’ he said. ‘Not 
legally, anyway. So best | take care of it’ 


‘Lam being permitted to leave then, am 1?’ 


‘Can’t see why not. One thing more, but. Just in case 
you're hoping this tape you switched to record when you 
came in might have summat on it that would embarrass me, 
don’t be too disappointed when you find | disconnected the 
recording switch. Just as well, eh, else you’d have ruined old 
Wagner’ 


He reset the deck and once again the doom-filled music 
rolled around the room. 


‘What would | have used it for anyway?’ she said 
indifferently. ‘Tell me, Mr Dalziel, why did you choose this 
music?’ 


‘Don’t know. Why do you ask?’ 


‘There are some who say that it contains all that is best 
and worst in the German psyche’ she said. ‘I thought 
perhaps it was some kind of statement, a bit racist, even’ 


‘Racist? Me?’ he said indignantly. ‘Nay, lass, | just dearly 
love a catchy tune, even if it were written by a dead Kraut. 
You'll be seeing Charley afore you go?’ 


‘Yes’ 
‘What will you tell him?’ 
‘AS much as he needs to know’ she said. 


‘A man can’t ask more than that from his woman’ said 
Andy Dalziel. 


* * * 


A few miles away, close entwined by choice and by 
necessity in the narrow single bed, Rye and Hat lay in the 
dark. 


‘You awake?’ said Hat. 
‘Yes.’ 
‘Not worried about anything, are you?’ 


‘What should | worry about when I’ve got everything | 
want? Do | look worried?’ 


‘Well, no...’ 


In fact during the past few days she had seemed to 
exude happiness. It was true that sometimes when he 
glimpsed her without her knowledge, he thought she looked 
paler and the shadows beneath her eyes looked darker. But 
the moment she became aware of his presence, she glowed 
with a joy that made such thoughts seem a blasphemy. 


He ran his hands down her body and said, ‘Not losing a 
bit of weight, are you?’ 


‘Perhaps. After Christmas | like to start the New Year with 
a diet to get rid of all those chocs. But I’ve noticed that cops 
seem to prefer their women with a bit of weight.’ 


‘Not me,’ said Hat fervently. ‘But | don’t want to feel I’m 
going to bed with a xylophone - ouch!’ 


She had rammed a finger up his backside till it hurt. 


‘My body’s my business,’ she said. ‘You’ll just have to 
learn to play the xylophone. And if you keep on living off 
junk food, I’ll just have to learn to play the 


bagpipes.’ 


‘We'd better get a house in the country or else the 
neighbours’ll be complaining every time we make love. 
Talking of which’ 


‘So soon? Are you taking something?’ 


‘No, | meant talking of a house in the country ... when are 
we going to move in together? | mean permanently, not turn 
about, your place and mine. In fact, | mean really 
permanently. How do you feel about getting married?’ 


She didn’t reply and after a while he said, ‘You thinking 
about it, or just thinking how to say no?’ 


‘I’m thinking about it,’ she said. ‘Best advice seems to be 
it’s not such a good idea marrying a policeman.’ 


‘You’ve been taking advice?’ he said, faking large 
indignation to conceal small hurt. 


‘Of course not, but | read a lot of books, and wherever 
there’s a cop there’s usually a marriage in trouble.’ 


‘Books! What do these writers know? They should get out 
more instead of spending all their time at home inventing 


stuff.’ 


‘But it’s true’ she said. ‘It’s a demanding job. And it’s 
dangerous.’ 


She pushed herself away from him as far as she could, 
which wasn’t far without falling to the floor, and said, That’s 
one thing that does worry me, Hat. Your job is dangerous, 
and it’s getting more so. | just don’t know what I'd do if 
anything happened to you.’ 


‘Don’t be daft,’ he said. ‘Chances of anything like that 
must be ... | don’t Know what, but they’ve got to be longer 
than winning the lottery.’ 


‘It almost happened, remember?’ she said. ‘I came close 
to losing you.’ 


‘OK, but lightning doesn’t strike twice, so that makes it 
even less likely it could happen again.’ 


‘| wish | could believe that. All | know is, if anything did 
happen that would be the end for me. Of everything, | 
mean. My life would be over too. There’d be no point in 
going on.’ 


‘No, you mustn’t say that,’ he urged fiercely. ‘Look, 
nothing’s going to happen 


‘But if it did?’ 
‘Then you’d have to bear it, | suppose 
‘No way.’ 


‘Yes, you could. You’re strong, Rye. Stronger than me. | 
think you could come through anything if you put your mind 
to it.’ 


‘| wouldn’t want to put my mind to it.’ 
‘You'd have to. Promise me!’ 


‘What? That I’d throw roses on your grave then head 
down to the singles club?’ 


‘No, don’t be silly. That you'd give life a chance.’ 
‘That sounds like something off a calendar!’ 


‘I’m sorry | don’t have some Fancy Dan way of putting it. 
It’s just that | think these days everyone seems so 
concerned with getting ready for death. It’s all about 
hospices and such things. Well, death’s not that much of a 
problem, it seems to me, and if it is, it soon gets solved. 
Living’s the hard thing to get right. Living’s the important 
thing.’ 


He fell silent. She put her hand on his face and traced his 
eyes and his mouth in the darkness. 


‘That’s a good calendar you’ve got,’ she said. ‘OK, |’ll 
promise. Only you’ve got to promise too.’ 


‘Eh?’ 


‘Fair’s fair. If anything should ever happen to me, you’ve 
got to promise that you'll practise what you've just been 
preaching, that you won’t confuse grief with despair, that 
you'll mourn but not forever, that you will never forget me, 
but you'll never forget this promise that you made to me 
either. That you understand | won’t be at rest till you are 
happy again. Can you promise that? If you can’t, | won't.’ 


He put his hand up to take hers. 
‘| promise,’ he said. 
‘OK, then so do lI.’ 


He drew her to him. Her softness, her scent, her warmth 
enveloped him like the air of lost Eden, but he frowned into 
the dark as he tried to analyse a strange feeling that 
something had happened which he didn’t understand. 


Rye lay with her head pressed against his chest and her 
lips were smiling. 
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Dear Mr Pascoe, 


What a week this has been! What a rare mood I’m in! You 
cannot believe how much I’m enjoying America. It’s been 
like stepping into a movie and finding | was a star! Have you 
been here? I’m sure you have - a cultured, well-rounded 
man like yourself will not have been content to take the rest 
of the world on report. You will have travelled everywhere, 
observed, sampled, judged. My exuberance probably strikes 
you as ingenuous, perhaps naive, even jejune. But 
remember, this brave new world is indeed new to me. All 
my acquaintance with it hitherto has been through the 
cinema, so no wonder | saw and felt it as a movie set! 


Of course my good impression of this bright sunlit world 
was helped by the contrast with what | had left behind. 
Frankfurt was wet and windy, Gottingen locked in ice and 
snow. Anyone wanting to understand the Gothic glooms of 
the German character should spend a winter there! Not that 
| suffered any particular discomfort, being able to afford, at 
Linda’s insistence, decent lodgings. But | made no 
noticeable advance in my researches in either place. | did 
track down some people called Degen in Frankfurt who may 
or may not be of the same family as young Konrad, the 
baker whom Beddoes lived and travelled with and 
attempted to turn into a Shakespearean actor. But they had 
no papers or artefacts that could be linked to their distant 
relative and | got the impression that their few alleged 
family memories of the man were in fact gleanings from 
various predecessors (including Sam himself) who had come 
here on Beddoes’ trail. (Though there was a young blond 
Degen who fluttered his silky eyelashes at me ...ah, the 


things we biographers do in search of empathy with our 
subjects!) 


As for Gottingen, it’s a pretty, enough little town, much of 
which has survived intact since Beddoes’ day. My hopes 
soared, but, apart from viewing his name in the university 
records, | could find nothing to add to what his own letters 
tell us of his life there. Sam wrote one of his ‘Imagined 
Scenes’ in which Beddoes and Heine, both students at the 
university and sharing an interest in poetry and radical 
politics, met and quarrelled, but the dates don’t really fit 
and eventually Sam scored through it on the grounds that 
even imagination’s wings need at least one feather of fact 
to achieve lift-off. 


So all in all, what with the foul weather, the lack of 
progress, the weighty echt Deutchheit of everything, | grew 
daily duller and more stupefied, and time seemed to crawl 
by as if I’d been put into an uncomfortable seat between 
two fat men with BO at the start of one of Wagner’s longer 
operas sung by an amateur music society and accompanied 
by a school band, and told there weren’t going to be any 
intervals. 


At this juncture | thought how wise you had been, dear 
Mr Pascoe, to eschew the life academic in favour of the life 
detective. The mean streets your work takes you down 
seemed as nothing compared to the gloomy avenues | 
found myself lost in. No wonder that poor Beddoes with his 
death fixation opted to spend most of his adult life here. 
Even now in this age of universal light when it’s possible in 
England or America for a child to grow up in a big city 
without ever having noticed a star, shades and miasmas 
and Gothic glooms are available on tap out here. What it 
must have been like in the early eighteen hundreds pains 
the imagination! Beddoes sought enlightenment through 
medicine, that most socially beneficial of sciences, and 


through support of radical egalitarian movements, but each 
of these avenues led him back to the same conclusion, that 
man was a botched creation whose proper domain was 
darkness and whose only salvation was death. 


The longer | stayed there, the closer | could feel myself 
coming to agreeing with him! 


Happily at this juncture the US Embassy in London, with 
whom | had been in close correspondence since talking to 
Dwight, now summoned me for interview, so | took my 
conge with considerable relief! 


Not that things improved in England. The weather was 
foul and the Embassy officials treated me like their Public 
Enemy No.I, bent on bringing down the Republic. The only 
good thing was | once again found Frere Jacques in 
residence at Linda’s Westminster pad, and this time, having 
become such chums, neither of us objected to me bedding 
down on the couch for a couple of nights. It turned out he 
was heading north on his promotional tour and, as | wanted 
to touch base back in Mid-Yorkshire before heading off into 
the west, he offered me a lift in his hired car as far as 
Sheffield. 


It was an interesting trip. | got the feeling that something 
has changed for him. Perhaps Frere Dierick’s death has 
something to do with it. I’m sure the man and the monk in 
Jacques must always have been in delicate balance, and 
with the removal of that death’s head reminder of his 
commitment to the life celibate, the man is very much in 
the ascendancy. He talked of Emerald, and | have a strong 
Suspicion that in the very near future he might be 
contemplating the huge step of changing his vows monastic 
for vows marital! (1 must confess, shame-faced, that | also 
for a moment entertained a very faint suspicion that 
perhaps Jacques knew more about the circumstances of 
Dierick’s death than he should do ... But | soon thrust this 


aside. Ungrounded suspicions are a mental cancer. We 
Should trust our friends absolutely, don’t you agree, Mr 
Pascoe?) 


What Linda will make of it, | don’t know. We shall see. 


My stay in M-Y was brief, all too brief, alas, for me to 
make contact with you. How good it would have been to see 
you face to face and get direct assurance of the rapport | 
am psychically convinced my letters are building between 
us. But | had news of you from one or two common 
acquaintance, and it was generally good, though dear old 
Charley Penn, who’d glimpsed you in town, thought you 
were looking just a little bit peaky. Do take care of yourself, 
my friend. | know your job necessarily involves irregular 
hours and takes you out in all weathers, but you’re not 
getting any younger and you mustn't let the indestructible 
Dalziel overstretch you. 


Back to my Great Adventure. At last | left these clouded 
hills behind and, after an interminable passage through fog 
and filthy air followed by an even longer passage through 
the morass of US Immigration, | was greeted by a young god 
and goddess wearing baseball caps and beaming smiles 
(literally beaming; dear old Apollonia clearly knows how to 
honour her devotees!) and waving a banner bearing my 
name. They turned out to be Dwight’s teenage twins, whom 
he’d sent to meet me, and all my troubles seemed to drop 
away as they led me, blinking, out into the bright sunshine, 
and drove me to their lovely home which stands on stilts 
rising out of a beach of golden sand running down to the 
deep deep blue of the Pacific ocean. Stout Cortez, | get the 
message, man! 


| spent the first couple of days relaxing and acclimatizing 
in the bosom of Dwight’s family -not literally; this was 
Strictly hands-off territory, though the kids’ fondness for 
Skinny-dipping with their friends kept temptation before my 


eyes. Happily, despite a pleasant air temperature when the 
sun shines, the ocean is still pretty cold at this time of year 
and that kept my interest from becoming embarrassing, 
though maybe Dwight’s sharp eye detected something, for 
once I’d got over my jet lag and was ready to strut my stuff 
before his publishing friends, he suggested that, now that 
term was beginning (bit of an earlier start out here than you 
were probably used to at Oxford - or was it Cambridge? | 
can’t recall), it might be more convenient if | had a room on 
campus. Nice to think even a modern West Coast liberal 
academic dad keeps an eye on his kids’ virtue. 


Being on campus is great, especially as I’m occupying 
one of the faculty guest suites - not quite as impressive 
historically as the Quaestor’s Lodging at God’s, but a lot 
more user-friendly -and I’ve been introduced around as a 
distinguished academic visitor. Dwight got me to sit in ona 
couple of his classes, then persuaded me to do a seminar on 
Beddoes’ poetry with a specially selected group of students 
and a few faculty members. It went really well and the 
students seemed to take to Beddoes in a big way and soon | 
was getting invitations to talk to all kinds of groups. Dwight 
was delighted, so long as they didn’t get in the way of his 
own programme, whose purpose | quickly gathered was to 
do such a good PR job on me that when | finally made my 
pitch to the top men at the St Poll University Press, | would 
make my entrance on a wave of golden opinion. 


| went along with this, did the parties, pressed the flesh, 
talked the talk and walked the walk, but | really got a lot 
more enjoyment out of being with the students. How 
reluctantly do we all admit that we are taking leave of our 
youth! With what slow steps and fondly lingering backward 
glances do we move onward! When at last you begin to 
understand the truth of Byron’s lines There’s not a joy the 
world can give ‘ Like that it takes away’ then you know 
you've started the long goodbye. Being with these kids 


reminded me of the way | felt in those few days at 
Fichtenburg when | skated and tobogganed and drank sweet 
coffee and ate cream cakes with Zazie, Hildi and Mouse, 
pleasure without responsibility, time without definition, 
world without end. Perhaps the cruel suddenness with which 
my own student days hit the rocks (yes, yes, my own fault, 
no resentment, no reproach!) makes me all the more 
desperate to clutch at these straws floating round the 
wreckage. Did you ever feel like this Mr Pascoe? You will be 
well past such immaturities, | know, but was there ever a 
time, even after your marriage perhaps, with your lovely 
daughter still little more than a voice and an appetite in 
swaddling clothes, when you felt a yearning to be as you 
had been age eighteen, nineteen, twenty, when nothing you 
had now seemed worth the loss of those boundless 
horizons, that unfathomable joy? Or even later, when your 
little girl lay desperately ill, or when your beloved wife was 
under threat, did it ever flash across your mind that if you 
had known it was going to be like this, you’d never have 
given such hostages to fortune? 


Probably not. You’re not like me, weak and worldly, 
though | like to think that in some ways we are very close. 
And will be closer, | hope and pray. 


Anyway, like | said, | met with young people and in their 
company | felt young again. It is, | think, a canard that 
American students age for age know less than European 
students; but it’s certainly true that they are much more 
eager to know more! They lapped up what | told them about 
Beddoes, and when (because it was easy to move from his 
obsession with death to my chosen way of dealing with it) | 
went on to tell them about Third Thought, they lapped that 
up too. They know nothing of the movement here, it seems, 
and Frere Jacques’ book has not yet found a publisher in the 
States. | suspect that America in general and California in 
particular iS so awash with home-grown’ mystic, 


metaphysical, quasi-religious trends and _ sects and 
disciplines that they don’t feel much need to import them! 
But this one really appealed, perhaps because | was able to 
present it in truly American terms such as, How to live with 
death and be happy ever after! Soon we were having 
regular meetings which always began (my idea!) with a 
chorus of ‘Happy We!’ from Ad's and Galatea. (The lyric is, of 
course, amatory, but this only underlines the relationship 
with death that Third Thought aims at. And if my suspicions 
about Jacques are right, how apt!) Then I’d read a passage 
from my copy of Jacques’ book, and soon photocopied 
extracts were being passed around like samizdat literature 
in the Soviet Union. It made me realize that, do what we will 
with technology, there is no substitute for direct human 
contact. Soon the word spread around the campus, aided by 
the new in-greeting between initiates - Have a nice death! 
(One of mine too. Though | confess it owes not a little to 
Beddoes’ jest of leaving champagne to drink his death in’.) 


A spin-off of this was, by the time | was finally summoned 
to make my pitch to the Uni Press people, rumours of Third 
Thought had reached their ears too and they seemed as 
interested in Jacques’ book as they were in mine (or rather 
Sam’s, though the way Dwight had sold it, my part loomed 
disproportionately large, because, as Dwight put it when | 
made some mild protest, ‘You’re hot, breathing, and here!’) 


Anyway, they were very interested in both books, and by 
the time we’d finished talking, they’d made an offer on 
Beddoes and wanted to get in touch with Jacques. | got 
straight on the phone to Linda, who was delighted, and she 
got Jacques to ring me, and the upshot is | have been given 
full authority to act as | see best on both their behalves. 


So there it is. Triumph. | came, saw, overcame. But | don’t 
feel | can take any credit. Recently | seem to be on a roll. 
Question is, who’s loading the dice? Initially | approached 


Third Thought in a pretty sceptical frame of mind. It was 
interesting, but no more interesting than a whole lot of 
weird metaphysical stuff I’d been into in my teens, with the 
disincentive it didn’t throw in sex or drugs as part of the 
deal! Linda’s involvement gave me a reason for sticking 
with it, but the more I’ve had to do with Frere Jacques, the 
more l’ve come to believe that there really might be 
something here for me. 


I’m not certain where you stand on religion, Mr Pascoe. 
Somehow | can’t see your good lady ... but there | go, 
making assumptions. Bad habit. It really would be great to 
talk to you about this, and so many other matters, face to 
face some time. In the past our meetings have always had - 
how shall | put it? - a legal agenda. But over the past few 
weeks as I’ve been writing to you, I’ve had such a strong 
sense of us coming together that | have to believe, or at 
least very much hope, that you have felt this too. 


So perhaps when | get back to Mid-Yorkshire we can meet 
and by the fire help waste a sullen day, or something? 
Please. 


By the way, Dwight has told me to make full use of the 
mail services open to senior faculty members, so I'll send 
this off Express Delivery, otherwise | could get home first! 


See you soon! 
Yours ever, Franny 


PS. | really do like St Poll. Much more my kind of place 
than plashy old Cambridge! I’ve taken the chance whenever 
possible of drifting off by myself and strolling the streets - 
yes, it’s that rarity in American towns, a place where you 
can actually walk for miles without exacting the interest of 
the local constabulary! So much to see. It’s got big modern 
Shopping malls, of course, but away from these, lots of 
small, very individual outlets survive, delis with delicious 


food, antique shops where you can still unearth a bargain, 
and bookshops ranging from the uni store where you can 
enjoy a coffee and a bagel as you read, to lovely 
atmospheric second-hand and antiquarian dealers. 


By one of those coincidences which make life such fun, | 
was peering in the window of one of these when it dawned 
on me the name was familiar. | searched my memory and 
drifted back to that evening at God’s when Dwight assured 
poor Dean Albacore that he knew a book dealer in St Poll 
who could put a price on anything, even something as 
priceless as a copy of Reginald of Durham's Vita S. Godrici. 
His name was Fachmann. Trick Fachmann. And that was the 
name | was looking at! 


On a whim | went inside and introduced myself. 


What a fascinating man he is. Transparently thin with 
piercing bright eyes, he comes across as so erudite, so 
scholarly, and at the same time so worldly wise. Only in 
America do | think you could find such a combination. | 
know the UK academia is full of would-be Machiavels - 
Albacore was such a one - but Mr Fachmann could at the 
same time have been a medieval ascetic and the modern 
consigliore to some great Mafia godfather. 


| told him how come I'd heard his name, and | made 
enquiry, just to amuse myself, whether he could justify 
Dwight’s boast and put a price on an original copy of Reg of 
Durham's Vita S. Godrici. Without hesitation he said, ‘No 
problem.’ | said, ‘So what might it be?’ He said, ‘That 
depends whether I’m selling or buying.’ | laughed, but he 
said, ‘I’m not joking. There’s a market for everything. 
There’s two kinds of possession. The common one is the 
conspicuous. When you've got it, baby, flaunt it! The other 
is private, when you both possess and are possessed by an 
object. You don’t need the world to know as long as you 
know you've got it.’ 


| said, ‘And you know the market?’ to which he replied 
with a smile, ‘Know of it. To use it would of course be illegal. 
It’s like any other market, full of bustle and stallholders 
Shouting their wares. That amuses you? Listen, any 
movement of antiquities of any kind anywhere and ears 
prick. It’s like the stock exchange. Movement means 
availability. | know antique dealers round here who get a 
dozen enquiries every time the Getty down at Malibu makes 
a purchase. There’s some big deal just gone down for some 
Brit collection. Once it’s in the Getty, forget it. But to get 
here it’s got to be on the move, so the market stirs.’ 


| presume he meant the Elsecar Horde, which us who live 
in Yorkshire know all about. He sounded serious too, so 
perhaps you’d better keep your eyes skinned, Mr Pascoe! 
(Teaching my grandmother - sorry!) 


Anyway, Trick and | talked at length and | told him all 
about myself. When | mentioned Beddoes, he went to his 
Shelves and came back with a copy of the 1850 Pickering 
edition of Death’s Jest-Book. Very few were produced, even 
fewer survive. | took it from him and held it, which was fatal. 
| felt that burning lust for possession whatever the cost, 
which I’m sure a man of culture like yourself must 
understand. | did not dare ask the price, but my eyes must 
have spoken the question for he said as if we’d been 
bargaining, ‘OK, here’s my final offer. You keep hold of this 
and send me a signed first edition of your Beddoes book 
and of every other book you subsequently produce. Deal?’ 


What could | do but stammer my thanks? | am beginning 
to discover, as you have always known, that even in these 
most wicked and selfish times, there are still to be found 
huge reserves of unselfish goodness and loving kindness. 
Talk again soon. 


Yours ever, 


Franny 


‘Sou see what he’s saying?’ said Pascoe urgently. ‘Please, 
tell me you see it too.’ ‘I think it might speed things up if 
you ‘tell me first, Peter,’ said Dr Pottle with some sign of 
irritation. 


Pascoe had turned up without an appointment, brushing 
aside Pottle’s secretary’s objection that he was far too busy 
working on his opening address to the Psychandric Society’s 
Symposium which was taking place the following day. 


‘He’ll see me’ declared Pascoe, making it sound like a 
threat. ‘I just want two minutes. Ask him.’ 


And a short time afterwards he was ushered in to be 
assured by Pottle that, if he was still there after one hundred 
and twenty seconds, the secretary would call security. 


‘He’s saying that when he set fire to Albacore’s study to 
destroy the man’s research papers, he also took the 
opportunity to help himself to the copy of the Libellus de 
Vita Sancti Godriti which he’d seen earlier that night.’ 


‘Knowing, of course, that it would be assumed to have 
been reduced to ashes in the fire?’ 


That’s right,’ said Pascoe triumphantly. ‘You’ve got it. 
You're beginning to see just what this bastard is capable of.’ 


‘Well, | can at least say | can see why you should be 
convinced of this.’ 


Pascoe studied this answer which fell a long way short of 
the hoped-for endorsement. 


‘Why’s that?’ he asked. 


‘Because, having convinced yourself he’s guilty of arson 
and attempted murder, you’re hardly going to strain at a 
little matter of theft.’ 


‘A little matter? This thing was invaluable!’ 
‘And that makes a difference?’ 


Pottle made a note on the pad before him. Upside down, 
it looked like a meaningless squiggle. Pascoe had once 
taken the opportunity offered when Pottle was called out of 
his office to have a quick glance at this pad and found that, 
right way up, his notes still looked like meaningless 
squiggles. Perhaps that’s all they were, but it felt like the 
psychiatrist was noting every twist and turn of Pascoe’s 
attitudes to Franny Roote. 


‘Anything more you have to tell me before you leave?’ 
said Pottle, looking at his watch. 


The bugger knows there is, thought Pascoe. 


He thought of saying no, but that would have been silly. 
Pointless having a dishwasher and doing your own pots. 


He said, ‘Rosie got one of those trace-your-family-tree 
kits and Ellie got the notion it would be interesting to check 
out Roote 


‘Really? Bit of an odd idea for someone as rational as 
Ellie to get, isn’t it?’ 


‘You think my wife is rational?’ Pascoe looked at Pottle 
with serious doubt. 


‘You don’t?’ 


‘1 think she has her reasons that reason wots not of,’ 
said Pascoe carefully. ‘Anyway, these are the results of her 
investigation.’ 


He passed over a file containing the information Ellie had 
given him, plus the results of his own follow-up. 


Pottle read through it and whistled. 
‘Was that a Freudian or a Jungian whistle?’ asked Pascoe. 


‘It was an unsophisticated expression of amazement that 
one irrational woman could so easily discover what a well- 
organized CID seems to have overlooked for many years.’ 


‘We accepted the records. Only it seems that the 
information on which they were based was fed into the 
system by Roote himself. At an early age, it should be said.’ 


‘Meaning he decided very early on that his memories of 
his father, good and bad, should be completely private. 
Whatever the truth of Mr Roote, he undoubtedly presents a 
fascinating object of study. | can see why Haseen got so 
interested in him. Ellie’s findings seem to suggest that, far 
from being deceived, Haseen got him to open up more than 
he’d ever done before. It’s the stuff in the letters about not 
remembering his father that’s a lie.’ 


‘Didn’t | always say you can’t trust the bastard?’ said 
Pascoe. Then, sensing an irrationality here, he went quickly 
on: ‘It certainly underlines his reasons for hating the police, 
who he thinks treated his father so badly. Which all goes to 
show how right | am in being suspicious when he smarms up 
to me.’ 


That might be a case of throwing out the baby with the 
bathwater’ said Pottle. ‘His reasons for lying to you about 
his father may have changed from desire to keep your long 
nose out of his business to a confusion of your function and 
the dead man’s. His memories of his father’s standing as a 
policeman, able to deal with all threats that came to his 
family, are very powerful. 


And it’s clear he has a huge respect for you as a 
professional 


‘Come on! He’s taking the piss, isn’t he? He’s such an 
arrogant sod he thinks he’s brighter than all the rest of us 
put together.’ 


‘| think you’re wrong. Once he may have felt so, but 
getting caught and ending up in the Syke made him realize 
that he wasn’t Supermind. Realizing how much Haseen had 
managed to get out of him must have come as a shock too. 
His respect for you made him think it likely that not only 
would you read Haseen’s book, but that you would identify 
his disguised presence in it too. So he pre-empts this by 
drawing your attention to it en passant and boasting about 
the way he put one across on Ms Haseen by feeding her duff 
sensational memories of his father. Would you have read the 
book, incidentally?’ 


‘No way’ said Pascoe. ‘Even if | had come across it by 
chance, half a para of her turgid style would have made me 
close it fast. He’s been too clever by half.’ 


‘Only because he thinks you’re too clever by three- 
quarters.’ 


‘That’s right. He thinks I’m clever enough to read 
between his lines and get the real messages, but powerless 
to do anything about them! All the pleasure of boasting, 
none of the penalties of confession. But he'll over-reach 
himself one day and I'll have him!’ 


‘But so far you haven’t come close?’ 


‘No, but one day ... there has to be something... maybe 
that dead student of Sam Johnson's in Sheffield ... he keeps 
glancing at that... I’m sure there’s something there 


‘Perhaps. But, Peter, motive is not a constant, you must 
have observed that. The reason for starting something is 
often not the same as the reason for continuing to do it. It 
works in both directions. The penniless man who steals out 
of necessity may turn into the wealthy man who steals out 
of greed. Or the ambitious politician who does charity work 
because it looks good on her CV might end up as a 


passionate advocate of some particular charity despite the 
fact that it’s having an adverse effect upon her career.’ 


‘And the objective psychiatrist can end up getting 
religion,’ said Pascoe. ‘| reckon my two minutes are up. 
Sorry to leave before the end of the service, but | enjoyed 
the sermon.’ 


‘A polite man’s rudeness is like a summer storm; it 
refreshes the flowers and settles the dust,’ murmured 
Pottle. 


‘Freud?’ 


‘No, | just made it up. Peter, read this letter again, read 
them all again, and try to look for patterns other than the 
one printed on your eye.’ 


‘If | were you, l’d stick to the day job,’ advised Pascoe. 
‘Gotta dash.’ 


He left. A moment later his head reappeared round the 
door. 


‘Sorry’ he said. 
‘A rude man’s apology is like winter sunshine 
‘Go screw yourself’ said Peter Pascoe. 


Earlier that same Friday morning a large container lorry 
had rolled off the Dutch ferry at Hull dock. The driver 
handed over his papers to be checked, then swore in 
exasperation as the officials invited him to drive his vehicle 
into a remote examination bay where a full team of 
searchers stood waiting with their equipment and dogs. 


‘Poor sod’ said the driver of a refrigerated lorry which 
was next in line. ‘Looks like that’s his morning gone.’ 


‘More than his morning if what we hear is true,’ said the 
man examining his papers. ‘OK, Joe?’ 


‘OK’ said the officer who had been giving the lorry a 
going-over. 


‘Safe journey, mate.’ 


The refrigerated vehicle moved out of the dock complex 
with the ease of familiarity and was soon on the motorway 
heading into Mid-Yorkshire. The driver took out a mobile 
phone and rang a pre-set number. 


‘On my way’ he said. ‘Worked a treat. No bother’ 


He spoke too soon. Half an hour later he noticed his oil- 
warning light blinking intermittently. He banged the 
instrument panel and it stopped. Then it shone bright red. 


‘Shit’ he said, pulling over on to the hard shoulder. 


Then, ‘Shit shit shit!” he added as he slid out of the cab 
and saw a motorway patrol car a few hundred yards behind 
him closing fast and flashing to pull in. 


‘Trouble?’ said the police officer who got out of the 
passenger door. 


‘Yeah. Oil pressure. Probably nothing.’ 
‘Let’s take a look, shall we?’ 


As they took their look, the police car’s driver wandered 
round the back of the truck. 


‘Ah’ said the truck driver. Think | see what it is. Get that 
fixed in a couple of minutes. Thanks for your help.’ 


‘You sure?’ said the policeman. 
‘Yeah. No sweat. Twenty minutes tops’ 


‘Great. We’re due off in half an hour, so it’ll be someone 
else’s problem if it turns out more complicated than you 
think’ said the policeman, grinning. 


‘Harry. Got a minute?’ 


It was the other policeman. 

His colleague went to join him. 
‘Listen. Thought | heard something.’ 
‘Like what?’ 

‘Like a sort of scratching’ 


They listened. The driver watched them for a moment 
then climbed into his cab. 


‘There. You hear it?’ 
‘Yeah’ 


The cop moved swiftly along the truck and hoisted 
himself on to the cab step. 


The driver had picked up his mobile. He flashed an 
unconvincing smile and said, ‘Just thought I’d better ring my 
boss, tell him I’d had a little hitch’ 


The policeman reached forward and took the phone and 
looked at the number displayed. Then he switched the 
phone off. 


‘Tell you what’ he said. ‘Let’s not bother him till we see 
just how little your hitch is.’ 


Fifty miles away and an hour later, Wield was sitting in 
Turk’s. 


When Lee had rung him and asked for a meet, the 
sergeant had suggested the multi-storey again but the 
youth had said, ‘No fucking way. Froze my bollocks off last 
time and the weather’s even colder today. Turk’s.’ 


He’s calling the shots, thought Wield uneasily. Which was 
bad whatever their relationship was. What did he mean, 
whatever? Lubanski was an informant, period. Cops who 
started acting like social workers were asking for trouble. 


And whatever he looked like, he wasn’t a child at risk but an 
adult in need of protection only if he asked for it. 


But now, sitting opposite him and feeling himself drawn 
willy-nilly into the undisguised pleasure the boy took in his 
company, Wield saw the scene as it might look to a passer- 
by whose sharp gaze penetrated the steamed-up window. 
Uncle and nephew off on a day-trip together. Father and son 
even. This was the first time they’d met since the karaoke. 
Dalziel happily had seemed preoccupied with something 
else and Wield had found it easy to find excuses not to 
make the effort. 


Lee was looking straight at him and, despite his certainty 
that his face gave nothing away, Wield hid his expression 
behind the mug of foul coffee which the freezing day had 
driven him to. 


‘So what you got?’ he asked brusquely. 


‘You’re in a hurry. Got a date or something?’ said Lee. But 
not aggressively, not even provocatively. Just a relaxed joke 
between friends. 


‘I’ve got work to do, yes,’ said Wield. 


‘Get a coffee break, don’t you? Anyway, | expect you put 
this down as work.’ 


He wants some kind of denial, however qualified. 


That’s right,’ said Wield brusquely. ‘And | hope it’s 
productive. What have you got?’ 


The hurt in the boy’s eyes brought the protective mug up 
again. 


‘That guy rang last night,’ he said sullenly. °« 
‘Which guy?’ 
‘The one he calls Mate.’ 


‘What did he say?’ 
Lee produced a scrap of paper and began to read. 


‘He said it were all fixed his end for next week but where 
was the money? And Belchy said not to worry, it would be 
there. Then he rang the other guy ...’ 


‘LB? Thought you said he didn’t ring him direct?’ 


‘Usually he don’t. But it sounded like he’d been hard to 
get hold of on the net.’ 


Understandable. Grief was a great antaphrodisiac. And a 
great enemy of rational thought. Possibly Linford was 
blaming Belchamber for getting Liam out on bail now. 


‘And he made contact?’ 


‘Yeah. And I'll tell you something else. | Know who LB is 
now. He’s Wally Linford, dad of that wanker Liam who got 
himself killed last weekend.’ 


This was said with such triumph Wield hadn’t the heart to 
reveal he knew it already. 


‘How do you know?’ 


‘Said “Linford” when he answered the phone. And Belchy 
called him Linford from then on. They had a right row. 
Linford was yelling. Belchy never yells, but | could tell he 
were getting really uptight. His dick went soft.’ 


Wield felt Lee watching him closely as he said this. 


He’s sussed how it bothers me when he refers to what he 
actually does to Belchamber, he thought. And me being 
bothered implies a relationship. Not good. But he kept his 
tone level and neutral as he asked, ‘What were they 
quarrelling about?’ 


‘Money. Belchy was worried about some payment he had 
to make and Linford was yelling he couldn’t be bothered 


with all this crap just now and Belchy said mebbe he should 
be bothered ‘cos his mate were going to be very bothered if 
he didn’t get the next lot of upfronts and Linford said it had 
nothing the fuck to do with him what this mate felt, he was 
just an investor and kept a good safe distance away from his 
fucking clientele, like a fucking lawyer, things went pear- 
Shaped he walked away from the shit, no skin off his nose, 
so stick that in your crown and wear it, your fucking 
majesty!’ 


This sounded like it was verbatim. Wield’s mind was 
racing. Linford, still hugely disturbed at his son’s death, was 
taking it out on Belchamber for the want of anyone else. 
And it wasn’t just a case of a client sacking his lawyer. Their 
suspicions that for some reason Belchamber had crossed 
the line were obviously right. He was involved here, not as a 
lawyer hovering in the background ready to step forward 
only if things went awry, not even as a reluctant bagman, 
but as a principal, an initiator. But of what? And why the hell 
Should he be taking that dangerous step across when 
staying on the legal side must be second nature to him? 


‘And what was all that ‘your majesty’ business? 
‘Just a joke? One queen to another maybe? Or... 
‘That any good then?’ said Lee. 

‘What? Sorry. Yes, it’s very helpful. Any more?’ 


‘No, that’s it for now. Don’t worry, | get owt else, I'll be 
right on to you.’ 


Wield said, ‘Lee, | think maybe it’s time you stopped 
dealing with Belchamber.’ 


‘Yeah? Why’s that then? You trying to save my soul again, 
Mac?’ 


He spoke with a knowing cockiness that grated. Wield 
said, ‘Not your soul. Your body maybe. If he got wind that 


you're passing stuff on to me...’ 


‘No chance! All | do is listen. Not breaking into safes and 
such. Anyway, | can take care of Belchy. He’s soft as pigshit.’ 


‘Maybe. But there’s people he’s mixed up with who 
aren’t, and they’re twice as nasty.’ 


‘You reckon? Well, | meet lots of nasty people, Sergeant 
Mac. No need to worry about me.’ 


‘But | do worry, Lee.’ 
‘Really?’ 
‘Really.’ 


‘Yeah, well, you'll be the first.’ He spoke with an attempt 
at throw-away bravado. 


‘1 shouldn’t think so,’ said Wield. ‘Your mam must have 
worried.’ 


‘Mebbe. And my dad too. He’d probably have worried if 
he’d known.’ 


He’s still hanging on to the idea that it was ignorance 
rather than indifference which made his father dump his 
pregnant mother, thought Wield. He said gently, ‘I’m sure 
he would have, Lee.’ 


‘Yeah. | wish I’d got a picture of him or something. Mam 
didn’t have anything. Not that he were owt much to look at, 
she said. In fact most folk reckoned, he were a right ugly 
bugger. But she said looks aren’t everything, he were right 
sexy and she knew he were the one for her first time she 
saw him. They were just kids, younger than me, | think, so 
he’d just be in his thirties now. Wherever he is.’ 


Oh Christ, thought Wield aghast, suddenly recalling the 
young man’s interest in his possible hetero experience. 
Edwin had warned him that Lee might be seeing him as a 


father substitute, but for once those sharp old eyes hadn’t 
looked deep enough. 


It’s not a substitute the poor little sod’s after; he’s 
looking to cast me as his actual sodding father! 


Lee had brought his wandering gaze to bear full on 
Wield’s ravaged features. His expression was defiant but not 
despairing. Hope is a persistent virus. Vaccinate yourself 
against it all you like, it still clings on. Wield said, ‘Look, Lee’ 


Then the door burst open and several uniformed 
policemen rushed into the cafe. 


One stayed by the door, two went behind the counter 
and grabbed hold of Turk with rather more force than his 
unresisting demeanour merited, two more vanished into the 
rear of the premises while another addressed the half-dozen 
customers. 


‘Stay in your seats, gents. We’ll need your names and 
addresses, just as witnesses, you understand, then you can 
go.’ 

Lee was now glaring accusingly at Wield, who said, ‘It’s 
nowt to do with me, lad.’ Obviously unconvinced, the boy 
began to rise when a hand clapped on his shoulder and a 
voice said ponderously, as if the words were being prised 
out of mud, ‘Keep sat down.’ 


Oh shit, thought Wield, recognizing the voice before he 
took in the face. It belonged to PC Hector, the albatross 
round Mid-Yorkshire Constabulary’s neck, the mote in its 
eye, the pile on its rectum. He was, Dalziel opined, the most 
reliable officer in the Force - he always got it wrong. If he 
survived long enough he might outdistance the Fat Man 
himself as a source of amazing anecdote. 


Now his gaze, which had focused with grave suspicion on 
Wield’s black leathers, moved up to take in the sergeant’s 


features. There was a moment of mental perturbation, then 
recognition came up like thunder out of China ‘cross the 
Bay, and he said in stentorian tones, ‘Hello. It’s you, .Sarge! 
What you doing here? Undercover, is it?’ 


Behind him, Wield saw Turk register the words, saw his 
gaze flicker to Lee. 


He rose and put his face close to Hector’s and said ina 
low voice, ‘I’m having a cup of coffee, which is just as well, 
‘cos if | were on a job, you’d have just blown it.’ 


Hector looked so crestfallen it was almost possible to feel 
sorry for him then, and said in the kind of whisper which 
echoes round the gods, ‘Sorry, Sarge, | never thought.’ 


‘There'll be a first time, maybe.’ Then turning to the 
officer who’d .addressed the cafe clientele, none of whom 
showed the slightest interest in what was happening, he 
said, ‘Johnstone, what’s going off?’ 


Truck broke down on the motorway coming from Hull. 
Two of our lot stopped to give assistance and heard noises. 
Turned out it was full of illegals. The driver tried to make a 
call but got stopped before he got through. This was the 
number he was ringing.’ 


‘|! see. Got a search warrant?’ 


‘One’s on its way, but we thought we’d best make sure of 
getting Sonny Jim here.’ 


‘Yeah. Well, I’d get yon pair out of the back till it arrives, 
so that if you do find anything, it will be admissible.’ 


‘Yeah, right, Sarge.’ 


Wield turned back to Lee, who was on his feet and 
looking anxious to be elsewhere. It came-back to him now 
that on their first encounter the youth had made some crack 


about Turk’s sandwiches containing the remains of illegals 
that hadn’t made it. 


‘You know anything about Turk being in the people- 
Smuggling business?’ he asked. 


‘I'd heard a buzz, that was all.’ 
‘And you didn’t think it was worth mentioning?’ 


‘No. It’s not like real crime, is it? Just a lot of poor sods 
wanting in. Christ, think what it must be like where they 
come from if they think it’s going to be better here!’ 


This was matter for an _ interesting discussion on 
comparative sociology which would have to wait till some 
other time. 


He led Lee to the door and said to the guardian 
constable, ‘This one can go. I’ve got his details.’ 


The man stood aside and Lee headed through the door 
like a canary out of a cage. 


‘I'll be in touch,’ Wield called after him. 
‘Scuse us, Sarge,’ said a voice behind him. 


He turned, then stepped aside to let Turk and his pair of 
close escorts pass. 


His gaze and that of the cafe proprietor met. All he saw 
there was the same blank indifference with which the man 
dispensed his unspeakable coffee. 


No harm done, Wield reassured himself as he watched 
the police car pull away. So now Turk knew that he was a 
cop. Presumably he already knew that Lee was a rent boy. 
God knows what he might speculate about their 
relationship, but so what? Anyway, he was going to have 
other more serious matters on his mind. 


But still Wield felt uneasiness working like dyspepsia in 
his gut. 


He stayed a little longer to make sure that everything 
was by the book then left. Part of his mind had never 
stopped working at the new info Lee had given him and now 
he gave it his full attention. There was something there that 
meant something to him. That stuff about crown and 
majesty ... 


Unlike most minds in search of something only dimly 
remembered, Wield’s didn’t work by turning to something 
completely different in the hope of stumbling across the 
desired item by chance, as it were. His relied more on the 
computer principle. You fed the information into a program, 
pressed search, and waited for results. 


The answer came two minutes later as he sat with idling 
engine waiting for the traffic lights to change. 


He was in the right-hand lane. As the lights showed red 
and amber, he accelerated left across the bows of a stately 
old Morris containing three old ladies in fur hats on their way 
to lunch with the bishop, who with a synchronicity worthy of 
the Beverley Sisters gave him the finger and screamed, 
‘Asshole!’ 


It was forty minutes later that Wield pulled into the police 
station car park. 


Proximity to the seat of law being no guarantee of 
security, he squatted to wrap a length of chain around the 
rear wheel and pillion, and as he did so he noticed a big 
black Lexus in one of the public bays. 


Its number plate read JUS 10. There was a man in the 
driver’s seat talking into a phone, difficult to identify 
through the tinted glass. But as Wield snapped his lock shut, 
the man got out and headed into the building and there was 


no mistaking that Roman head, those sculpted locks. It was 
Marcus Belchamber. 


Straightening up, Wield once again felt that acid 
uneasiness in his gut. 


Belchamber had disappeared by the time he reached the 
front desk. Des Bowman, the duty sergeant, looked up and 
said, ‘How do, Wieldy. What fettle?’ 


‘Grand, Des. Weren’t that Belchamber | saw just come in? 
What’s he doing?’ 


‘He’s acting for Yasher Asif, you Know him? Runs that caff 
called Turk’s by the station. They brought him in for 
questioning about some illegals-smuggling racket.’ 


‘Thanks, Des. Let me through, eh?’ 


The sergeant released the security lock and Wield went 
through the door and hurried up the stairs to CID. He 
glimpsed Pascoe through the open door of his office and 
went in. 


The DCI was studying a letter whose handwriting Wield 
identified at a glance. Franny Roote’s. Shit, he thought, is 
the silly sod still letting himself be distracted? 


Before he could speak Pascoe looked up and said, 
‘Wieldy, what do you know about the Elsecar Hoard?’ 


It was like having his mind read. 


‘A lot more now than | did an hour ago,’ said Wield. ‘Why 
do you ask?’ 

‘No reason ... just an idea ... oh shit, what am | tiptoeing 
around for? It’s something Roote says in this letter.’ 


‘Giving you tips now, is he? | thought it were all hidden 
confessions.’ 


‘| think | may have got another of those too,’ said Pascoe 
grimly. ‘But that’s between me and him. Anyway, he 
mentioned the Hoard apropos a conversation he had with 
what sounds very like a high-class fence. And | got to 
thinking. It’s in Sheffield at the moment and it’s coming 
here soon 


The twenty-sixth, week tomorrow,’ said Wield. 
‘You're well informed.’ 


‘Some of us get places by honest police work that other 
idle sods reach by imaginative leaps,’ said Wield. ‘If you’re 
talking about this job Mate Polchard’s planning, that is.’ 


Now it was Pascoe’s turn to feel mind-read. 


‘What else? Tell me about this honest police work. You 
interest me strangely.’ 


Quickly Wield filled him in on his conversation with 
Lubanski. 


‘It was this bit about the crown that got me thinking. That 
and wondering why the hell Belchamber should have got so 
personally involved in this job. Then | remembered seeing a 
poster at the Centre about the Hoard being on exhibition in 
January. And | recalled there was some article fulminating 
over the sale that Belchamber had written in the Gazette. 
Didn’t read it myself, but Edwin gets hot and bothered about 
such things and he kept quoting bits at me over the dinner 
table till | told him that the moral indignation of a dipstick 
like the Belch weren’t good for my digestion. Anyway, | went 
down to the reference library to look it up in the back 
numbers. Took a closer look at them posters too. They’ve 
got Belchamber giving a lecture on the Hoard on the 
exhibition opening day. Odd that.’ 


‘Why? He’s really involved. | saw him on the telly the 
other week. He might be a shitbag, but he knows his Medes 


from his Persians.’ 


‘It’s odd because of the way he’s blown hot and cold. I'll 
Show you what | mean. Yon lass of Bowler’s was very 
helpful. Hadn’t seen her-since that scare at New Year.’ 


‘How’d she look?’ 
‘Bit pale maybe, but full of the joys of spring otherwise.’ 


In fact, Rye had greeted him rather frostily till it was 
established that his motive in appearing there had nothing 
to do with her. Then she had thawed and to his enquiry after 
her health, she’d replied, ‘Never better. Just some virus 
that’s going around, but I’m over it now. How about you, Mr 
Wield?’ 


‘I’m fine. At least nothing that a bit of spring sunshine 
won’t cure. Roll on, eh?’ 


‘Yes,’ she said. ‘I can’t wait.’ Which for some reason she 
seemed to think of as funny and her laughter was so 
infectious, he found himself joining in. 


‘This article...” prompted Pascoe. 


‘Articles. There were two of them. It was Rye put me on 
to the other which appeared way back when Belch were on 
better terms with the Elsecars. I’ve got copies. This is the 
earlier one.’ 


He handed it over. Pascoe scanned it quickly then read it 
again at a more leisurely pace. 


This described a visit Belchamber and other officers of 
the Mid-Yorkshire Archaeological Society had been permitted 
to make to view the Hoard. It was fulsome with expressions 
of gratitude to the Elsecars for their kind condescension in 
allowing the visit. The style when he described the content 
of the Hoard was scholarly and objective, but later it 
became personal and familiar as he started theorizing, or 


perhaps romancing was ae better word, about the 
provenance of various items and the background of their 
owner and the circumstances of their loss. 


Readers of some previous pieces of mine on Roman 
Yorkshire may recall that on one occasion | traced my own 
ancestry back, reasonably legitimately, to the fifteenth 
century and then, rather more fancifully, to Marcus 
Bellisarius, an_ official of the Provincial Governor’s 
commissariat, briefly mentioned by Tacitus. Now when | was 
permitted to hold the serpent coronet (or Cartimandua ‘s 
Crown as the Victorians mistakenly dubbed it) | must 
confess to feeling a thrill at my contact with the smooth 
twists and folds of gold that seemed more than just the 
natural pleasure of an amateur of ancient history. The 
thought popped into my mind: suppose the collector of 
these wonderful things was in fact my putative ancestor 
Marcus Bellisarius? 


Suppose the serpent coronet came to him as part of the 
dot of the Brigantian princess that he married (such 
alliances were not uncommon in the older Romano-British 
families), and suppose that, though the Hoard was lost 
beyond recall in flight from God knows what peril, he or his 
children survived and flourished and founded the family of 
which this undeserving scion, sixteen centuries later, was 
permitted to hold this symbol of that union? 


Then someone took the coronet from me and | was back 
in the world of reality. 


‘Two snakes’ intertwined. Good symbol for the 
Belchamber family’ said Pascoe. 


‘You see how completely obsessed he seems to be with 
the Hoard and in particular the coronet?’ said Wield. ‘So it’s 
no surprise to find him really pissed off when he hears it’s 


going to America. Here’s the second article, the one that got 
Edwin going.’ 


Pascoe scanned it quickly. In measured prose whose 
orotundity did not disguise real feeling, it expressed huge 
indignation that a weak and time-serving government 
should allow such treasures as these to leave the country. It 
concluded: 


My professional work brings me in contact with all sorts 
and conditions of men who have committed all sorts and 
conditions of crime, but rarely have | confronted an action 
as criminal as this. As a lawyer | must take care how |! 
describe the family who propose it and the politicians who 
permit it, but 1 will say that, though of course | subscribe to 
that basic tenet of our legal system that every accused Is 
entitled to a defence, | think that | personally would draw 
the line at defending such as these. 


That’s really telling them’ said Pascoe. ‘It certainly is. 
Which makes it odd that he’s made it up with the Elsecars 
since then. Giving lectures and helping them arrange this 
tour’ 


‘The aim of which is to help raise enough money to keep 
it here’ said Pascoe. ‘Which is what he wants’ 


‘Oh aye. That’s what he wants right enough’ said Wield. 
‘But anyone who can add up knows there’s not a cat in 
hell’s chance of making enough from admission fees to get 
anywhere near the Yanks’ price’ 


Pascoe hid a smile, recognizing that what he was now 
alleging everyone knew the sergeant had probably not even 
thought of until a couple of hours ago. 


He said, ‘So what you're saying is, the reason 
Belchamber threw his weight behind this tour is because he 
wants the Hoard out in the open where he can get his hands 
on it? That’s a big leap, Wieldy. This is Belchamber we’re 


talking about, the guy who doesn’t fart without studying 
precedent’ 


‘Guy gets an obsession, he'll do anything’ said Wield a 
little pointedly. ‘And he’s an arrogant bastard, that’s clear. 
Put the feeling you get in both those pieces with his change 
of heart, then add what Lee overheard 


‘You could be right, Wieldy. If so ... Look, has Lubanski 
told you everything, do you think? Or is he _ holding 
something back to get more Brownie points from you later?’ 


‘| think he’s told me everything’ said Wield, his worries 
reawoken by mention of Lee’s name. ‘You know that 
Belchamber’s here?’ 


‘Yeah. | met him outside, brought him in. We had a nice 
chat, but | don’t think he’s forgiven me for what | said to 
him after young’ Linford’s committal. Seems _ he’s 
representing some guy Uniformed just brought in on a 
smuggling illegals charge.’ 


‘| know. Asif. He runs Turk’s caff. | was there when they 
nicked him.’ 


‘You mean, with Lubanski?’ 
‘Yeah.’ 


Pascoe digested this, saw the worry in Wield’s eyes, 
guessed its source. 


‘Ah. But this Asif doesn’t Know you’re a cop, | presume?’ 


‘Didn’t till Hector opened that great gob of his. Yon 
bugger’s not fit to be let out!’ 


It was rare that Wield expressed his opinion of a fellow 
policeman so forcibly. 


‘But is there anything to make you think Asif might know 
of the link between Lubanski and Belchamber? Not likely, is 
it?’ 


The phone rang. Pascoe ignored it. Sorting Wield was his 
priority at the moment. 


Not that Wield looked ready to be sorted. 


‘You know as well as | do, Pete, that a lot of stuff we have 
to pay good money for can be common knowledge if you 
move in the right circles. Lee knew Turk was into smuggling 
illegals, for instance. No, he didn’t give me a tip, it was just 
a joke he made that | took no notice of. He assumed 
everyone knew! Pete, just now you said you met 
Belchamber and escorted him in. But | saw him a few 
minutes ago in the car park ...’ 


Pascoe picked up his phone and spoke briefly to the desk 
sergeant. 


Putting the receiver down he said, ‘Yes. They’re waiting 
for some hotshot to arrive from Immigration. Belchamber 
had a couple of minutes alone with Asif then came out. 
Seems he’d left something in the car. Went out for it, came 
back. That’s when you must have seen him.’ 


Wield digested this, didn’t care for the flavour. 
The bastard was on his car phone. Shit, | don’t like this.’ 


Pascoe, concerned to see his usually phlegmatic friend so 
agitated, said, ‘Come on, Wieldy. Don’t make something out 
of nothing. What do -you think happened down there in the 
cells? Asif said to Belchamber, “Oh, by the way, putting 
aside my natural concern that | am in deep shit here banged 
up on suspicion of a serious offence which is why | called 
you, thought you might like to know I’ve seen that kid who 
sucks your dick cosying up to a cop in my caff a few times.” 
Then the Belch takes off to his car and rings some hardmen 
he knows and says, “I'd like to fix up a hit on Lee Lubanski, 
action immediate.” Is that what you’re thinking, Wieldy?’ 


If he’d thought to mock the sergeant out of his concern, 
he’d miscalculated. 


‘You’re a mind-reader, Pete,’ said Wield savagely. Tell me 
why I’m wrong.’ 


‘Because this is Mid-Yorkshire, not the Mid-west. Because 
a guy like Belchamber might not be too chary about the way 
he makes his money, but the civilized, respectable face he 
shows is more than just a face. He may do a lot of things, 
but | doubt he’s capable of having another human being 
killed!’ 


‘Pete, you’re missing the point. Men who use boys the 
way Belchamber uses Lee don’t think of them as human 
beings. They’re toys. That’s how he feels able to carry on 
talking about his business on the phone with Lee there. He’s 
negligible. He has a function and outside that function he 
doesn’t exist. And if it turns out he does, then all that that 
means is this particular toy is broken, so you throw it away 
and get a new one!’ 


Wield’s voice had climbed close to shouting level by the 
time he finished and Pascoe was staring at him in alarm 
when Dalziel’s voice boomed from the doorway. 


‘What’s all this then? Lovers’ tiff? Have some 
consideration, eh? There’s folk trying to sleep in this 
building.’ 


Quickly Pascoe explained. 


The Fat Man listened intently then said, ‘So what are you 
hanging around here for, Wieldy? Go and find the lad. Offer 
him protection, and if he don’t want protected, put him in 
protective custody and bring him in. Off you go, chop-chop.’ 


Wield didn’t hesitate. It wasn’t permission he needed, 
just affirmation that he wasn’t letting his emotions run away 
with his reason. 


Dalziel closed the door behind him and turned to Pascoe. 


‘| hope this lad’s worth all the bother. Come up with owt 
interesting this morning, did he?’ he asked. 


Pascoe filled him in and showed him the two articles. The 
Fat Man read them with little sign of interest then said, ‘So 
what garden path’s this stuff leading us up then?’ 


Pascoe, knowing from experience that Dalziel’s dumb-ox 
reaction was usually a provocation to precise exposition, 
marshalled his thoughts and said, ‘We have two things. DI 
Rose’s tip that something big is being planned which 
straddles South’s patch and ours, and Lee Lubanski’s report 
of stuff he’s overheard while servicing Belchamber. 
Conversations involving possibly Mate Polchard and 
certainly Linford also point to something being planned 
which may well be the job in question. Puzzle: why is 
Belchamber involved at the criminal end instead of merely 
standing by in readiness in case he’s needed at the legal 
end? Possible answer: because he himself initiated the job.’ 


‘The job being heisting this Hoard thing ‘cos, like a good 
little patriot, he wants to save it for England?’ said Dalziel, 
sounding like the Pope being told God was a woman. 


‘I'd say from these articles that that was certainly his 
initial reaction. Something had to be done, anything was 
worth doing, to keep the Hoard in the country. But at some 
point, perhaps as he began to realize the appeal to the 
country for money and to the Elsecars for patriotic sacrifice 
was going to fail, he began to ask himself, does the country 
deserve to have the Hoard saved for it?’ 


‘And his answer was... ?’ 


‘No, it doesn’t because it doesn’t value its heritage 
sufficiently. |, on the other hand, do. So why not save it for 
myself? But how to do it? And now his years of crawling in 
the mud with the pondlife come in useful. He needs experts, 


he knows where to find them, and he knows how the system 
works.’ 


‘Which system's that?’ 


‘The finance system,’ said Pascoe impatiently. Sometimes 
the Fat Man took his dumb elenctic act too far. ‘He needs 
the best. Also he wants to keep control. He’s not offering a 
Share of profits. This is not a profit-making job. So this 
means paying top dollar. | don’t know what level of 
remuneration gets Polchard out of bed these days, but | 
expect it’s a little over the National Minimum Wage. And, 
profits or not, Mate will be well aware of the notional value 
of the stuff he’s being asked to heist.’ 


‘So why not go for it himself?’ 


‘Because he’s a cash man. Because he knows how hard it 
would be to move stuff like this. And also because he knows 
that Belchamber’s often been the only thing between him 
and a lot more years in the Syke.’ 


Gratitude, you mean?’ said Dalziel sceptically. 
‘No. Chess. Sacrifice everything except your queen.’ 


‘So why bring in Linford? Belchamber must be pretty well 
heeled.’ 


‘Certainly. But with most of it well tied up. Also, he 
doesn’t want to draw attention to himself by the sudden 
realization of assets. So he turns to Linford, who is expert in 
the supply of large quantities of used banknotes.’ 


‘He’ll want payback with interest.’ 
‘He’ll get it from the profits.’ 


‘Thought you said there weren’t going to be any profits? 
Thought the idea was Belch would keep the Hoard in his 
cellar and go down there and have a wank from time to 
time.’ 


‘No. If you read his articles, the first one, a large part of 
the Hoard consists of golden coin, hugely valuable but by its 
nature hardly unique. | don’t think he’d have any problem 
moving most of this. Also | suspect that, in terms of personal 
ownership, what he really lusts after is the snake coronet. A 
lot of the other stuff he might be very willing to share with 
similar bent collectors for a price.’ 


‘And you and Wieldy got all this from someone making 
some crack about the Belch wearing a crown?’ said Dalziel 
sceptically. 


‘There’s also the fact that the Hoard Exhibition is 
currently in Sheffield on DI Rose’s patch and it’s transferring 
up here to the Centre on January twenty-sixth.’ 


‘It’s still a hell of a leap’ said Dalziel. ‘You got a better 
Shell-hole in mind, why don’t you just jump into it?’ snapped 
Pascoe. The Fat Man grinned with satisfaction. ‘Nay, lad, you 
believe in it enough to get stroppy, that’s good enough for 
me.’ 


There was a tap at the door and Novello’s head 
appeared. 


‘Ah. You’re both here,’ she said. 


‘Isn’t that what | always say about Ivor, Pete? Smart as a 
whip,’ said Dalziel. 


‘Sergeant Bowman downstairs has been trying to get 
hold of one of you. Some Immigration official’s turned up,’ 
said Novello. 


‘Oh aye. Tell ‘em to sit him down and fetch him a cup of 
tea.’ The Fat Man grinned. ‘Better still, tell Bowman to get 
Hector to fetch him a cup of tea.’ 


‘Yes, Sir.’ 


Pascoe said, ‘Shirley, | seem to recall you’re an expert on 
saints.’ 


Novello remembered Sister Angela who wielded a ruler 
edge-on like a broadsword if you got a detail wrong. 


‘Know a bit, sir’ she said. 
‘Saint Apollonia. Any connection with teeth?’ 


‘Yeah. She had all of hers knocked out or pulled out 
during her martyrdom. She’s the one to pray to if you’ve got 
toothache.’ 


‘Thanks, that’s very helpful’ 
Novello left. 


Dalziel said, ‘That got owt to do with owt, or have you 
just lost a filling?’ 


‘Just something | was curious about’ 


‘Curious is right’ growled the Fat Man. ‘I hope you’re not 
on the turn, lad. One practising Catholic in the squad’s quite 
enough’ 


‘Hadn’t you better go and see this Immigration chap? 
He’s probably hopping round with a scalded crotch by now’ 


Dalziel boomed a laugh and said, ‘We can live in hope. If 
plonkers like him showed a bit more common humanity then 
mebbe there’d be fewer poor bastards thinking the only way 
they can get into the country is curled up in a truck with a 
lot of frozen ham. Why are you walking funny? Hurt your 
ankle?’ 


‘No, sir’ said Pascoe. ‘Just trying to avoid stepping in this 
milk of human kindness someone’s spilt all over the floor.’ 


‘Ha bloody ha. That’s the trouble with you poncy liberals. 
Think you’ve cornered the market in heart.’ 


‘Talking of which, sir, do you really think Wieldy’s right to 
be concerned about Lubanski?’ 


‘Shouldn’t imagine so,’ said Dalziel. 
‘Then why did you send him to look for the lad?’ 


‘ ‘Cos if we’re going to start taking this Hoard thing 
seriously, | wouldn’t mind half an hour with the little scrote 
myself, see what he really knows. This seemed as good a 
way as any to get Wieldy to bring him in without coming 
over all maternal. Can’t abide to see a grown man crying, 
that’s always been my trouble. So stop worrying, he’ll be 
back with his likely lad in half an hour and then I'll really 
give the young sod something to suck on!’ 


But for once Andy Dalziel was wrong. 


More than an hour had passed before Wield returned, 
and he was alone. 


‘He wasn’t at his address, | checked out | all the other 
likely spots and there was no sign. Someone thought they 
might have seen him getting into a car, but couldn’t be 
sure.’ 


‘There you are then,’ said Pascoe reassuringly. ‘Off with a 
punter.’ 


‘It’s the middle of the sodding day!’ 


‘Come on, Wieldy! What’s that got to do with anything? 
OK, maybe it was a mate who picked him up. Your witness 
said “getting into a car”, not “being dragged” into it. So 
wherever he is, he’s gone willingly and | don’t doubt he’ll be 
back in his own good time.’ 


Dalziel returned from dealing with the happily unscalded 
Immigration official. 


‘Not a bad fellow,’ he opined. ‘Mad eyes and shoulders 
on him like an ox. Don’t know if that influenced Aiif, but he 


were real co-operative. Put his hand up like teacher’s pet. 
Likely that call Belch made from his car were to whoever’s 
behind Turk. Belch and him had had a word, Turk wanted to 
know what the deal was if he look the rap, Belch passes the 
word. Up goes Turk’s kand and the buck stops there.’ 


Wield said, ‘Let’s hope you're right.’ But he didn’t sound 
very hopeful. 


And when six o'clock arrived with still no sign of 
Lubanski, he reembraced his first theory with renewed 
passion. 


‘| think k’s time we had a word with Belchamber’ he said 
forcefully. 


‘And what’s he going to say? Yes, | fixed for Lee to be 
kidnapped? Get real, Wieldy.’ 


‘Depends how you put the question’ said Wield grimly. 
Pascoe and Dalziel exchanged glances. 


The Fat Man said, ‘I can see it’s an attractive notion, 
Wieldy, taking Belch somewhere quiet and kicking his guts 
till he spills them. But you’d have to go all the way and kill 
him ‘cos if there’s one person a good cop doesn’t want 
coming after him with a complaint, it’s Marcus Belchamber.’ 


Pascoe, seeking a less basic appeal, said, ‘More 
importantly, if you’re wrong about this, and Belchamber’s 
got no reason to think Lee has been grassing him up, you 
could be dropping Lee right in it, plus we’ll have shown our 
hands in a big way.’ . 


Wield considered this then said, ‘Let’s say you’re right. 
So why’s Lee vanished?’ 


‘Simple’ said Dalziel. ‘You warned him that what he was 
doing could be dangerous, right? Told him to take care’ 


‘Yes, but he wasn’t taking a damn bit of notice’ said 
Wield. 


‘Might give that impression, kids like him live on bravado, 
eh? Show you’re scared in the streets and you’re knackered. 
But he trusts you, Wieldy, everything you’ve said about him 
shows that. So you say something, it’ll have sunk in. Then 
what happens? He’s sitting with you in Turk’s and suddenly 
the place is full of cops. | know you explain it’s nowt to do 
with you, but even if he believes you, it’s a reminder. You 
may be a wise old father-figure, but you’re a cop as well, 
and he’s been cosying up to you in public, and God knows 
who's been watching. So maybe it’s time he took a little 
holiday. Business has been good, he’s got a bit in the bank. 
Wouldn’t surprise me if he wasn’t on his way to Marbella 
this very moment’ 


It was logical, it was persuasive. Pascoe could see Wield 
setting the Fat Man’s hypothesis alongside everything he 
knew about Lubanski and getting a good match. 


Also it gave him real hope and that’s a bait it takes a 
Beckett to spit out. 


‘All right’ he said. ‘You could be right. But if you’re not. . ‘ 


He left his threat unspoken, or perhaps he simply hadn’t 
yet worked out the details but knew it would be the terror of 
the earth. 


‘You really think he’s on his way to Spain, sir?’ said 
Pascoe after Wield had left. 


‘Fuck knows. But for the sake of argument, let’s assume 
he’s been kidnapped. Why? ‘Cos someone got worried about 
what he’s been telling Wieldy about Belch’s plan. What has 
he been telling Wieldy about Belch’s plan? Not a lot. Most of 
what we think we know about it is loaves and fishes, a big 
meal based on a few scraps. But if they tret him like yon 
Saint Aspidistra you were asking Ivor about and pulled his 


teeth out to find out what he’d said, all they’d hear about 
were the scraps. And, not knowing what active imaginations 
Wieldy and you have got, they likely think they’re still in the 
clear’ 


‘So if we are right and it’s the Elsecar Hoard they’re after, 
which is being transported here next Saturday, a week from 
tomorrow, that doesn’t leave much time.’ 


‘No it doesn’t, but it’s still not a lot to go on,’ grumbled 
Dalziel. ‘What we need is some silver-tongued bastard full of 
low cunning who can go down to Sheffield tomorrow 
morning and sell them this notion in such a way that, if it 
turns out a dud, it’s all their fault, and if it turns out a 
winner, we get most of the credit.’ 


That would indeed take a huge length of silver tongue 
and a dizzy depth of cunning’ said Pascoe. ‘Have you 
anyone in mind, sir?’ 


‘Belt up and bugger off,’ said Dalziel. 





Pascoe liked Sheffield. Everyone with an eye for beauty, 
a nose for excitement, a taste for variety likes Sheffield. 
Built on seven hills like Rome, it is possible to pass from 
spring in its valleys to winter on its heights without ever 
crossing the city boundary. 


Perhaps it gets its peculiar buzz from being a frontier 
town, for this is where Yorkshire in particular and the North 
in general end. After this, wrap it up how you will, you’re 
into the Midlands. The White Peak bits of Derbyshire may 
have something of the North in them, but it’s hilly landscape 
stood on its head. You are looking down from edges rather 
than staring up at heights. 


DI Stan Rose was certainly looking down rather than 
staring up. His lost snout had been picked up in London 
trying to use a dodgy credit card. Rose had gone south to 
see him. He’d found a very scared man, showing signs of a 
recent severe beating. 


As Pascoe heard this, he thought uneasily of Lee 
Lubanski. Mate Polchard didn’t have a reputation for 
gratuitous violence, but he was up for anything that the 
situation demanded. And God knows what kind of mindless 
muscle he was employing. 


Then Rose, unprompted, mentioned the Elsecar Hoard, 
and his concern for the missing rent boy evaporated. 


Strong hints that further info on the Sheffield job could 
persuade Rose to put in a word when the Met came to 
decide how to proceed in the snout’s present difficulty had 
at first produced only the eloguent comment that he might 
be better off inside. To which Rose had replied that, in that 
case, he would make sure he got a conditional discharge, 
then let it be known around Sheffield that he’d been down 
for a chat. 


Even then, all he got was a date. January 26th, a week 
from today, the day the Hoard was being transferred from 
Sheffield to Mid-Yorkshire. 


‘But what made you think of the Hoard as a target in the 
first place?’ asked Pascoe. 


Tolchard’s record made me think it might be a security- 
van hit, so | researched a list of all possibles this month,’ 
said Rose proudly. ‘When | saw the date matched the Hoard 
transfer day, | got all the museum security tapes and went 
through them. And you know what, Polchard’s visited the 
exhibition twice at least. Coat collar turned up, hat pulled 
down, but it was definitely him.’ 


‘Perhaps he’s just interested in Roman history,’ said 
Pascoe drily. “You were going to tell me all this, weren’t you, 
Stan? | mean, we are talking about next Saturday, right?’ 


‘Of course | was. I’ve been putting some ideas together, 
just wanted to run them by my boss, he’s been off with this 
Kung Flu, just got back today, so | was planning to ring you. 
Anyway, it’s still all a bit speculative, isn’t it?’ 


‘| think it’s a bit more than that, Stan,’ said Pascoe. 


As he explained the reasons for his visit, Rose had the 
grace to look positively embarrassed at the contrast 
between Pascoe’s speedy sharing of new information and 
his cards-close-to-the-chest approach. 


‘Pete, this is really good. This is all | need to get the go- 
ahead on my ... ON Our op.’ 


‘I’m pleased for you. Though of course if, as seems likely, 
they’re planning to make the hit during transfer, it’s as 
likely, in fact more likely to take place on Andy Dalziel’s 
turf.’ 


He paused a moment just to let Rose contemplate the 
life-threatening perils of a power struggle with the Fat Man, 


then went on, ‘But the guy who takes the call calls the 
shots, isn’t that what they say? It’s your show, Stan. You'll 
get full backing from our side of the fence - just as long as 
we’re getting full intelligence from yours.’ 


‘Pete, that’s great. Thanks a bunch. Look, I’ve got a lot of 
ideas for this oppo. I’m calling it Operation Serpent, by the 
way. Thought that fitted.’ 


He spoke almost defiantly and Pascoe concealed his 
amusement. 


‘So why don’t we get down to some hard planning while 
you're here,’ the DI continued. 


To be honest, I’d rather get down to the museum and see 
what all the fuss is about,’ said Pascoe. 


He had seen photographs of various items in the Hoard, 
but they hadn’t prepared him for its full splendour. It wasn’t 
a huge collection but it had clearly been put together by a 
man with an eye for beauty who must have approved the 
care which had been taken in setting his pieces out on 
display. Rings, bracelets, brooches, necklaces, each was 
Shown to its best advantage on slowly rotating stands 
covered with black velvet and lit by shifting lights which 
moved from the full glare of sunshine to the soft glow of 
candleshine. At the very centre, set on a fibreglass ovoid, 
which though faceless somehow invited you to see 
whatever features you found most beautiful there, was the 
serpent coronet. 


For a moment as he studied it, Pascoe almost understood 
Belchamber’s desire for possession. And he could certainly 
Share his indignation that this treasure was being allowed 
out of the country. 


They saw the Exhibition Director and questioned him 
about the transfer arrangements at the end of the 
exhibition. They kept the tone as low-key as _ possible, 


stressing that these were just the routine security enquiries 
any movement of so valuable a cargo would require. 
Prevention might be better than cure, but neither of them 
had any desire to alert the gang to their suspicions and 
warn them off. As Dalziel once put it, with hardbitten pros, 
the only true crime prevention was prison. Anything else 
was mere postponement. 


One piece of information caught Pascoe’s interest. The 
transfer was going to be done by Praesidium Security. 


Rose, with a sensitivity to reaction which boded well for 
him in his career, noted the flicker of interest and brought it 
up as they left the Director’s office. 


Pascoe told him about the earlier attack on the 
Praesidium van and of the link with Belchamber. 


‘So you think this could have been some kind of 
rehearsal?’ 


‘Could be. It would certainly explain why they weren’t 
that much interested in the money that had been on board. 
Though | must say if they think the crew ferrying the Hoard 
are going to stop at a caff for tea, they must be seriously 
thick.’ 


Pascoe paused as they passed through the main foyer. 
On a noticeboard a poster had caught his eye. It advertised 
the one-day conference being held at the university by the 
Yorkshire Psychandric Society - and of course today was the 
day. He wondered how Pottle’s opening address had gone 
down. 


He went closer to check the details. 


Amaryllis Haseen had been on that morning, so he’d 
missed her. But Frere Jacques, Roote’s guru, was on after 
lunch, talking about Third Thought and his new book. 


Back at Sheffield HQ he met Rose’s boss. He didn’t look 
well and, despite his assurances that he was no longer 
infectious, whenever his chain smoking brought on a bout of 
ferocious coughing, Pascoe tried to keep to the windward. 


He was less convinced than his DI that Pascoe’s news 
meant there was definitely a heist attempt in the offing, but 
he questioned him closely about Andy Dalziel’s attitude. 
Obviously the Fat Man’s opinions carried weight everywhere. 
Finally he gave Rose that conditional blessing which Pascoe 
well recognized. Interpreted, it meant: your triumph is ours, 
your cock-ups are your own. 


But Stan Rose was delighted. Outside the smoky room, 
he said, ‘Pete, let me buy you some lunch. Least | can do. | 
owe you.’ 


Pascoe said, ‘Thanks, Stan, but there’s something | need 
to do up at the university. Talking of which, there is 
something ... Remember that boy Frobisher, the one 
Sergeant Wield asked you about way back in connection 
with that lecturer’s death on our patch ... ?’ 


‘Yeah, | remember him. Accidental overdose trying to 
stay awake to finish his work.’ 


“That’s the one. Look, while I’m here I'd like to poke 
around the house he lived in, have a word with any of his 
mates who are still there, nothing heavy - but if anyone got 
stroppy, it would be good to say I’d checked , it out with 
you.’ 


Rose was regarding him like a poor relation who'd 
fsuddenly mentioned money. 


This anything to do with that fellow Roote?’ he asked. 
‘Distantly.’ 


‘Pete, this is a non-suspicious death, all done and 
dusted.’ 


‘From what you said, his sister didn’t think so.’ 
‘What are sisters for? Pete, it’s a waste of time.’ 


‘You're probably right. And | realize | should be devoting 
all my energies to assisting you in this Hoard oppo...’ 


He slightly stressed assisting. Rose sighed. ‘Be my guest, 
Pete. | can always say you pulled rank on me.’ 


‘That was my next move,’ grinned Pascoe. 


At the university, Pascoe entered the lecture theatre just 
as Dr Pottle was concluding his introduction of Frere 
Jacques. The front rows were full but there were plenty of 
empty seats near the back. Perhaps the flu bug was to 
blame. Pascoe seated himself in the rearmost row alongside 
a trio of world-weary female students who looked like they’d 
only come in to get out of the cold. Pottle finished and 
stepped down to take a seat at the front. A woman next to 
him turned her head to speak and, though he’d only seen a 
book jacket photo, Pascoe thought he recognized Amaryllis 
Haseen. Frere Jacques was a surprise. With his cropped 
blond hair and his tight-fitting black turtleneck, which 
showed a muscular torso with no sign of fat, he looked more 
like a Ski instructor than a monk. 


‘Well, hello sailor,’ said one of the girls sitting near 
Pascoe. ‘Wonder if he’s got a dick to match?’ 


It came out perfectly natural, on a par with a young 
man’s not many of them in a pound on sight of a big- 
breasted woman. Was this an advance to equality or a 
backward step? wondered Pascoe. 


Jacques began talking. His English was_ structurally 
perfect with just enough of an accent to be sexy. He talked 
easily of death, his own experiences as a soldier, his belief 
that Western man’s growing obsession with longevity and 
wonder cures had foolishly made a foe out of the one fact of 


nature we couldn’t hope to defeat. ‘Pick your friends 
carefully is a wise motto’ he said. ‘But pick your enemies 
even more carefully is a wiser one. Losing a friend is much 
easier than losing an enemy.’ 


His ideas were carefully couched in the language of 
psychology and philosophy rather than of religion. Only 
once did he stray in the direction of Christian dogma, and 
that was when he referred with an ironic twinkle of those 
luminous blue eyes to the unique comforts of the English 
Prayer Book ‘which assures mourners at a funeral that “man 
that is born of woman hath but a short time to live and is full 
of misery. He cometh up and is cut down like a flower.” No 
wonder the tradition has grown up after a funeral of heading 
back to a house or pub and downing as many drinks as are 
necessary to blot out this cheerful message!’ 


A thread of humour ran through all his exposition of the 
stratagems and disciplines by which Third Thought aimed to 
make its practitioners more comfortable with that 
awareness of death which he argued was essential to a full 
life. But there was never anything frivolous or factitious or 
tinged with mere bravado in his talk. He ended by saying ‘It 
is commonplace, aS many great truths are commonplace, to 
talk of the miracle of life. But being born is only the first of 
the two great miracles which humanity is involved in. The 
second is of course death and in many ways it is the greater. 
The fine Scottish poet Edwin Muir understood this, as 
expounded in the opening verse of his poem “The Child 
Dying”. 

Unfriendly friendly universe 

| pack your stars into my purse 

and bid you, bid you so farewell. 

That | can leave you, guite go out, 

Go out, go out beyond all doubt, 


My father says, is the miracle.’ 


He sat down. The applause, led by the three no longer 
bored girls, was enthusiastic. Pottle stood up to say that 
Frere Jacques would now take questions and afterwards 
would be happy to sign copies of his new book. 


The questions were as uSual led by the tyro academics 
eager to count coup. One quoted with heavy irony from a 
later stanza of Muir’s poem which referred to ‘the far side of 
despair’ and ‘nothing-filled eternity’ and wondered what the 
good Brother’s religious superiors thought of this alternative 
to the Christian heaven he seemed to be promising his 
proselytes. One of Pascoe’s neighbours said very audibly, 
‘Dickhead!’ but Jacques needed no external shield, parrying 
the blow easily with the assurance that the questioner, 
whether atheist or Christian or anything else, need not fear 
his beliefs were being challenged as Third Thought was non- 
secular, non-proselytory, and concerned only with the living. 


The girl who'd said, ‘Dickhead’, then asked very seriously 
what part sex with its ‘little death’ played in Third Thought 
philosophy, to which Jacques replied equally seriously that if 
she cared to read chapter seven of his book, he was sure 
she'd find her question answered. As he finished speaking, 
he smiled, not at the questioner but at someone seated at 
the other end of Pascoe’s row. He leaned forward to look 
and saw a stunningly beautiful blonde-haired young woman 
smiling back at the monk. 


Afterwards Pascoe bought a copy of the book and was 
wondering whether to join the signing queue (which 
included all three of his young neighbours) when Pottle 
tapped his shoulder and said, ‘Peter, how nice to see that 
the policeman’s pursuit of enlightenment doesn’t stop in the 
forensic laboratory. Let me introduce you to Amaryllis 
Haseen.’ 


As he shook hands with the woman, Pascoe thought that 
Roote’s description had been a bit over the top but not 
much. She was definitely sexy in a slightly overblown and 
garish kind of way. He could see how she might provoke 
many stirrings and rustlings and scratch-ings in the 
wainscot of St Godric’s SCR. 


He said, ‘| was very sorry to hear of the death of your 
husband, Ms Haseen. Sir Justinian will be a great loss to 
scholarship.’ 


Englishmen are notoriously bad at offering condolences 
and Pascoe thought he’d done it rather well, but the woman 
regarded him with unconcealed scepticism and said, ‘You 
knew my husband, Mr Pascoe?’ 


‘Well, no...’ 


‘But you know his books? Which one impressed you 
most?’ 


Pascoe glanced appealingly at Pottle who, smiling faintly, 
said, ‘In fact, Amaryllis, you and the Chief Inspector do have 
a common acquaintance, | believe. A Mr Franny Roote.’ 


Grateful for both the change of subject and the opening, 
Pascoe said, ‘Il read with great interest what you said about 
him in Dark Cells, which -| was really impressed with, by the 
way. Fine work. If you’ve got a moment to talk about him, I'd 
really appreciate it.’ 


His attempt at diversion by flattery failed miserably. 


She said coldly, ‘I cannot talk about my clients, Mr 
Pascoe, none of whom was identified in the book anyway.’ 


He said, ‘No, but Franny identified himself to me in a 
letter. Prisoner XR, if | remember right. So perhaps the rules 
of confidentiality no longer apply. He was certainly very 
open about his sessions with you and the debt he feels he 


owes you for supporting his transfer from the Syke to 
Butler’s Low.’ 


‘If you’ve got a whip’ said the Gospel according to St 
Dalziel, ‘just a little crack will usually do the trick -so long as 
they’re convinced you’re willing to draw blood.’ 


Pascoe fixed her with what he hoped was a stare full of 
Dalzielesque conviction. 


Get ‘em in a corner then show ‘em a get-out, was 
another of the Master’s tips. 


‘But you met him again recently at St Godric’s, | believe, 
long after he’d ceased to be a client, so no ethical problems 
talking about that, are there? | know it must be a very 
painful memory to you, that conference. But at the same 
time it must have been a source of great pleasure seeing 
someone you'd helped as a prisoner receiving the applause 
of a distinguished academic audience for his paper. Weren’t 
you impressed?’ 


‘By the paper, no. Like most literary analyses, so called, 
it was big on waffle, low on psychological rigour. Hardly 
worth rushing lunch for. But of course it wasn’t Roote’s 
work, was it? | was rather more interested in his relationship 
with the late Dr Johnson.’ 


‘You must have known Sam when Sir Justinian worked at 
Sheffield?’ 


‘Oh yes. We met.’ 


He said, ‘| knew him too. Very bright, very attractive guy, 
| thought.’ 


‘You found him attractive?’ She gave him an assessing 
glance. 


‘Yes, | did. | gather there was some kind of falling out 
with your husband.’ 


She shrugged and said, ‘On Johnson’s part, perhaps. A 
certain type of character always comes to resent those who 
have helped them as much as Jay helped Johnson with his 
Beddoes book. For some people it is easier to quarrel with 
the helper than to acknowledge the help. | did not know him 
well, but he always struck me as a very volatile, perhaps 
even unstable character. | was not surprised when | heard of 
the circumstances of his departure from Sheffield.’ 


‘The death of that student, Jake Frobisher, you mean?’ 


‘You know of that? Of course, you would. Again the 
closeness followed by the rejection, the same pattern as 
with Jay, except of course the closeness in this case was 
sexual rather than academic collaboration. | think Johnson’s 
death may have been a lucky break for Roote, in more ways 
than one.’ 


‘I’m not sure he sees it like that. And certainly he doesn’t 
see the rift between your husband and Johnson in quite the 
same light,’ said Pascoe, finding in himself the beginnings of 
a serious antipathy to this woman. 


He guessed she wasn’t exactly crazy about him either, 
and now she proved it. 


She said, ‘Your name is Pascoe, you say? That name rings 
familiar. Wasn’t one of the policemen who helped put Roote 
away Called Pascoe?’ 


‘That was me,’ said Pascoe. 


‘And he’s writing to you, you. say?’ She smiled with 
evident satisfaction. That must be a source of concern to 
you, Mr Pascoe.’ 


‘Why?’ 
‘Because whenever he spoke of his trial, though he 


claimed to have sublimated any thought of revenge into 
other areas, particularly his academic research, | still 


detected an undercurrent of resentment and a feeling of 
having been ill done by. Of course, this was years ago, and 
time does, in some few cases, bring about changes ‘Indeed,’ 
interposed Pottle. ‘And Mr Roote, some of whose letters | 
have seen, wrote specifically to the Chief Inspector to 
assure him he had no thought of revenge.’ 


Amaryllis smiled again, like a Borgia hostess seeing her 
guest holding out his wine-glass for a fill-up. 


‘Well, that’s all right then. If someone as devious, as 
complex and as clever as Franny Roote tells you that he 
doesn’t want to harm you, what have you to worry about? If 
you'll excuse me, I’m heading back” to Cambridge today 
and | need to get packed.’ She moved away. 


Pascoe said to Pottle, That sounded to me very like a 
vote for my interpretation of Roote’s motives. She doesn’t 
go out of her way to be charming, does she?’ 


Pottle smiled and said, ‘Peter, you were aggressive, 
indeed threatening, and hinted all kinds of criticism of her 
recently dead husband. What makes you think that 
psychiatrists are above feelings of resentment and thoughts 
of revenge? | see you have the good Brother’s book. Would 
you like to get it signed? | think he might welcome being 
rescued.’ 


The book-signing queue had diminished to the three 
female students, who were crowding round Jacques 
apparently hanging on to his every word and looking ready 
to hang on to anything else of his they could get hold of. 
Standing a little to one side, watching with a quizzical smile, 
was the beautiful blonde. 


The predatory trio looked up resentfully as Pottle and 
Pascoe approached. 


‘Sorry to interrupt, but you have an appointment to keep, 
Brother. Ladies, I’m sure you'll find a chance to continue 


your conversation later in the day.’ 


Jacques said goodbye to the girls, who retreated, 
comparing inscriptions. 


This appointment... ?’ he said to Pottle. 


‘With Mr Pascoe here’ said Pottle. ‘Chief Inspector Pascoe 
who, among other things, would like you to sign his book. 
Let’s find somewhere a little more private.’ 


As he led them away, Jacques shot an apologetic glance 
at the blonde. Pottle showed them into a small empty office, 
closing the door behind them. 


‘Pascoe?’ said Jacques musingly. ‘Tell me, you’re not 
Franny Roote’s Inspector Pascoe by any chance?’ 


‘Depends in what sense you use the possessive’ said 
Pascoe. 


‘In the sense of being the policeman who forced him to 
confront his anti-social behaviour, understand his motives 
for it, pay the necessary legal penalty for it, and ultimately 
become the better, more mature person he is now.’ 


‘That seems to me to be stretching the sense quite a bit,’ 
said Pascoe. 


‘Yes, he told me you had some problems with coming to 
terms with your role in his life’ said Jacques. 


‘| had problems!’ Pascoe shook his head vigorously. 
‘Believe me, Brother, the only problem I’ve got is dealing 
with Roote’s problems!’ 


‘Which are?’ 


‘Basically that he’s a_ sociopathic fantasist whose 
unpredictable behaviour makes me very uneasy about my 
own welfare and that of my family.’ 


As he spoke, Pascoe was asking himself, What happened 
to my plan of having a quiet chat with this guy about his 
crazy chum during the course of which l’d glean many 
interesting ears of information without him suspecting the 
true nature of my interest? 


‘These seem large judgments to make on the basis of a 
few presumably non-threatening letters.’ 


‘What makes you presume that?’ demanded Pascoe. ‘And 
how do you know he’s been writing to me anyway?’ 


‘Because he told me so. And as | imagine that written 
threats to a policeman from a former convict would rapidly 
result in apprehension and charges, | presume no such 
threats were made. In any case, Mr Pascoe, | hope it will 
reassure you to learn that whenever he mentioned your 
name he did so in terms of great respect and admiration, 
bordering, | felt, on affection’ 


‘So you talked about me’ 


‘He talked, | listened. The impression | received was of 
someone exploring his feelings towards someone else and 
being rather surprised at what he was discovering. | am not 
a psychologist - Dr Pottle might well be worth consulting on 
this matter - but my instinct suggests that Franny matured 
intellectually at an early age, but emotionally and morally is 
still in late adolescence.’ 


He regarded Pascoe for a moment as if to assess how he 
was responding to this analysis, then went on, ‘You are 
perhaps tempted to retaliate by quoting from his letters 
some deprecating comment he has made about me. But | 
would suspect that his initial attitude, that | was some kind 
of - what is your expression? - some kind of religious plonker 
worth being polite to for the sake of keeping in with his 
patroness, Mrs Lupin, has moderated somewhat. You see, 
one thing my line of business has made me expert in is 


spotting the difference between lip-service and genuine 
commitment. Franny, | believe, has made a genuine 
movement.’ 


‘Franny’s expertise lies in making people feel what he 
wants them to feel’ said Pascoe coldly. 


‘Perhaps. Shall | sign your book, or was that merely your 
ticket of entry, Chief Inspector?’ 


‘No, please sign it’ said Pascoe, feeling he’d been 
ungracious enough for one day. 


The monk took the book, opened it at the title page, 
scribbled a few words and handed it back. 


Pascoe looked at what he’d written. It was his signature 
followed by Thessalonians 5, 21. 


He said, ‘OK, you got me. Save me having to look it up.’ 
‘ “Prove all things: hold fast that which is good.”’ 


That’s nice, but for a cop it works out slightly different,’ 
said Pascoe. ‘Prove all things: then hold very fast that which 
is bad. Thank you, Brother.’ 


He opened the door. Outside he saw the blonde beauty 
waiting. Suddenly he knew who she was. 


‘You’ve made up your mind about Miss Lupin then?’ he 
said. 


Jacques didn’t look surprised. ‘ 
‘Yes, | have made up my mind.’ 
‘Congratulations. | hope all goes well for you both.’ 


‘Thank you. Franny is right, you are a sharp man, Mr 
Pascoe. We would prefer for the moment to keep our news 
to ourselves. Until people close ‘to us have been told. My 
Brothers, Emerald’s mother.’ 


‘Will this affect your Third Thought” work?’ asked Pascoe. 


‘Why should it? | have never ignored the existence of the 
two other thoughts.’ 


‘Well, good luck. And take care.’ 
‘You too, Mr Pascoe. And God bless you.’ 


Outside he nodded pleasantly at Emerald and went to 
find Pottle. 


‘So what did you get?’ asked the psychiatrist. 
‘| got blessed. In both our languages,’ said Pascoe. 


The house in which Jake Frobisher had died was a large 
semi-detached building in monumental granite which age 
and atmosphere had darkened to mausoleum grey. Situated 
on the edge of the Fulford suburb of the city, its small front 
and side gardens were sadly neglected by comparison with 
others in the road, and the paintwork on the doors and 
windows was cracked and flaking too. 


Pascoe, ever ready to put two and two together, read its 
history as rich tradesman’s dwelling slowly declining 
towards multiple occupation till it became either by 
purchase or long lease wholly a student residence, which 
was probably something of an irritant to the inmates of 
these neighbouring properties which looked to have 
reverted to one family occupation as the area swung back 
up to something like its original status during the closing 
decades of the last century. 


There was a line of bell-pushes on one of the door 
columns. They didn’t give much promise of working. Pascoe 
peered down a weathered list of names and made out the 
name Frobisher against number 5. He guessed this was 
unchanged since last summer when the unfortunate youth 
had died. He pressed the button, heard nothing, and was 
about to try other buttons when the front door opened and a 


young man pushed a bicycle out. Pascoe held the door to 
assist and got a cheerful, ‘Thanks, mate’ in exchange. 


He went inside. 


The smell brought back his student days, not so long ago 
in terms of years but, oh, an ache of lifetimes away in terms 
of memory. There was curry in it and other spices, a hint of 
vegetable decay, a touch of drains, a soupcon of sweat, a 
curl of joss-sticks and a wraith of dope. Trapped in the 
refrigeration unit of the unheated hall and stairwell, it didn’t 
assault the nostrils and tear at the throat, but he was glad it 
wasn’t midsummer. 


He went up the stairs and found a door marked 5 on the 
first landing. 


It was slightly ajar. 


He tapped at it and when there was no reply, he pushed 
it open and called, ‘Hello?’ 


No reply. In fact, unless there was someone concealed in 
the big Victorian wardrobe or, even less likely, under the 
unmade futon, there was no possible source of answer. 


He stood in the doorway and tried to ... what? He’d no 
idea what he was looking for here, couldn’t begin even to 
imagine what he might hope to find. OK, a few months ago 
a boy had died in this room, but in a house this old, it must 
be almost impossible to find a room in which at some point 
someone hadn’t died. 


So what was he expecting? Some message from the 
grave? Lines from the poem in the Beddoes collection open 
by Sam Johnson’s side when he found the lecturer’s body 
came to Pascoe’s mind: 


There are no ghosts to raise; Out of death lead no ways. 


So, just a room. He stepped inside as if to affirm his 
dismissal of the possibility of any malign or supernatural 
influence. His foot caught on something. He stooped to 
unhook whatever it was and came up with a flowered bra 
whose blues and reds had blended in with the patterned 
Carpet which covered most of the floor. He saw now there 
were other female garments strewn on the crumpled duvet 
that covered the futon. 


Time to retreat and knock on a couple of doors, see if he 
could find someone who remembered Frobisher and was 
willing to chat. 


‘Who the fuck are you?’ said a voice behind him. 


He turned to see a young woman in the doorway. She 
was wearing a Japanese robe and drying her long blonde 
hair with a towel. She looked as unpleased as she sounded. 


She also looked as if the slightest wrong move would 
have her yelling for help. 


Pascoe smiled and made a reassuring gesture, which 
turned out to be a bad idea as it only drew attention to the 
bra he was holding. 


I’m sorry’ he said. ‘I didn’t realize that That the room was 
occupied? That it was occupied by a female? 


He changed direction, heading for firmer ground. 


‘I’m a policeman,’ he said, reaching for his warrant card, 
which gave him an excuse to casually drop the bra. 


He opened the card and held it up without moving 
towards her. 


She peered at it then said, ‘OK, so you’re a cop as well as 
a pervert. | believe your type gets really well treated in jail.’ 


‘Look, I’m sorry. | shouldn’t have come in here. And | 
stuck my foot in your bra’ 


‘Well, that’s novel,’ she said. That wi// sound interesting 
in court.’ 


This was not going well. It was time to be blunt. He said, 
‘| don’t know if you know, but last summer there was a 
death in this house. A student called Frobisher 


She said with renewed fury, ‘What the hell are you 
talking about? What kind of cop are you? Let me see that 
warrant again!’ 


He produced his card once more and this time took it 
towards her. 


She studied it closely and said, ‘Mid-Yorkshire? You're a 
long way off your ground, aren’t you? You got permission?’ 


‘Yes, of course. DI Rose 
‘That wanker!’ 

‘You know him?’ 

‘Oh yes. Useless bastard.’ 


She pushed by him and went to sit on a rickety stool in 
front of a matching dressing table and began to comb her 
hair. 


‘If you know DI Rose, then surely you must know about 
Frobisher’s death 


‘Yeah, all about it. But it wasn’t in this room.’ ‘I’m sorry, it 
was the name by the front door ... ah.’ It dawned, so 
obvious that he felt embarrassed. ‘You're Jake’s sister,’ he 
said. ‘Sophie.’ 


‘That’s right.’ ‘But this wasn’t his room 


‘Of course it wasn’t. Listen, | loved my brother and he’d 
arranged for me to have a room in this place when | started 
in the autumn, but you don’t imagine | was going to take the 


Same room he was killed in, do you? That would be real 
bloody macabre!’ 


‘Yes, of course, I’m sorry. And I’m sorry for intruding like 
this, Miss Frobisher’ 


‘You could be a lot sorrier if | make a complaint,’ she said. 
Trespass and sniffing around my underwear, that could be a 
bad career move.’ 


‘I'll take my chances,’ he said, still uncertain how best to 
go forward. It would be easy enough to get her on his side 
by indicating he was still not satisfied with the inquest 
verdict on her brother, but having her proclaim him as an 
ally might be an even worse career move than letting her 
accuse him of being a pervert. 


‘So what the fuck do you want, anyway?’ she demanded. 
‘Time to show your colours, Pascoe, he thought. 


He said, ‘Just now you said, “the room he was killed in”. 
What did you mean by that?’ 


She turned to him with the comb halfway down her long 
wet tresses. 


‘What’s it to you what | meant?’ she said. 
It sounded like a real question, not a snarl of defiance. 


He said carefully, ‘| would just like to be sure myself of 
the circumstances of your brother’s death.’ 


‘Is that right? | need a bit more than that, Inspector. 
Sorry, Chief Inspector. | mean, it’s understandable for me, 
just a silly young woman and Jake’s sister to boot, to get all 
uptight and hysterical about his death, isn’t it? | bet that’s 
what DI Rose says about me, when he’s being polite, that is. 
But you, a high-ranking gumshoe from another division, 
what brings you around all this time on asking questions?’ 


The best way of hiding the whole truth is with a bit of the 
truth, as any lawyer knows. 


Pascoe said, ‘One of Jake’s tutors, Sam Johnson, died in 
Suspicious circumstances on my patch last autumn. At first 
it seemed possible it was suicide and, because he’d moved 
to Mid-Yorkshire rather precipitously after Jake’s death, we 
had to look at the possibility that there was some 
connection. You know, state of mind and that sort of thing. 
Later we discovered Dr Johnson had been murdered so the 
connection with your brother no longer seemed important. 
But for some reason | kept on thinking about his death 


It sounded feeble but the girl’s eyes were shining as she 
said, ‘You mean, like Johnson’s death turned out not to be 
suicide but murder, you think Jake’s might be the same? Not 
accident but murder? The same person who killed Dr 
Johnson maybe?’ 


‘Definitely not that,’ said Pascoe, imagining Trimble’s 
reaction, not to mention Dalziel’s, at seeing the headline 
STUDENT DEATH PROBE - ANOTHER WORDMAN KILLING? 
There really is no way there can be a link between the 
deaths, believe me.’ 


Except of course Roote ... 


But he wasn’t going to mention Roote either which made 
it a bit difficult to explain when Sophie Frobisher said 
irritably, ‘So what the hell are you doing here then?’ 


‘| was in Sheffield on another matter and DI Rose told me 
about your reservations about the way your brother died. 
And about the missing watch. And because | was involved 
before, | thought it might be useful to have a chat with you. 
To tie up loose ends, so to speak.’ 


This was even feebler than before, and provably so 
inasmuch as it must stick out like a sore nose that he hadn't 
come here with the intention of seeing her. 


But she seemed satisfied and said, ‘OK, start tyring.’ 


‘Why are you so certain Jake didn’t in fact accidentally 
overdose in his efforts to keep himself awake to finish his 
work assignments?’ 


She was looking at him obliquely now through the mirror 
in which she was combing her hair. 


She said, ‘It was just ... well, you’d have to know Jake. 
First off, he always seemed so laid back about his work. | 
used to come up and stay with him sometimes and | don’t 
think | ever saw him write a word. It’s all sorted, he’d say. 
Decks cleared so | can entertain my little sis! As for drugs, 
he did the usual stuff, yeah, but he was really careful. Had 
to know the ins and outs of where it came from. He was 
always telling me if | wanted E’s to come to him, not to risk 
picking up something dodgy from a guy dealing in a disco 
bog. He was the last guy on earth to go over the top by 
accident.’ 


‘The nature of drugs is that they affect the judgment,’ 
said Pascoe. ‘You can start off taking care but once you're 
under the influence ...’ 


‘Score a lot, do you?’ she said scornfully. ‘| know my 
brother ... knew my brother’ 


Tears came to her eyes and she began to drag the comb 
through her hair as if trying to pull it out by the roots. 


‘Maybe it did happen that way’ she said, half sobbing. 
‘Maybe | just don’t want to accept he’s dead ... he’s dead ... 
| don’t really understand what that means ... dead 


Words of consolation and reassurance crowded Pascoe’s 
tongue but he didn’t utter them. If this woman was getting 
to some kind of acceptance that her brother’s death was 
accidental, it would be selfishly wrong to let his obsession 
with Roote get in the way. 


Looking for a diversion in facts, he said, Tell me about the 
missing watch.’ 


She rubbed the back of her hand across her eyes and 
said, ‘It was something he got given, don’t know who from, 
but they must really have fancied him. It was a big chunky 
one, just his style, an Omega | think, gold bracelet - well, | 
don’t know if it was real gold, but it certainly looked the job. 
And it had an inscription on the back.’ 


‘Didn’t that tell you who it was from?’ 


‘Not really. | asked him, but he just laughed and said, 
“Little sister, big nose, the more she sniffs the bigger it 
grows!” That’s what he always used to say when we were’ 


The tears were back. 


Pascoe, trying to stem them, asked, This inscription, can 
you remember what it said?’ 


‘|can show you,’ she said. ‘It was quite long, little letters, 
and done in a circle to fit the back of the watch, so it wasn’t 
easy to read. So | did a rubbing, like | used to do with coins 
when | was a kid.’ 


She went to a drawer, poked around for a moment, then 
handed him a sheet of paper. 


She was right, it was hard to read, with the words so 
close engraved in a fancy script it was hard to tell where 
one ended and another began, and being in a circle didn’t 
make it any easier. He took the folding magnifying glass he 
always carried out of his pocket, assembled it, then peered 
at the lettering again. 


It took a little effort to work out, but he finally got it 
sorted into: 


YOUR’S TILL TIME INTO ETERNITY FALLS OVER RUINED 
WORDS 


He said, ‘Can | hang on to this?’ 
She looked at him doubtfully. 
He said, Til get it photocopied, send it straight back.’ 


She said, ‘Why not? Makes a change to have someone 
interested.’ 


‘Yes, I’m interested. But please don’t get your hopes up. 
When was the last time you saw your brother?’ 


‘Three weeks before he ... died.’ 
‘And he had the watch then?’ 


‘Definitely. God, it really pisses me off to think some plod 
helped himself to it. And his stash too. That not strike 
anyone as odd? Just a couple of loose pills found?’ 


She glared at him accusingly. 


‘How did he seem that last time you saw him?’ he asked. 
‘He must have known he was in trouble about his work 
assignments by then.’ 


‘He seemed fine. One of his mates said something which 
made me think he might be in trouble, but Jake just laughed 
as usual and said, “It’s sorted, Sis.” Like he always did.’ 


‘| see.’ Pascoe sought for an exit line which wouldn’t 
leave hope, because he didn’t have any to leave. He was 
himself clutching at straws, or rather the shadows of straws, 
and suppose he did by some miracle find that the death of 
Jake Frobisher had somehow involved foul play, what 
comfort could there possibly be in that for Sophie? 


He said, ‘| might as well look at Jake’s room while I’m 
here. What number was that?’ 


‘Eleven. Upstairs. But there’s somebody in it.’ 


‘Fine. Thank you very much, Miss Frobisher. Look, like | 
say, | don’t really expect there’s going to be anything new 


here, but either way, I'll be in touch. So, take care, eh? And 
I’m very sorry about your loss.’ 


‘Me too,’ she said. 


She fixed all her attention on the mirror. She seemed to 
have shrunk within the robe and to Pascoe as he left she 
looked not much older than Rosie, dressed in her mother’s 
dressing gown, playing at being grown up. 


The door to Room 11 was opened to his knock by a 
young man with the build of a rugby forward which, from 
the boots slung into a corner and the hooped jersey draped 
over a radiator, he probably was, though why he wasn’t 
running round a freezing field with all the other muddied 
oafs this Saturday afternoon wasn’t clear. 


It became clear when the young man spoke. 


‘Yeah?’ he said, in what at first sounded like a thick 
foreign accent. ‘Help you?’ 


The two further words revealed the truth. Not foreign but 
true Yorkshire, going into or coming out of a severe bout of 
the dreaded Kung Flu. 


Averting his head, Pascoe introduced himself. Risk apart, 
the flu bug did have one positive benefit in that the young 
man, who said his name was Keith Longbottom, expressed 
no curiosity about his desire to look at the room but merely 
said, ‘Help yourself, mate’ and collapsed on his unmade 
bed. 


Pascoe looked. It was a pointless exercise. What was 
there to see? 


He said, ‘Did you know Jake Frobisher?’ Longbottom 
opened his eyes, walked mentally round the question a 
couple of times, then said, ‘Yeah. Living in the same house, 
you get to know who’s who.’ 


‘You lived here last year then?’ 
‘Yeah.’ 


Pascoe digested this, then went on, ‘But not in this room, 
obviously?’ 


‘No. | mean it were Frobisher’s room, weren't it?’ 
‘Yes. Of course. So how ... ?’ 


‘How did | get it? Well, it’s bigger than my old room, 
which was down in the basement anyway, so when this fell 
vacant | thought, why not? Felt a bit spooky, but my girl said 
not to be daft and go for it. Like she said, it weren’t as if | 
really knew the guy. Nowt in common. He were a bit arty, 
doing English or something, you know the type.’ 


The long answer seemed to exhaust him and the eyes 
began to close again. 


‘And what are you_- studying, Mr Longbottom?’ 
Geography, he guessed. Or Sport Injuries. Get a degree in 
anything these days! 


‘Maths,’ said the youth. 


You patronizing plonker, Pascoe reproved himself, his 
gaze now going beyond the sport kit to the books lying on 
the table and standing along the windowsill. 


The door opened and a young woman came _ in 
unbuttoning her coat. 


She stopped in the doorway when she saw Pascoe, and 
Longbottom said, ‘Hi, luv. Didn’t expect to see you till 
tonight.’ 


‘Can’t make it. Got to do an extra shift’ said the woman, 
taking her coat off to reveal a nurse’s uniform beneath. ‘So | 
thought I’d best pop round and see if you’re still living. God, 
this place is a sty!’ 


She began tidying up, shooting suspicious glances at 
Pascoe. 

Longbottom said, ‘This is Jackie, my girlfriend. Jackie, this 
is Inspector Pascoe. He were asking about Frobisher, you 
remember 


‘| remember’ she said shortly. ‘| thought that were all 
done and dusted.’ 


‘It is really’ said Pascoe. ‘Just a loose end or two to tie 
up.’ 

‘You know his sister lives here now?’ said Long-bottom. 

‘Yes, I’ve been talking to her’ 

‘Not been upsetting her, | hope?’ said Jackie, filling an 
electric kettle at the hand basin. 


‘Tried not to’ said Pascoe. ‘Mr Longbottom, the night it 
happened, | don’t suppose you recollect anything unusual? | 
expect someone asked you this at the time.’ 


‘Yeah, the pi-, the police talked to us all. No, | heard nowt, 
saw nowt. Like | say, we were down in the basement then.’ 


‘We?’ 
‘Aye, me and Jackie.’ 


Pascoe looked at the nurse who was, he noticed, making 
coffee for two. Just as well. He didn’t fancy using any cup 
that might have got near Longbottom’s lips. Perhaps nurses 
developed a natural immunity. 


She said, ‘I sometimes stay over.’ 
‘And you stayed that night?’ 


‘Yeah,’ said Longbottom, smiling reminiscently. ‘It were a 
good night, | recall. We got some pizza sent in, drank a 
bottle of vino, listened to some tapes, then we...’ 


1 don’t think the Inspector needs the details,’ said Jackie. 


‘No’ said Pascoe, giving her a smile she didn’t return. 
‘Anyway, clearly you were far too busy to have heard 
anything or seen anyone hanging around. Well, thank you 
for your time. I'll get out from under your feet now’ He’d 
opened the door when the woman said, ‘There was 
someone.’ 


He stopped and turned. 


She said, ‘I didn’t stay all night. | was on early shift and 
needed to get back to the Home to get changed. | woke up 
about half one and thought I’d best not go back to sleep or 
I'll likely sleep in. No use relying on him to wake me, he’s 
like a log once he’s gone’ 


Longbottom nodded complacently. 


The nurse went on, ‘So | got up and got dressed and 
headed off out. I’d just got outside and was going to start up 
the steps from the basement when | heard the front door 
open and | saw this guy come out. Thought nowt about it. It 
weren't all that late and, in his business, there’s no opening 
hours.’ 


Longbottom had a violent bout of coughing and the nurse 
looked at him with concern changing to indifference as, like 
Pascoe, she spotted this was signal rather than symptom. 


‘His business?’ said Pascoe, recalling what Sophie had 
said about Jake’s stash going missing, nothing but a few 
loose tabs lying around, about getting her E’s from him... 


‘He peddled dope?’ he said. ‘He was a supplier?’ 


‘You didn’t know? Jesus, where do they get you guys?’ 
said the nurse in disgust. 


‘Big time?’ 


He looked at Longbottom, who said dismissively, ‘No. He 
just had connections, could always get you sorted.’ 


‘Yes, | see.’ But Sophie was right, there’d have been a 
stash, unless he’d taken the lot himself, which hardly 
seemed likely. Which meant it had gone somewhere. 


‘Did you ever say anything about this man you saw 
leaving to any of my colleagues?’ he said to Jackie. 


‘No. Why should I? No one ever asked me. | mean, | 
wasn’t around when they found the poor sod. In fact | knew 
nowt about it till days later. It were a right busy time for us, | 
recall. Don’t see how it matters anyway. Unless you know 
something you’re not telling.’ 


A sharp young woman, thought Pascoe. 


He said, ‘Nothing, I’m afraid. And you’re probably right. It 
doesn’t matter. This guy you saw leaving, was it someone 
from the house?’ 


‘No, definitely not.’ 
‘You knew all the residents well enough to be sure?’ 
‘No, not all of them.’ 


‘Then how can you be sure he wasn’t a resident?’ he 
asked, puzzled. 


‘Cos | knew the guy | saw. Not personally, but I’d seen 
him around at work.’ 


‘At work? At the hospital, you mean?’ 


A wild hope was squirming in Pascoe’s belly. He crossed 
his ringers and said, ‘What hospital do you work at, as a 
matter of interest?’ 


‘The Southern General.’ 


Where Franny Roote had worked as a porter during his 
time in Sheffield before he moved back to Mid-Yorkshire. 


‘And this man you saw, what did he do at the hospital? 
Nurse? Doctor?’ 


‘No, he pushed trolleys around. He was a porter.’ ‘ ‘You 
don’t know his name by any chance?’ 


‘Sorry. And I’ve not seen him around for months now, so 
he must’ve moved on.’ 


‘But you’re sure it was the same man?’ 


‘Oh yes. Couldn’t mistake him. Dead pale he were, and 
always dressed in black. Someone once said he looked like 
he should have been on the trolley himself, not pushing it. 
Dr Death, the youngsters used to call him.’ 


Dead pale, dressed in black. 
Dr Death. 
Oh, thank you, God, exulted Peter Pascoe. 





The Child 


The Burrthorpe Canal, constructed in the age of Victoria 
to bring the coal from the mines of South Yorkshire to new 
industries springing up further north, had been one of the 
first to fall victim to the competition of improved roads, 
mechanical trucks and developing rail services after the turn 
of the twentieth century. Because of this it was in an 
advanced state of decay when the age of canal 
refurbishment came, and the fact that it was relatively short 
and did not link up with any navigable river meant that it 
had little attraction as a recreational waterway, so it lay 
neglected except by a few hardy fishermen who dreamt of 
monstrous carp lying in its weedy depths. 


The towpath had long since vanished, the banks were 
overgrown and the only evidence remaining to show that 
this was a work of man not of nature was the Chilbeck 
Tunnel not far over the border into Mid-Yorkshire. Drilled 
through a low mound (which was in fact a Bronze Age 
barrow, a fact known only to the engineer who shored up 
the evidence behind his’ shiny’ brick walls without 
compunction rather than risk a delay in the completion of 
his contract) it ran for a distance of less than thirty yards, 
but its interior proved so attractive to small boys and others 
with troglodytic tendencies that the ends had been boarded 
up in the interests of public safety. 


But nails rust and wood rots, and when two hardy Sunday 
anglers whose boast it was that not even the foulest January 
weather could keep them from their sport saw the skies 
darken and the rain come down at a rate beyond even their 
tolerance, they pulled aside a dislodged board and stepped 
into the tunnel for shelter. 


When their eyes had adjusted to the gloom, one of them 
noticed a rope floating in the water. To an angler any line is 
an object of interest, particularly if one end dives steeply 


into the depths. Using his rod, he hooked the rope to the 
edge and began to haul it in. 


After a while it stuck. 
‘Gie’s a hand here,’ he said to his friend. 
And together they hauled at the rope. 


Whatever was on the end of it was heavier even than a 
big carp. 


And certainly heavier than a pair of trainers, which were 
the first things they saw breaking the surface. 


Then another heave revealed that the trainers still 
contained feet, and the feet were attached to legs... 


At this point one of them let go and the other made only 
a token effort to retain his grip. Heedless now of the rain 
they hurried out of the tunnel to ring the police. 


An hour later, with several police cars and an ambulance 
pulsing their lights into the teeming rain on the road a 
hundred yards away, the body of what looked at first glance 
like a child was laid on the canal bank. The rope was bound 
tight around his ankles. 


The police doctor declared what no one doubted, that 
death had taken place. Photo flashes lit up the scene both 
inside and outside the tunnel. Radios crackled. 


Rain hissed. 


Then a new sound was heard, the roar of a powerful 
motorbike engine being pressed hard. 


It skidded to a stop on the wet road, the rider 
dismounting as it did so and letting the machine come to 
rest against a hedge. He pulled his helmet off and at the 
sight of his face the officers advancing to remonstrate fell 
back. 


He pushed his way past them, slithered down the slope 
into the field and stumbled across the tussocky grass to the 
Canal bank. 


There he stood for a moment looking down at the small 
young face at his feet. 


Then he moved through the broken board into the tunnel 
and a second later all work stopped as a cry like the rage of 
a wounded Minotaur came trailing out of the dark. 


It was not till the following morning that Pascoe learned 
of the grim discovery. Sunday he’d spent down _ in 
Lincolnshire on a visit to Ellie’s mother. He’d faxed in a 
digest of the official part of his Sheffield visit to the Fat Man 
and suggested they meet first thing on Monday morning to 
examine the implications. A trip into outer space wouldn’t 
have prevented Dalziel from tracking him down if he’d 
wanted an earlier consult, but the discovery of the body had 
kept that great mind occupied. 


‘Definitely Lubanski,’ said Dalziel. ‘Dead for a couple of 
days at least. Being in the water makes it hard to be 
precise.’ 


‘How’d he die?’ asked Pascoe. 


‘Drowned. But there’s evidence he took a beating first. 
After that it looks like someone tied the rope round his 
ankles and tossed him into the cut, then dragged him along 
a bit afore hauling him out. Several times maybe.’ 


Pascoe grimaced, then said, ‘Asking questions, you 
reckon?’ 


‘Could be.’ 


‘So it could be they didn’t mean to kill him, just went too 
far?’ 


‘Or that they heard all they wanted to hear, so dropped 
him in and left him to drown. Either way, it’s murder in my 
book.’ 


‘Mine too. How’s Wieldy taking it?’ 


‘How do you bloody think?’ snarled Dalziel. ‘Il just about 
had to tie him down to stop him heading straight off to kick 
the shit out of Belcher.’ 


‘Doesn’t sound such a bad idea,’ said Pascoe. 


‘Oh aye? Old Mr Human-rights Pussyfoot has suddenly 
become an expert on kicking shit, has he? Well, I’ve got gold 
medals and, believe me, this isn’t an option. Belchamber 
gets warned off, Wieldy gets locked up, how’s that help 
anything?’ 


‘If they made Lubanski talk, won’t they be warned off 
anyway?’ 


‘Depends. If all he knew was what he told Wieldy, that 
was fuck all, wasn’t it? Any road, from what Wieldy said 
about the lad, | wonder if he told them owt, except maybe 
that Wieldy was a punter after his arse. Easy enough to 
credit. | don’t doubt Belchamber knows Wield’s gay. Gay cop 
in tight black leathers rides into Turk’s with a rent boy in 
tow, what’s the criminal mind to think but he’s a bent cop in 
every way, using his clout to get freebies. No, | reckon that’s 
the tale the lad would stick to.’ 


‘You think someone like Lubanski was capable of that sort 
of resolution?’ 


‘Someone like Lubanski? Hark at you, Chief Inspector. OK, 
if you won’t give the little scrote credit for any noble 
feelings, how about self-interest? Some psycho’s asking you 
if you’ve been grassing him up to the pigs. Tell him yes, and 
you're absolutely certain you’re going to die. Keep telling 
him no, and perhaps, just perhaps, you'll make it. Didn’t 


work out, that’s all. Either the psycho miscalculated or he’s 
a real psycho. Either way, it don’t matter. Here’s how we 
play it. For the papers, body found in the cut, identification 
difficult because of deterioration in the water, enquiries 
proceeding.’ 


‘And Wieldy, is he going to play along?’ 


‘He’d better. | sent for yon Digweed to take him home 
and keep him there for now, even if it means chaining him 
to the bed. Yon old fart’s likely got the chains anyway.’ 


Did he actually say that to Digweed? Pascoe decided he 
didn’t want to Know and remarked, ‘Wieldy won’t be happy.’ 


‘Don’t want him happy. Just don’t want him doing owt 
that’ll make him look like anything but a bent cop shit 
scared ‘cos this lad he’s been forcing to give him freebies 
has turned up dead. That should convince Belcher’s boys 
that Lubanski’s told us nowt.’ 


Pascoe considered then said, ‘You’ve been persuaded 
that this idea that Belchamber’s planning to heist the 
Elsecar Hoard’s got legs, have you? You were a bit sceptical 
on Friday. My trip to Sheffield persuaded you, did it?’ 


Dalziel grinned. 


‘It helped, but it was the phone ringing with news of a 
definite ident on the body that did it. There’s an upside to 
everything, Pete. Lubanski alive and feeding Wieldy with 
titbits because he liked to see him smile meant nowt. 
Lubanski tortured and dead means there’s definitely 
something going off and most likely it’s Belchy trying to get 
his hands on the Hoard. So God bless the lad, eh? But don’t 
tell Wieldy | said that!’ 


Pascoe looked at his boss with a distaste he made no 
effort to disguise. From time to time he had tried to 
persuade Ellie that most of the Fat Man’s callousness, not to 


mention his occasional racism, sexism, and general political 
incorrectness, was deliberately provocative rather than 
deep engrained. 


‘Or maybe it’s a safety valve to help him deal with the 
crap, like a Surgeon making bad jokes as he carves open a 
patient,’ he theorized. 


‘Or maybe you thinking like that is your technique for 
stopping you kicking the fat bastard in the balls,’ said Ellie. 


‘Probably break my foot if | did’ said Pascoe. But listening 
to the Fat Man now made him think it might be a risk worth 
taking. 


On the other hand, his own reaction might have less to 
do with the natural sensitivity of his soul than with (a) guilt 
that his own attitude to Wield’s relationship with the youth 
had been pretty ambivalent, and (b) the fact that he’d had a 
lousy night and was feeling a bit under the weather. It was 
two days since his trip to fluey Sheffield, just about the right 
incubation time, and he’d breakfasted on orange juice and 
some proprietary brand anti-flu capsules which consumer 
tests showed were less effective than simple aspirin, though 
costing six times as much, but in whose efficacy he had an 
almost superstitious trust. 


Dalziel glowered back at him and said, ‘What’s up wi’ 
thee? Ellie kick you out of bed last night?’ 


‘I’m fine,’ snapped Pascoe. ‘By the way, am | ever going 
to get to hear what’s going off in regard to that German 
journalist and Rye Pomona? Or is it a national security 
matter, for your eyes only?’ 


‘Could be. Like you and Roote maybe.’ It was a telling 
counterpunch. He’d kept very quiet about his continued 
concern with and about Franny Roote, and he was sure that 
Wield wouldn’t have engaged in a deliberate act of delation 
over his researches into ex-Sergeant Roote’s background. 


But it was difficult to do anything in this building without 
twanging one of the threads that ran straight to Shelob’s 
lair. 


‘If you show me yours, I’ll Show you mine,’ he said. 


‘You think that'll be a fair swap?’ said Dalziel doubtfully. ‘1 
reckon I’d need change. But all right. Two cocks are better 
than one, as the actress said to the Siamese twins.’ 


Despite his show of reluctance, it was, Dalziel had to 
admit to himself, a relief to share the details of his interview 
with Mai Richter. In the week since, he’d looked at what he’d 
learned from every which side and found he’d no idea what 
it meant. He’d already contemplated laying it out before 
Pascoe, but whenever he thought he’d made up his mind, 
the counter-argument had come surging back, that this was 
merely the indulgence of weakness, off-loading on to 
someone else a burden he’d wilfully hoisted on to his own 
shoulders, and anyway the woman was long gone back to 
the land of Siegfried and Lorelei. 


But one of his strengths was he was aware of his 
weaknesses, which happily were to some degree Pascoe’s 
strengths. All right, sometimes he went out of his way to get 
up that narrow sensitive nose, like when he’d sounded off 
about Sore Arse and Rusty Bum and the Aral Sea. The 
difference was that while he knew poetry by rote, he knew 
nowt about poetry, what made it work, what it was for. 
Pascoe knew these things. Sensitivity, intuition, imagination, 
these were the gifts tossed into the infant Pascoe’s cradle 
which had maybe been crushed in his own by the weightier 
prezzies of a cast-iron gut and sledge-hammer will. No 
escaping it, Pascoe was a useful, perhaps a necessary 
complement. 


Thank God after a sticky start, he’d actually grown to like 
the bugger! 


So now it was with relief that he shared everything he’d 
done and discovered. 


Pascoe listened intently. Physical unwellness, as long as it 
didn’t involve active pain, always seemed to hone his mind 
to a more than usually keen edge. The Fat Man offered little 
explanation of his own thought processes, but Pascoe filled 
out the bald description of events easily, recognizing and 
being touched by his boss’s willingness to accept total 
responsibility for the ‘tidying-up’ (or ‘cover-up’ as it would 
no doubt have appeared in the tabloid headlines) of Dick 
Dee’s death, both at the scene and in the subsequent 
witness statements. But the risk of that kind of accusation 
seemed to have passed, leaving a very different problem, 
and Dalziel’s implied acknowledgement that he needed help 
and perhaps comfort here was even more touching. Not that 
it came very close to being openly implied. ‘So there it is’ he 
growled in conclusion. ‘What do you make of that, clever 
clogs?’ 


‘Forget it’ said Pascoe. 
‘What?’ 


‘That’s the clever clogs answer. Be ready to collect 
Bowler’s pieces and try to put them back together when Rye 
dies, but till then forget it. There’s going to be grief to spare 
when that happens. Why go looking for more in advance?’ 


Tables turned, he thought. Here’s me being pragmatic, 
down-to-earth. And there’s him, wrestling with doubt and 
maybe even conscience! 


But he knew what Dalziel was really wrestling with 
because it was the thing which, despite all differences, 
united them - the need to know the truth. ‘Except...’ he said, 


‘Might have known there’d be an except’ said Dalziel. 


‘Except it’s no use us forgetting it unless everyone else is 
forgetting it too. This woman, Rogers’Richter, how’d she 
look to you?’ 


‘Nice tits’ said Dalziel reminiscently. 


Pascoe resisted the bait and said, ‘You think she’s going 
to drop it?’ 


‘Aye. Not her cup of tea. Also she got to like Pomona and 
started feeling guilty. Plus there’s this feminist solidarity 
thing, sisters, sisters ... weren’t there a song?’ 


Fearful that Dalziel was about to burst out singing once 
again, Pascoe hurried on. 


‘Tick her off then. Charley Penn?’ 


‘Charley ‘nil never shut up, but he’s like a clock. People 
will only take notice when he stops ticking.’ 


‘Which still leaves the other eavesdropper. The second 
bug, remember? Where was it by the way?’ 


‘In the bedroom behind the headboard. | went in and had 
a look afore | left Church View. According to what Lilley told 
Richter, it was self-powered, voice-activated, range of 
mebbe fifty yards tops, and likely to have run out of gas 
after a fortnight. So the bugger could listen in from a car 
parked in Peg Lane. Or, if he didn’t want to sit around there 
all night, he could have had a radio cassette tuned in and 
left somewhere handy. There’s St Margaret’s churchyard 
opposite, lots of nice overgrown tombstones to hide summat 
like that under. | had a poke around but didn’t find owt. 
What’s up wi’ thee?’ 


Pascoe had jumped up and grabbed at the phone on the 
desk between them. 


He dialled, listened, said, ‘Hi, it’s Chief Inspector Pascoe. | 
need to speak to Dr Pottle. Yes, urgent police business. Or 


clinical business, whatever gets him to the phone.’ 


A pause, then Pascoe spoke again, ‘Yes, sorry, I’m 
making a habit of it, aren’t I? Listen, all | want is Haseen’s 
mobile number. No, | won’t tell her how | got it.’ 


He scribbled on the desktop, dialled again. 


‘Ms Haseen, hi. It’s DCI Pascoe, we met in Sheffield on 
Saturday. Sorry to trouble you again, but there was 
something you said when we were talking about Franny 
Roote 


Dalziel groaned, rolled his eyes and generally did his How 
long, o lord, how long? act. 


‘No,’ said Pascoe. ‘Nothing personal or private. It was just 
that you said when talking about listening to him delivering 
Johnson's paper on the laughs in Death’s Jest-Book, it wasn’t 
worth spoiling your lunch for. But in the conference 
programme, Roote was scheduled for nine o’clock on 
Saturday morning ... yes... yes ,. . that’s fine. Very helpful. 
Thank you very much, sorry to have troubled you.’ 


He put the phone down and turned triumphantly to 
Dalziel, who said, ‘Don’t tell me. You’ve found a way of 
dragging Roote into this. Jesus, Pete, you'll be telling me 
next he were Jack the Ripper, after he finished killing the 
princes in the Tower, that is.’ 


‘His conference session was rescheduled from nine a.m. 
at his request because he developed terrible toothache the 
evening before and managed to arrange an emergency 
appointment for first thing on Saturday morning. Professor 
Duerden, who had the one thirty session, was pleased to do 
a swap. | bet Roote was touchingly grateful! But Amaryllis 
was pissed off because in order to hear Roote, which she 
wanted to do either for her own professional reasons or 
because hubby wanted her expert opinion on his state of 


mind, she had to duck out halfway through a posh lunch 
someone else was paying for.’ 


‘Pete, | don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about’ 
said Dalziel. 


‘| saw him that morning, in St Margaret’s Churchyard. 
Bang on nine. | thought it was some kind of optical delusion, 
or even worse, some kind of psychic apparition when | got 
that letter in which he claimed he’d had a vision of me as he 
started to give his address at nine a.m. But the bastard was 
just covering his tracks, don’t you see?’ 


‘Hang about. You’re saying that Roote were here early 
that morning ... how?’ 


‘He drove.’ 


‘Weren't one of them letters you got written on a train? 
And weren't his car in dock?’ 


‘You do pay attention, sir’ said Pascoe. ‘So he hired a car 
. no, wait a sec, Blaylock, that Cambridge DI, he said 
something about some absent-minded academic reporting 
his car stolen that morning then finding he’d parked it on 
the other side of the college. Roote stole it, drove up, got 
here about half seven maybe, did what he had to do, drove 
back ... he could make it by half ten or eleven, plenty of 
time to show his face and be ready for his post-lunch 
session.’ 


‘Why?’ asked Dalziel. 


‘Because he’s listened to Penn banging away so much 
about Dick Dee being innocent that he’s begun to wonder if 
maybe he could be right, maybe the guy who really killed 
his chum Sam Johnson is walking free. So he decided to 
check out Penn’s theory of a police cover-up himself. He 
knew Rye was away that night, he realized being down at 
the conference gave him an alibi if anything went wrong, so 


he thought, here’s a great chance to have a poke around 
her flat and also to plant a bug. He must have just hidden 
the cassette when | saw him. He probably picked it up last 
time he came back. It all fits!’ 


Except for one or two holes, such as, why did he turn the 
place upside down when bug planters traditionally took care 
to leave no trace of their passage? 


Dalziel didn’t look for holes, merely shook his head 
wonderingly, and said, ‘Don’t know if you’re right or wrong, 
lad, but it makes no difference. What you're saying is, if 
there’s some other bugger out there still sniffing around, it’s 
up to us to find out afore he does where the smell’s coming 
from.’ 


‘Or put him somewhere that his nose can’t bother us’ 
said Pascoe. 


He related his latest discoveries in Sheffield. 


‘So he killed this Frobisher ‘cos he were jealous of his 
relationship with Johnson?’ 


‘He’s killed before. For less reason.’ 


‘Mebbe,’ said Dalziel. ‘And your evidence for this is what? 
Something a nurse going on early shift might have seen? 
After a night spent on the nest, she were probably too 
knackered to tell which way were up on a bedpan!’ 


‘There’s the missing watch. And the missing drugs.’ 
‘Oh aye? Which Roote stole? Why?’ 


‘Drugs, obvious. For use or profit. The watch because 
Johnson had given it to Jake Frobisher as a love token. Roote 
took it as a trophy, maybe.’ 


‘Maybe. You got this inscription there?’ 


Pascoe had photocopied it and sent the original rubbing 
back to Sophie Frobisher as promised. He now produced the 


copy with his own transliteration underneath. 
‘More sodding poetry,’ said Dalziel gloomily. 


He reached into his desk, found a jeweller’s eyeglass and 
peered at the rubbing. 


‘Reckon you got it wrong’ he said, not without 
satisfaction. 


‘Wrong? How so?’ 


‘I'd say it isn’t YOUR’S TILL TIME INTO ETERNITY FALLS 
OVER RUINED WORDS. but TILL TIME INTO ETERNITY FALLS 
OVER RUINED WORLDS YOUR S.’ 


‘Let’s have a look’ said Pascoe. 


He peered through the glass and said, ‘I think you’re 
right. That just makes it even more definite it was a gift 
from Sam!’ 


‘Or Simon, or Syd or Santa fucking Claus.’ 


‘No, it has to be Sam Johnson. | checked out the quote, or 
rather | got Ellie to check it. It’s from Death’s Jest-Book, 
that’s a play by Beddoes whose Life Sam was researching. 
That’s the Life that Roote has been given the job of finishing 
by Linda Lupin. She’s ...’ 


‘Please, God, no more! My brain feels like someone’s 
Stirring it with a porridge ladle. | give in. The watch was a 
prezzie from Johnson to Frobisher. Right, but what’s it prove? 
| reckon we’ll have a long day in the outfield if we rely on 
you getting enough evidence to put him back in the Syke. 
We're pissing in the dark here. Best thing if we don’t want to 
end up with wet boots is for me to have a heart-to-heart 
with little Miss Pomona, find out exactly what’s going off. 
And even if she’s not talking, | might get a hint how soon it’ll 
be afore she takes whatever she thinks she knows to the 
grave!’ 


Pascoe shook his head in disgust. 


There you go again’ he said. ‘Same as with Lubanski. To 
you death’s just another policy tool, isn’t it? These are real 
people we’re talking about!’ 


‘No’ said Dalziel. ‘Not Lubanski. He’s a dead person, Pete. 
Not real any more. Where he was is a space. That’s what 
Wieldy’s so cut up about. We go, and despite all the 
memorial services and monuments and pious crap about 
living on in memories, we have ceased to exist. Where we 
were iS a space an elephant could fart through and we'd 
never notice the smell. It’s like losing a tooth. It hurts for a 
bit, then we notice the space for a bit, then we start 
chewing on our gums or the other side of our mouth, and 
soon both tooth and space are all forgotten. End of sodding 
sermon. I'll talk to the lass, do the old paternal act. They all 
love their daddies, ain’t that what Freud says? Now to more 
important things. This DI Rose, you rate him, do you?’ 


‘Yes, sir. | think he’s OK.’ 


‘Well, I’ve got my doubts about anyone who can come up 
with a name like Operation Serpent. Watches a lot of 
movies, does he? All right, all right, | accept your judgment. 
It’s his show. But it’s us as will take the crap if it goes wrong 
on our patch. I'll be seeing Desperate Dan shortly and if I’m 
to get his go-ahead, it’ll be because I’m telling him I’ve got 
you overseeing the job. Thinks the sun shines out of your 
backside, does Dan.’ 


‘That’s nice,’ said Pascoe. 


He stood up and swayed slightly but not so slightly 
Dalziel didn’t notice. 


‘You sure you’re OK?’ he said. 
‘| think so.’ 


But he was lying. He’d spent much of Saturday sharing 
air with Kung Flu germs and he knew for certain now they 
were advancing on him with wild Asiatic screams, chopping 
and stabbing and kicking. 


But he wasn’t going to give in! No way ... nO way ... no 
Way ... 


Life is nothing without death, for it is death that defines 
life, giving it meaning even when it seems completely 
meaningless. Ask yourself, what could be more meaningless 
than a life without death? 


Peter Pascoe, lying on a bed of pain, was absolute for 
death. Every bone in his body seemed to have its peculiar 
ache. He’d never before been so conscious of himself as an 
osseous being, an articulated construct. It seemed very odd 
to him that in art Death should be so often figured as a 
Skeleton. It was in his bones that life persisted, painful 
miserable unbearable life. His flesh and his mind and his 
soul were all desperate to wave the flag of surrender, but 
these insurgent bones persisted in defying Death’s violent 
engines. He lay like Leningrad under that siege, kept alive 
by the sheer pain of the assault that was aimed at 
destroying him. 


Not that his bones were good for anything other than 
aching. He had crawled out of bed on Tuesday morning, 
dismissing as female fuss all Ellie’s attempts to persuade 
him he was unfit even for Dalziel’s company. He had got into 
his car and sat there for a little while feeling that something 
was not quite right but unable to put his finger on it. The 
main problem seemed to be finding somewhere to insert his 
ignition key. Gradually it came to him that he was sitting in 
the rear seat. It was during his attempt to rectify this error 
that the unreliability of his limbs made itself absolutely 
clear, and Ellie, who had been watching his contortions from 


the house with growing concern, emerged to half lead, half 
drag him back inside. 


Death is our constant companion from the moment we 
are bom, never more than a heartbeat away, and yet we 
make a stranger of him, a dangerous stranger too, a bitter 
enemy. 


Not me, said Pascoe fervently. Not me. Come on, mate. 
I’m all yours, let’s be off, over the hills and far away! 


He heard Rosie on the landing being refused admittance 
by Ellie. 


“Why?’ she asked. ‘Is Daddy dying?’ 
‘Of course not,’ said Ellie. ‘He’s just got the flu.’ 


Why did she lie? You shouldn’t lie to your kids. Tell them 
the truth. Of course he’s dying! Could a man feel like this 
and not be dying? Most of his body knew it. If only these 
bloody bones, the incorruptible, the immortal part, would 
accept the majority vote and let him die in peace! At least 
his daughter understood how serious his illness was. 


‘If Daddy does die before Saturday, would that mean I’d 
miss Suzie’s party at Estotiland?’ said Rosie anxiously. 


‘Not necessarily,’ said Ellie. ‘I’m sure we could find a 
comer of the bouncy castle to lay him out in.’ 


When the sun shims and the sky is blue and our hopes 
are high, then we give thanks to God for life. It is only when 
the storm clouds blot out all light and hope lies crushed that 
we turn to death with pre-emptive thanksgiving. But it is in 
that glorious morning that we should be giving thanks for 
death also. 


Later of course when he recovered, the memory of his 
wimpish self-pity filled him with shame. At what point he 
had picked up Frere Jacques’ autographed book from his 


bedside table he didn’t know, but from time to time he 
dipped into it at random, hoping to light upon a strategy for 
dealing with these Kung Flu assailants. 


While we are living, every third thought should be our 
grave, but when we are dying every third thought should be 
our life. 


He tried that and he found that the plural possessive was 
very apt, for the feverish nightmarish world which he 
inhabited for much of the time was lit by brief flashes of 
total awareness in which he knew everything that was going 
on. Perhaps he picked up hints from things Ellie said, as well 
as from the brief distance-keeping visits of Dalziel and 
Wield, back at work and, apparently, back in control. 


He knew for instance that Dalziel had talked to Rye 
Pomona because Dalziel was telling him this during his visit, 
but somehow he _ found himself experiencing — their 
conversation rather than just listening to a precis of it... 


‘Time for a quick word, luv?’ said Andy Dalziel. 
‘For you, Superintendent, always,’ said Rye. 


Dalziel looked at her and thought, she knows why I’m 
here. 


Here was her flat. He’d visited it once before, illegally, 
after his illegal entry into Mai Richter’s apartment next door. 
Light and her welcoming presence made it look different 
now. She looked different too from the last time he’d seen 
her. She was definitely thinner. And paler, but her pallor 
disguised by a light that seemed to shine through her 
translucent skin. This light, her lively movement, her gay 
manner, all disguised or at least distracted the eye from the 
fact that she was beginning to look seriously ill. 


He sat down opposite her and they locked, or rather 
engaged gazes, for there was nothing of strife or opposition 


in the way they looked at each other. 


He heard himself saying, ‘Myra Rogers, her next door, 
she were really Mai Richter, an investigative journalist. | 
expect you knew that?’ 


‘| guessed it. Or something like it. But only after she left. 
She said she’d got a job offer down south, but | knew there 
was more to it. More to her.’ 


‘She liked you. She couldn’t bear to hang around after 
you told her you were going to die and not let anyone do 
anything about it.’ 


He hadn’t meant to say any of this, or at least he hadn’t 
planned to say it in this way, but to keep as long as he could 
the advantage of knowing more than she did. 


‘| liked her.’ 


‘Me too,’ admitted Dalziel. ‘| know how she felt. I’m not 
mad about sitting around doing nowt while you snuff it.’ 


‘Unless you plan to hold me down while you operate, | 
don’t see there’s much you can do about it,’ she said, 
smiling. 


‘What about young Bowler? How’s he going to feel?’ 


‘As bad as anyone can feel and still go on living,’ she said 
sombrely. ‘But he will go on living. I’m glad you know the 
truth, Mr Dalziel, because you'll be ready to help Hat. You 
and Mr Pascoe. He thinks you’re both marvellous. This is 
your chance to prove he’s right.’ 


He thought of all the arguments he could put forward to 
make her change her mind, and dismissed them. In the 
interrogation room, he generally knew after a couple of 
minutes when there was no point going om. 


He knew that now. 


He said, ‘You'll do what you want, lass. In my experience 
that’s what lasses usually do. One thing, but - are you 
planning to leave any little billy-doos behind you?’ 


‘In my experience, you can be a bit more direct than 
that’ she said. 


‘All right. There’s buggers like Charley Penn and maybe 
others who don’t think the Wordman’s dead. I’m not 
interested in what you and Dee were getting up to that day 
out at the Stang. But I'd like to know what you think. Is the 
Wordman dead?’ 


She thought about this long enough to make him feel 
uneasy. Then she said in a low voice, ‘Yes, | believe he is. 
And I’m sure that when he looks back at what he did, 
whatever pleas there might be in mitigation, he is filled with 
a horror that makes death welcome. But Charley Penn is 
right. Dick Dee was a lovely man. Charley’s right to 
remember him like that. When we die | don’t think anything 
matters much, but if anything matters a little, it’s how our 
friends remember us. Goodbye now, Mr Dalziel.’ 


She watched him go. And Pascoe through his feverish 
gaze watched him go too at the end of his sick-room visit 
and found he was watching through Rye Pomona’s cool 
brown eyes and thinking what she was thinking, which was 
so unthinkable that he twisted in his turbulent thoughts like 
a drowning man and struck out wildly for some impossible 
Shore and found himself in the middle of Edgar Wield’s 
pain... 


* * * 


‘I’m sorry’ Wield said. This is stupid. | shouldn’t be like 
this. It’s worse than stupid, it’s unfair. | shouldn’t be doing 
this to you.’ 


‘And who else should you be doing it to?’ said Digweed. 
‘So shut up and eat your frikadeller. They are, though | say it 


myself as shouldn’t, being the one who has slaved away in 
the kitchen to produce them, quite perfect.’ 


Wield, who found them indistinguishable from frozen 
meatballs cooked in the microwave, dutifully put one in his 
mouth. 


‘| don’t know why | should feel like this,’ he said, 
chewing. There really was nothing between us, Edwin, you 
know that, don’t you?’ 


‘Oh yes there was,’ said Digweed. ‘He must have been a 
remarkable child. | told you at Christmas he was looking for 
a dad, and, against all the odds, | think he succeeded. You're 
not acting like a bereft lover, Edgar, but a bereaved father. 
Which is fine. Odd but fine. But for once | agree with that 
stuffed cloak-bag of guts, that roasted Manningtree ox, 
Superintendent Dalziel. What you mustn’t act like is an 
avenging fury. No man can profit from assaulting a lawyer. 
Besides, from what | know of Marcus Belchamber, he seems 
unlikely to have countenanced this brutal assault.’ 


‘He’s countenancing what could turn out to be a brutal 
assault on some security guards,’ retorted Wield. 


Usually he was as discreet as a confessor about the 
details of his job, but grief and anger had unlocked his lips. 


‘At a distance, in pursuit of an obsession, and on people 
he doesn’t know’ said Digweed. ‘I dare say this has given 
him pause. Shock at Lee’s death plus fear of what he may 
have revealed to you could well result in the whole thing 
being cancelled.’ 


‘| hope not’ said Wield. ‘Because if we can’t get him for 
this, I’ll need to go round to his office and punch his lights 
out.’ 


He spoke tough but he didn’t feel tough. Vengeance was 
for heroes. He did not feel heroic. Nothing he could do to 


anyone was going to remove either of those memories 
which would forever have the power to leave him feeling 
weak as a tired child trying to weep away this life of care. 
The first was of that other tired child’s battered, drowned 
face looking up at him on the canal bank. The second was of 
that same face, smiling encouragingly, lovingly, as it belted 
out the words of the song on the karaoke screen. 


| really need you tonight ... forever’s going to start 
tonight... 


Perhaps Pascoe had picked this up from Wield’s 
monosyllabic references... perhaps the sergeant had opened 
up to Ellie with whom he’d always been very close... but 
there were other projections which were much harder to 
explain ... 


In the comfortable study where Lee Lubanski had visited 
him so often, Marcus Belchamber sat and tried to recapture 
the sublime thrill he had felt when he held the serpent 
crown. And failed. All he could see was Lee’s slim body 
being hauled out of the cold murky waters of the Burrthorpe 
Canal. He had never felt anything for the boy. He was a 
whore. You rented his body like a hotel room, looked to find 
everything there that you'd paid for, made yourself 
perfectly at home in it, but you never thought of it as home. 
At the end of each rental period you left without a backward 
glance. And yet... 


If the boy had died in a road accident, he wouldn’t have 
thought of it other than as an inconvenience. Like your hotel 
burning down. You have to find another place to stay. 


This was different. Though he refused to accept 
responsibility, he could not deny that between himself and 
that sordid death ran an unbroken chain of causality. It was 
not his fault that the boy was dead. But he was attainted by 
the death in too many ways. 


His first reaction had been to talk of cancelling the whole 
job. 

Polchard had smiled his cold smile and made it clear that 
he and his team would still require payment in full. Already 
because Linford in his grief had reneged on the further 
payments which had fallen due, Belchamber had had to 
promise Polchard a large portion of the monies projected 
from the sale of the disposable part of the Hoard. That was 
bad enough, but worse was the fear that now that the initial 
agreement had been broken by Linford’s default, Polchard 
might simply take the lot, ruthlessly melting down individual 
items to make them more easily disposable. 


Or perhaps the crown would suffer the fate of so many 
stolen works of art and end up as permanent collateral in a 
series of squalid drug deals. 


He couldn’t bear the thought of that. 


In the end he had to accept Polchard’s assurance - no; 
not assurance; the man didn’t feel the need to reassure, 
simply to assert - that all he wanted was his agreed cut. 
Which made it easier to accept his further assertion that 
Lee’s death had been caused by an overenthusiastic minion 
and that to the end the youth had insisted that his 
relationship with the ugly cop was purely professional. In 
other words, the dirty little scrote had been giving freebies 
in return for protection. So fuck him. No problem. 


So he gave the go-ahead, trying to retain the illusion that 
he was still in charge. And he sat in his study trying to recall 
the thrill he had felt when he held the serpent crown. 


And failed ... 


Death is a very great adventure, but to many people, 
especially to those who find the experience of going on a 
package holiday traumatic enough, the idea of embarking 
on an adventure is completely horrifying. Yet with holiday 


trios, most of us enjoy ourselves when we get there. And at 
a distance, are we not all full of delighted anticipation? 


An unexpected visitor to Pascoe’s sickbed had been 
Charley Penn, or rather he’d come to see Pascoe not 
knowing he was sick. Why he came wasn’t clear... 
something to do with Rye Pomona ... or maybe with Mai 
Richter ... or maybe because his search for answers had left 
him uncertain of the original questions he’d been asking... 


Charley Penn sat in the library and tried to concentrate 
on the poem he was working on. 


It was called Der Scheidende, literally ‘The Parting One’ 
which he’d translated as ‘Man on his way out’, though 
perhaps he should try to preserve that idea of parting in the 
sense of division, which he was sure must have been in the 
mind of dying Heine with his doppelgdnger obsession. 


He’d done the first six lines while Dick Dee was still alive. 
Within my heart, within my head 


Every worldly joy lies dead, And just as dead beyond 
repeal 


Is hate of evil, nor do | feel 
The pain of mine or others’ lives, 
For in me only Death survives. 


But since Dick’s death, he hadn’t been able to return to 
the poem. Not till now. 


Why had Mai gone so abruptly? 


She’d said it had all been a waste of time, there was 
nothing to find, he should forget his obsession and get on 
with life. But it hadn’t rung true. 


Somehow Pomona had magicked her. Mai was the 
clearest-minded woman he knew. He respected her hugely, 


which came as close to love as he’d ever felt for a woman. 
But she’d let herself be magicked. 


He twisted in his seat and looked towards the desk. 


She was there in her usual place, apparently absorbed in 
whatever she was doing. But after only a second she raised 
her eyes to meet his. Once he had been proud of what he 
thought of as his ability to make her aware of his accusatory 
gaze, but in the past few days he had found himself 
wondering if perhaps these eye encounters might not owe 
more to some power she had of precognition rather than 
any he had of will. He broke off contact and returned to the 
second part of the poem. 


The curtain falls, the play is done, 

And, yawning, homeward now they’ve gone 
My lovely German audience. 

These worthy folk don’t lack good sense. 
They'll eat their supper with song and laughter 
And never a thought for what comes after 


A bit free but it got the feel, which in a poem is the 
greater part of sense. He looked at his draft of the final six 
lines. Did it matter that he’d changed Stuttgart to Frankfurt 
because the Main suited his rhyming better than the 
Neckar? He hadn’t been able to find any evidence that the 
inhabitants of Stuttgart had any particular reputation for 
Philistinism. Frankfurt on the other hand was certainly a 
great German metropolis even in the 1850s. Goethe called it 
‘the secret capital’, though Heine’s short work experience 
there, in banking then grocery, hadn’t been very happy. 
What the hell, if some scholar somewhere wanted to write 
to him after the book’s publication and explain the special 
Significance of Stuttgart, it would give the pedant pleasure 
and himself enlightenment! 


He made a couple of minor changes then began to write 
a fair copy. 


He got it right that man of glory 

Who said in Homer’s epic story 

‘The least such thoughtless Philistine 

Is happier living in Frankfurt am Main 
Than I, dead Achilles, in darkness hurled, 
The Prince of Shades in the Underworld.’ 


He turned and looked towards Rye again. This time she 
was watching him already. Her face was surely a lot paler 
than it had been, even the natural Mediterranean darkness 
of her colouring couldn’t disguise that, and her eyes, always 
large and dark, now looked even larger and darker. But this 
seemed less the pallor of sickness than that cool radiance 
the Old Masters gave to saints at their moment of 
martyrdom. 


Or something, he added to himself in reaction against the 
weirdly fanciful thought. But there was something about the 
girl that encouraged a man’s mind down such exotic 
avenues, an otherness, a sense of disjunction giving you 
vistas over altered landscapes which returned in a blink to 
what they’d always been, leaving you doubtful of the 
experience. 


What the future might hold for her and Hat Bowler, who 
struck him as an uncomplicated young man inhabiting a 
world of straight lines and primary colours, he could not 
guess. He had a feeling that they were players in some 
drama in which his own pain at Dick Dee’s death no longer 
had a major role. 


She had a faint gentle sweet smile on her lips. Was it for 
him? 


He wasn’t sure, but he found himself hoping so. 
Perhaps he was being magicked too? 


Mist rolling down the hills, a still sea silvered by a rising 
moon, silence and loneliness in a populous city, eyes 
meeting strange eyes in the Tube then breaking off but not 
before a moment of recognition, the feeling of what now? 
after the applause for your greatest achievement has died, 
your dog suddenly no longer a puppy, a line of melody 
which always twists your heart, a ruined castle, casual 
farewells, plans for tomorrow: the list could go on forever of 
the prompts to think of death that life never tires of giving 
us. Don’t ignore them. Use them. Then get on with living. 


Late on the evening of Friday January 25th Peter Pascoe 
broke the surface of the surging ocean of strange dreams 
and visions he had been floundering in for three days and 
thought of a hot Scotch pie with peas and Oxo gravy and, 
for a whole five minutes before he closed his eyes again, 
wondered, almost diSappointedly, if perhaps he wasn’t 
going to die after all. 
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Judgment Day 


On Saturday the twenty-sixth of January, Rye Pomona 
woke on the floor of her bathroom. She recalled feeling sick 
in the night and climbing out of bed, but she recalled no 
more. She stood up and realized she had fouled herself. 
Stripping off her nightgown, she stepped into the bath and 
turned the shower full on. 


As the icy blast slowly turned warm, she felt life return to 
her limbs and her mind. She found herself singing a song, 
not the words but the catchy little tune. This puzzled her, as 
recently she’d found no problem in recalling anything, even 
things from her very earliest years. 


Then it came to her that she couldn’t recall these words 
because she’d never known them. Even the tune she’d only 
heard once. It had been sung by the boy with the bazouki in 
the Taverna, the Greek restaurant in Cradle Street. Of all the 
songs he had been asked to sing that night, this was the 
only one which sounded authentically Greek. The words she 
didn’t understand, but the rippling notes created an 
impression eidetic in its intensity of blue skies, blue waters 
and a shepherd boy sitting under an olive tree on a sun- 
cracked hillside. She got dressed, tidied up, left everything 
as she would have liked to find it on her return, locked the 
door carefully behind her. 


Mrs Gilpin was coming up the stairs with her morning 
milk. 


‘Off to work then’ she said. 


‘No, I’m not working today’ said Rye smiling. ‘I’ve been 
admiring that lovely window box of yours. It’s so clever of 
you to get such colours in the middle of winter, and | 


thought I’d drive out to that big garden centre at Carker and 
see if | could pick up anything as nice.’ 


Mrs Gilpin, unused to her neighbours being happy to 
exchange more than the briefest of greetings with her, 
flushed at the compliment and said, ‘If you want any help, 
donlt hesitate to ask.’ 


‘Thank you. | won’t’ said Rye. 


She ran down the stairs, happy in the knowledge that 
every word of the exchange would be imprinted on the 
magnetic tape of Mrs Gilpin’s mind, and a little bit sorry that 
She had never gone out of her way to show the woman a 
friendly face before. 


Until she met her neighbour, she hadn’t had the faintest 
idea where she was going, but now she knew. And she knew 
why, though it wasn’t till she crossed the town boundary 
and set her car climbing sedately up the gentle slope which 
led to the brow of Roman Way that she formulated the 
knowledge. At the top, she pulled on to the verge and 
waited. 


Below her stretched the old Roman road, running arrow 
straight down an avenue of ancient beeches for nearly all of 
the five miles to the village of Carker. Down there she had 
sat in wait for the boy with the bazouki, watching as the 
light of his motorbike raced towards her, then switching on 
her own headlights and driving into his path. 


Of all her victims, he perhaps was the one she regretted 
most. He had been young, and innocent, with no guile in his 
heart, and music at his fingertips. She hadn’t killed him, but 
She had caused his death and in her madness read that as 
her licence to kill. 


If she could bring someone back to life... 


The thought made her feel disloyal to Sergius, her 
brother whom she’d also killed with her driving, though not 
deliberately, simply by selfishness and neglect. 


But he would understand. 


She waited till the road ahead was empty. In her mirror 
she saw a distant vehicle coming up behind her. Could it be 
... ? Yes, it was! 


A yellow AA van. 
What more fitting witness could she ask! 


But a witness to what? Here was a problem. How could 
you have an accident on a perfectly straight and traffic-free 
stretch of road? 


Yet somehow it didn’t feel like a problem. 


She set off down Roman Way, her foot hard on the 
accelerator. 


As her speed increased, she felt time slowing, so that the 
beech trees which should have been blurring by her were 
moving in sedate procession. This was part of that aura 
which had preceded her terrible deeds, the same kind of 
aura which in clinical terms often preceded the onset of 
epilepsy or other kinds of seizure. In her present case it 
could be either, the tumour at its destructive task or the 
harbinger of her final killing. She would on the whole prefer 
her medical condition not to be a factor in her death. She 
couldn’t imagine it being a comfort to Hat to know he would 
have lost her anyway, and she could imagine how he would 
feel to learn she had been hiding the truth about her health 
from him. 


But if it had to be, it had to be. 


Then she saw the deer heading towards the road across 
the field to her left. 


It was, she presumed, moving very fast, but to her 
leisurely gaze it advanced at a slow lope. 


She recalled driving with Hat to Stang Tarn when a deer 
had appeared on the road ahead of them, sending his little 
MG skidding on to the grass verge and triggering memories 
which had come bubbling out, bringing her and Hat 
dangerously close, making her contemplate for the first time 
ever - and already too late - the possibility of happiness. 


Happiness she had had, however brief, however t 
tainted. A deer had started it and now a deer would end it. 


This was good. Hat would remember, and such patterns 
of fate are a comfort to the stricken. We grasp at anything 
to give us evidence that what seems meaningless has 
meaning, what seems final is only a pause before a new 
beginning. 


The deer reached the hedgerow and flew over it in a 
movement of such beauty her heart stopped at the achieve 
of, the mastery of the thing! 


Then it was on the road. She swung the wheel over, 
touched the brake lightly to give a touch of evidential 
authenticity to the AA man who was now within sight, and 
careered towards the far side of the road with scarcely any 
loss of speed. Yet in her time-out world, the approach to the 
tree that was to kill her felt so slow that she could make out 
clearly its bruised and scarred trunk and knew with a burst 
of joy that here was the very same beech beneath which the 
bazouki boy had died. 


Even the dying which the coroner would describe as 
instantaneous took long enough for her to see the line it 
was necessary to cross. On one side knelt Hat looking pale 
and stricken and on the other stood Sergius and the bazouki 
boy, overlapping and melding, smiling in welcome. 


Then it was dark, and in the control room of Praesidium 
Security where Hat had been posted to follow the progress 
of the van dispatched to collect the Hoard, everything went 
dark too. 


‘What’s up with you?’ demanded Berry, the manager, 
looking with concern at the young DC who had risen from 
his chair and was clasping both hands to his pallid face. 


‘| don’t know. Nothing. Didn’t the power fail?’ 
‘Eh? | think I’d have noticed.’ 


‘No, look there was something... see there! The signal’s 
gone.’ 


Berry glanced at the computerized map, smiled and 
started counting. 


‘... fourteen, fifteen, sixteen, seventeen ... there it is!’ 


A flashing light had appeared on the screen heading 
south. 


‘It’s the Estotiland underpass’ he said. ‘Shields the signal. 
Usually takes between twelve and twenty seconds, 
depending on traffic. Any road, no need to get your knickers 
in a twist. It’s on the way back with the Hoard on board that 
these master criminals of thine are going to strike, not on 
the way down with an empty van. Didn’t they teach you owt 
at police college?’ 


Hat didn’t answer. It felt like something had been snuffed 
out in his mind. Was it possible to have a stroke at his age? 
But there was no paralysis of one side of his body, no 
twisting of his mouth, no sense that the link between 
thought and speech had been lost. Yet something had been 
lost. 


‘You don’t look so grand,’ said Berry, observing him more 
closely. ‘Sit down, lad, and I'll bring you a cup of tea. You’ve 


not been near anyone with this Kung Flu, have you?’ 
‘What? Yes. The DCI’s got it.’ 


That’ll likely be it then. How old’s your DCI? I’ve heard it 
can be a killer.’ 


But Peter Pascoe in fact was feeling much much better. 
For the first time in five days he’d woken up without feeling 
he had been unwillingly summoned from the grave, and the 
only trace his mind held of the troubled visions of the past 
few days had something to do with a Scotch pie. 


He had been sleeping alone, for his comfort and Ellie’s 
protection. He pushed back the duvet and swung his legs 
over the edge of the bed. Excellent. No dizziness, no sudden 
overheating of the body. The door opened and Ellie came in 
with a tray. ‘Well, hello, Lazarus,’ she said. ‘What’s this? 
Urgent call of nature?’ 


‘Something like that. What did you feed me last night? 
I've got dim recollections of a Scotch pie. | think there’s 
been a miracle cure.’ 


‘Scotch pie? No, you’re still delirious. Stand up.’ He stood 
up and fell over. 


‘Just a little miracle then. Do you want a lift into bed or 
are you going to levitate?’ Sulkily he crawled back beneath 
the duvet. ‘But | really do feel much better,’ he protested. 
‘Of course you do. Why is it your bouts of illness always 
follow such a hyperbolical parabola? A simple cold takes you 
from death’s door to the Olympic stadium in one mighty 
leap.’ 

‘A simple cold? Bollocks. And hyperbolical parabola 
sounds tautologous to me.’ 


‘| know you're getting better when you start sneering at 
my style. And I’m glad of it,’ said Ellie, setting down the tray. 
‘It means | can leave you with a clear conscience.’ 


‘Leave me? | know you writers are sensitive, but that’s a 
bit extreme, isn’t it?’ 


‘Leave you to your own devices while | try to stop your 
power-mad child from hijacking Suzie’s birthday party at 
Estotiland.’ 


‘Typical. Gadding off enjoying yourself while I’m lying on 
a bed of pain,’ said Pascoe. 


‘What happened to the miracle? And if you really want to 
change places 


Pascoe closed his eyes, imagined the party - the noise, 
the violence, the vomit - and said, ‘I think I’m having a 
relapse.’ 


But later, after he’d heard the front door close behind 
Ellie and his wildly excited daughter, he climbed out of bed 
again and this time, not needing to impress with his 
returned athleticism, he was able to stand upright and take 
a few tentative steps with little more counter-effect than a 
drunken stagger. 


He put on his dressing gown and went downstairs. As he 
made himself a cup of coffee he switched on his official 
radio. He no longer took sugar, but what better sweetener 
does a man at home need than to eavesdrop on his 
colleagues hard at work? 


Not a lot on the general frequency. Shoplifting in the 
town centre. Bit of strife outside the railway station as 
visitors arriving for that afternoon’s football match were 
fraternally greeted by home supporters. And an accident on 
Roman Way. Only one car involved and they were still 
cutting the victim out of the wreckage. 


He tried the frequencies that CID normally occupied and 
on the second of them heard Dalziel’s voice asking for a 
report from Serpent 3. Operation Serpent. He’d forgotten all 


about that. Funny how a virus could reduce matters of 
seemingly vast importance to vanishing point. Bowler, who 
must be in the Praesidium control room, reported that the 
pick-up van was inside the Sheffield city boundary. Pascoe 
felt a pang of guilt. It should have been his job to make sure 
that Mid-Yorkshire’s share in the operation was trouble free. 
At the very least he ought to have rung Stan Rose and 
wished him luck. He could remember his own first big job 
after he’d been promoted to DI, how eager he’d been to get 
things right, to reassure everyone - and in particular Fat 
Andy - that he could hack it. Too late to get involved now, 
but he’d make a determined effort to be first with his 
congratulations. The telephone rang. 


He went through to the lounge and picked it up. ‘Pascoe,’ 
he said. 


‘Mr Pascoe! How lovely to hear your voice!’ He sat down. 
It wasn’t a voluntary movement and fortunately there was a 
chair conveniently placed for his buttocks, but he’d have sat 
down anyway. ‘Hello? Hello? Mr Pascoe, you still there?’ ‘Yes, 
I’m still here.’ 


‘Oh good, thought I’d lost you for a moment there. It’s 
Franny, Mr Pascoe. Franny Roote.’ 


‘| know who it is,’ said Pascoe. ‘What do you want?’ 
‘Just to talk. I’m sorry. Is this a bad time?’ 


To talk to you? Every time is a bad time! He said, 
‘Where are you, Mr Roote? America? Switzerland? 
Germany? Cambridge?’ 


‘Just outside Manchester. | got back from the States this 
morning. Plane was late. | felt a bit knackered, so | hung 
around and had a shower and a hearty breakfast, and now 
I’m on my way home. Look, Mr Pascoe, | wanted first of all to 
say sorry about all these letters I’ve been bombarding you 
with. | hope you haven’t found them too much of a 


nuisance, I’ve never given you the chance to say so Mabye | 
was scared to. | mean, if you didn’t tell me direct that you 
were pissed off with getting letters from me; then | could 
imagine maybe it was OK, maybe you even quite enjoyed 
reading them and looked forward to them ... OK, that’s 
probably going too far, but writing them has been important 
to me and I’m sure you can’t do your job without 
understanding how ingenious human beings are at justifying 
doing the things that seem important to themselves.’ 


‘| understand that very well, Mr Roote,’ said Pascoe 
coldly. ‘I think the most persuasive line in self-justification | 
ever heard came from a man who had just dismembered his 
wife and two children with a meat cleaver.’ 


There was a pause. Then Roote said, ‘Oh shit. You really 
are pissed off, aren’t you? I’m sorry. Listen, no more letters 
then, | promise. But won’t you at least talk to me?’ 


‘That’s what | seem to be doing,’ said Pascoe. 


‘Face to face, | mean. It’s amazing, | feel | Know you 
really well, like a... really well. But if you think about it, just 
about all the times we've talked face to face have been 
when you came looking for me officially. There’s not a lot of 
scope for conversation in those circumstances, is there? All | 
ask is one meeting, it would mean a lot to me. | could call 
round to see you ... no, maybe that’s not such a good idea. 
Invasion of personal space and all that. Maybe you could 
come round to see me. You know where my flat is, don’t you 
- 17a Westburn Lane. Any time to suit yourself. Or just drop 
in. I’ll be spending most of my time there when | get back. 
I've really got to get down to some hard work on Sam’s 
book. There’s a deal of editing to do, a couple of chapters to 
write more or less from scratch, and I’ve even been trying 
my hand at a few of his Imagined Scenes’, you know, 
imaginative reconstructions of events and conversations. 
It’s a device to use with great care, of course, but, as you 


know yourself, Mr Pascoe, when not a great deal of physical 
evidence exists, you’ve got to use all your professional skill 
to put together a plausible picture of events. Oh God, I’m 
rabbiting, aren’t |? If you could come to see me, I’d be more 
pleased than | can say. And if | happen to be out, don’t 
disappear. I’m never far away. There’s a spare key with my 
neighbour, Mrs Thomas, she never goes out, arthritis, tell 
her Francis says it’s OK, she always calls me Francis, so if 
you say that, she’ll know you’ve spoken to me. I’m ringing 
off now before you can say no. Please come.’ 


The phone went dead. 


Pascoe sat in thought for a long moment. He had, despite 
himself, been touched by what sounded like a note of real 
pleading in the young man’s voice. 


But that was his deceptive art, wasn’t it? That was what 
pleasured the cunning bastard. He’ll be sitting there now, 
that pale face blank as ever, but inside he’ll be grinning like 
a death’s head at the thought of the little seeds of fear and 
uncertainty he’s planted in my mind. 


He stood up with sudden resolution that seemed to send 
new strength surging along his arteries to revive his 
weakened limbs. 


Thanks for the invitation, bastard’ he said. ‘Don’t worry. 
I'll come!’ 


He went upstairs and got dressed. If he’d gone back into 
the kitchen he’d have heard Edgar Wield, code sign Serpent 
5, sitting astride his Thunderbird on the South and Mid- 
Yorkshire boundary line, reporting to Serpent 4 (Andy 
Dalziel) that he’d just had word from Serpent 1 (DI Rose) 
that transfer was complete and the Hoard was on its way 
north out of Sheffield. 


And if he’d turned back to the first channel he’d have 
heard that the registered owner of the crashed car on 


Roman Way was a Raina Pomona and that the corpse of a 
young female, presumed to be Miss Pomona, had just been 
removed from the vehicle. 


But Pascoe had ears only for the voices in his own head. 


The party in the Junior Jumbo Burger Bar was going a 
treat. 


Ellie, on the excuse of going to the loo, had double- 
checked the kitchen to reassure herself there hadn’t been a 
switch from fresh local produce to reclaimed gunge since 
her previous visit. 


Satisfied, she returned to the party just in time to nip in 
the bud an assault spearheaded by Rosie on a neighbouring 
bouncy castle occupied by a tribe of little boys who had 
been foolish enough to opine that girls were stupid and 
should be permanently banned from Estotiland. 


The boys screamed their delight at the enforced retreat. 
Then suddenly delight turned to shock as their bouncy 
castle started to deflate and Ellie found herself with no 
justification whatsoever staring accusingly at her daughter. 


‘| just wished it’ said Rosie defensively. Oh God, thought 
Ellie. Don’t tell me I’ve got one of them! 


Ten miles away the Praesidium security van bearing the 
Elsecar Hoard was moving steadily north, followed, though 
not too closely, by an unmarked car containing DI Stanley 
Rose and four of his South Yorkshire colleagues. Also moving 
north on by-roads and side roads were various other police 
vehicles, staying roughly parallel to the main highway so 
that major reinforcement was never more than a few 
minutes away, and in the event things went pear-shaped, all 
escape routes could be rapidly blocked. 


A few days ago Edgar Wield would have strongly opposed 
these tactics. In his book, prevention was always better than 


cure. OK, it made a better statistic and certainly put a 
bigger feather in the police cap, and in Stan Rose’s cap in 
particular, if they got a positive result by taking Mate 
Polchard’s gang in the act. But no matter how fast they 
moved in on trouble, there was always a chance the security 
guards could get hurt. Better by far in his opinion to have 
flashing lights and screaming sirens before and after the 
van, sending all the low-life scurrying back to their murky 
crevices. 


But that was before the discovery of Lee’s corpse. 


Now as he tracked the South Yorkshire car on his 
Thunderbird, he was longing for the expected ambush to 
occur, to put bodies in reach of his stick and his hands. 


Ahead a huge sign with a direction arrow said Estotiland - 
Visitors and a quarter of a mile further on the slip road slid 
away to the left. Good planning that, he approved. The 
complex itself was five miles further, but feeding the visitors 
off so early considerably reduced the chance of a tailback 
extruding dangerously on to the main highway. Even as he 
let these thoughts of traffic control flow across the surface 
of his mind, he knew he was trying to damp down what the 
Estotiland sign really said to him. And | need you now 
tonight ... and | need you more than ever... and the foul 
canal water forcing itself down Lee’s throat and into his 
belly, his lungs ... 


He shook his head violently as though shaking it free of 
water and forced his attention back to Operation Serpent, 
scanning the way ahead for the first sign of danger. 


Peter Pascoe stood on the threshold of Franny Roote’s 
flat. 


Getting the key had been easy. Getting away from Mrs 
Thomas, the key’s keeper, had been more difficult. But after 
suffering a lengthy and seamless encomium of her lovely 


young neighbour, Francis, who was such a parcel of virtues 
you could have sent him as gift-aid, he had finally been 
released by the announcement of the next horse-race on 
her television set. 


Now as he stood there looking into what he thought of as 
his enemy’s lair, he wondered once more, not with self- 
doubt but with amazement at the gullibility of his fellows, 
why it was that he always seemed to be swimming against a 
tide of Rootophilia. 


He also wondered what the hell he imagined he might 
gain by coming here. 


Indeed it occurred to him that the mention of the spare 
key might simply be a lure to make him waste his time, the 
kind of stratagem the youth loved. 


Well, if he was going to waste time he might as well 
waste it quickly! 


He stepped inside and began a methodical search. 


Marcus Belchamber stood before one of the most 
treasured items in his study - a life-size model wearing the 
uniform and equipment of a military tribune of the late 
empire. 


On his desk stood a high-powered radio illegally tuned in 
to police frequencies through which he had surfed until he 
hit the one that interested him. 


Operation Serpent! What dull plod had thought that one 
up? It was like saying, if you want to keep track of our anti- 
heist plans, here’s the channel you should be listening to. 


It did mean, however, that either the Sheffield grass or 
poor little Lee had said enough to alert even a dull plod. 


But according to Polchard it didn’t matter that they knew. 
In fact the plan was always going to assume they knew 


anyway. But not of course everything. 


He was, for such a _ terrifying man, comfortingly 
reassuring. 


For all that, Belchamber had a packed bag in the boot of 
his Lexus and a plane ticket to Spain in the glove 
compartment. When trouble comes, the _ professional 
criminal rings his clever lawyer. But who does the clever 
lawyer ring? No, at the first sign of things going wrong, he 
was going to vanish and oversee developments from a safe 
distance. 


The uniform was necessarily eclectic; a bit here, an item 
there, put together over many years and at the expense of 
many thousands of pounds. Only the cloth and the fine 
purple plume in the helmet weren’t original. He was 
particularly fond of the helmet. He liked to put it on at 
moments of crisis. When he was alone, of course. The only 
person who ever saw him wearing the uniform in part or 
whole was the dead boy. 


Don’t think about him. 


With the helmet on, he sometimes had the fancy he was 
that hypothesized ancestor, Marcus Bellisarius. Certainly he 
seemed to see things more dearly when he wore it, perhaps 
with the ruthless eye of the military tactician, balancing so 
many men lost against so much ground gained. 


He took the helmet down now. Was_ something 
happening? The voices on the radio no longer sounded quite 
so bored and routine. 


He raised the helmet high and placed it on his head. 


Stanley Rose was beginning to sweat. He hoped his 
colleagues wouldn’t notice, but when you’ve got five big 
men packed together into a medium saloon, sweat is hard 
to hide. If they did notice, they’d know the reason. And 


behind their grimly blank faces, they’d be grinning. When 
Operation Serpent got the go-ahead, he’d revelled in being 
The Man and he hadn’t been able not to let it show. Try as 
he might, he knew that at briefings he’d come on strong, 
always having the last word, making sure everyone knew 
whose show they were in. Christ, when he’d gone to the 
bog, if there’d been any of the team there, he’d even pissed 
with more authority | 


Logically, if the Hoard got safely delivered to Mid- 
Yorkshire, that was a job well done. But it wouldn’t read like 
that back in Sheffield. If he’d been a little more tentative in 
his approach, he might have got away with some heavy 
ribbing. But when you’d strutted your stuff as The Man, a 
no-show with its expense of time and effort and manpower 
was going to be chalked against you almost as heavily as a 
successful heist. 


They were approaching the Estotiland underpass. 
Another twenty minutes beyond that would see them home. 
Polchard! he screamed mentally. Where the fuck are you? 


* * * 


A hundred and fifty yards ahead. Mate Polchard back at 
Rose’s car through the mirror of the security van. 


The pigs were still keeping their distance. He’d banked 
on this. Not for them the plain fare of successfully escorting 
the Hoard to the Mid-Yorkshire Heritage Centre. No, they 
wanted to dip their snouts in the great steaming trough of 
arrests, and bodies in cells, and headlines in papers. But 
they hadn’t thought to escort the empty van down from Mid- 
Yorkshire. Forcing it to divert into the Estoti service area off 
the underpass had been easy. And while the strong-arms in 
his team dealt with the driver and guard, the substitute 
vehicle, its call-sign signal carefully adjusted, emerged from 
the southern end of the underpass. 


Reversing the process required a bit more guile. 
‘Keep it steady’ he said to his driver. 


They’d gradually diminished their speed for the past 
quarter-hour so that now they were barely doing forty-five. 
Were the pigs suspicious? Why should they be? In any case 
it was too late now, he thought, focusing his gaze beyond 
the trailing car. 


The pantechnicon coming up fast in the outside lane had 
no problem in getting past the police car just as the van 
began its shallow descent into the underpass. Signs warned, 
no stopping or overtaking, but the pantechnicon flashed its 
indicator after passing the police saloon and began to pull in 
front. 


‘Plonker!’ yelled Rose. ‘Get past him, for Christ’s sake.’ 


His driver began to flash to pull out, but there was a 
white transit van slowly overtaking him now, blocking the 
manoeuvre. 


Polchard watched all this in his mirror, then said ‘Go,’ 
when the saloon was completely out of sight. 


The driver rammed down the accelerator. 


Ahead was a sign with an arrow pointing off left, saying 
estotiland service area - authorized vehicles only. The 
security van roared along the slip road. Further on, down the 
exit slip road from the service area, the original Praesidium 
van joined the underpass road at a sedate pace. 


‘It’s all right, guv, he’s turning off,’ said Rose’s driver 
reassuringly as the pantechnicon began to move over on to 
the exit slip road. ‘No need to worry. There’s the van up 
ahead.’ 


‘Where the fuck did you expect it to be? Vanished into 
thin air?’ snarled Rose, annoyed to have let his anxiety show 


so clearly. ‘Close up a bit, will you? And try not to let any 
other fucker get between us.’ 


‘ 


. fifteen, sixteen, seventeen, eighteen... there they 
are,’ said Berry as the blip reappeared on the computer 
screen. ‘Not long now. Beginning to look like much ado 
about nowt, isn’t it?’ 


‘Yeah’ said Hat Bowler. ‘Nowt.’ 


This oppo couldn't finish too early for him. Though the 
extreme effects of whatever malaise had hit him over an 
hour ago hadn’t been repeated, he still felt somehow 
physically cold and mentally spaced out. Another reaction 
had been a desire verging on a need to hear Rye’s voice, so 
when Berry was called out of the control centre for a few 
minutes he’d taken the chance to ring the library, only to be 
told that Rye wasn’t due in today. 


This had surprised him. When he’d told her he was going 
to be tied up on Saturday, he’d got the impression she was 
working too. He then rang her flat. Nothing but the answer 
machine. 


So she was out. What did he expect her to do when he 
wasn’t around? Sit at home and mope? 


But he felt uneasy though he knew no reason why. 
The door of the control room opened. 


‘Hello, Superintendent. Come to check up on things?’ 
said Berry. ‘Must say you lot are taking this very seriously, 
but it’s all going like a dream so far.’ 


Hat didn’t turn from the screen. All his earlier symptoms 
were back mob-handed. He knew it wasn’t Dalziel who’d 
come into the room, it was Death. 


Death that master of role-play who was yet always 
himself. For he could come garbed as a nurse, or a close 


friend, or in the cap and bells of a jester, or as a great fat 
policeman, but the cavernous eyes and grinning jawbone 
were still unmistakable. 


So he sat and stared at the light pulsing like a heart 
across the screen. 


‘Hat’ said Dalziel, ‘could you step outside for a moment. | 
need a word.’ 


‘Watching the van, sir’ said Hat stiffly. ‘Won’t be long now 
till it gets to the museum.’ 


‘Mr Berry will watch for us,’ said Dalziel gently. ‘Come on, 
lad. We need to talk. Your office all right, Mr Berry?’ 


By now the manager too knew that a darkness more than 
the semi-dusk of a grey January day had entered the room. 


‘Sure’ he said. 


Hat rose and, still without looking at the Fat Man, went 
out of the room. 


‘Will he be back?’ said Berry. 


‘No’ said Dalziel. ‘| don’t think he will. You can manage 
here, | expect?’ 


‘What’s to manage?’ said Berry, glancing at the screen. ‘I 
reckon it’s all over now.’ 


‘| think you’re right’ said Dalziel. ‘It’s all over.’ 


* * * 


Pascoe was beginning to wish he’d stayed in bed. He sat 
on a chair and looked uneasily round Franny Roote’s flat. 


Normally he was the most meticulous of searchers, 
missing no possible hiding place in his pursuit of whatever it 
was he was pursuing, and just as assiduous in leaving no 
messy traces of his searching. In fact it was a standing joke 


among his less particular colleagues that if you wanted to 
give a room a good tidying, you got Pascoe to search it. 


But something had gone wrong today. 


Roote’s flat looked like it had been done over by a 
disturbed juvenile on his first job. 


With no effect whatsoever, except to waste so much 
energy he’d broken out in a muck sweat. He took off his 
jacket and wiped his brow. 


What to do? he asked himself desperately. 
Flee, and hope it got put down to said disturbed juvenile? 


Stay and brazen it out if and when Roote turned up? Or 
try to tidy things up and cover all traces of his passage? 


That was going to be hard, he thought as he looked 
around. He’d made a real mess and he knew he couldn’t put 
it all down to his illness. He’d often looked at the after- 
effects of a destructive burglary and wondered why it was 
that as well as stealing the thief had needed to wreck what 
he left behind. Now he began to understand. For some 
people it wasn’t enough simply to rob; they had to hate and 
even blame those they robbed. 


He’d found nothing to use against Roote, but by God! 
he’d let the bastard know what he thought of him! 


It was a shameful thing to have done, quite inexcusable. 
Though, thank God, there were limits. 


There was a bookcase against one wall, serviceable 
rather than ornamental and stained a funereal black. The 
only things he hadn’t laid violent hands upon were the 
books. 


And, though there’d been nothing conscious in the 
omission, he thought he knew why. 


He went to the case and took a book down. He’d been 
right. The name on the fly cover was Sam Johnson. These 
were part of Roote’s inheritance from his old friend and 
tutor. If there was anything at all about Roote that Pascoe 
trusted, it had to be the genuineness of his grief for 
Johnson's death. 


And, of course, it helped that his theory that Roote was 
involved in Jake Frobisher’s death depended on the 
existence of a love for Johnson that led to a murderous 
jealousy. 


But it made him feel a little better to think he hadn’t 
reached the point where true pathological hatred would 
have started, the destruction of what the object loved the 
most. 


There was a two-volume edition of Beddoes’ poems he 
thought he recognized, quite old with marbled paper boards. 
He took down one of the books and opened it. Yes, it was 
the Fanfrolico Press edition. This was Volume Two, the very 
book that had been found open on the dead academic’s lap. 


He started to replace it carefully, and only then saw there 
was something behind it, a narrow package wrapped in a 
black silk handkerchief, rendering it almost invisible against 
the dark wood. 


He took it out and carefully unwound the silk. 


It contained an Omega watch with a gold bracelet, very 
expensive looking. 


He turned it over and looked at the back of the watch. 


There it was, a circlet of writing, which had been easier 
to make out on Sophie Frobisher’s rubbing than on this shiny 
surface, but he knew it off by heart anyway. 


TILL TIME INTO ETERNITY FALLS OVER RUINED WORLDS 
YOUR S$ 


Well, time into eternity had fallen for both of them now, 
leaving, like all deaths, ruined worlds behind. 


And now at last, he thought with less glee than he’d 
imagined he’d feel at this moment of justification, he had it 
in his power to ruin forever the world of Francis Xavier 
Roote. 


Behind him the door opened. 


He turned so quickly that his Kung Flu dizziness hit him 
again. 


When his vision cleared, he was looking at Franny Roote. 


‘Hello, Mr Pascoe,’ said the young man, smiling. ‘I’m so 
glad you could come. Sorry the place is such a mess. Hey, 
you look a little pale. Are you sure you’re all right?’ 


When the pantechnicon pulled in front of Rose’s car, 
Wield’s instinct had been to pull out straightway and 
overtake, but he too found himself blocked by the white 
transit. 


He finally managed to squeeze by through the narrow 
Space between the vehicle and the central reservation 
barrier just as the pantechnicon began to turn into the slip 
road. A long way ahead he glimpsed the rear of the security 
van. 


A very long way ahead. 


Perhaps it had speeded up. But why should it? The 
natural thing to do if you momentarily lost sight of your 
escort in your rear-view mirror was slow down. 


He accelerated till he got close behind it. The transit had 
speeded up too and went by him. Some drivers are like that, 
hate to be overtaken, especially by a superannuated rocker 
in black leathers with eat my dust in silver studs on his 
back. The guy in the passenger seat wound down his 


window as he went by and Wield half expected to get the 
finger. But the gesture when it came wasn’t the finger, it 
was a thumbs-up. 


And it wasn’t aimed at him, it was directed at the 
Praesidium van as the transit went rushing past it. 


What the hell did that signify? Could be nothing more 
sinister than the camaraderie of the road, one working lad 
greeting another, as you might nod and say How do? to a 
stranger encountered on your way to work in the morning. 


But as the van rejoined the inside lane ahead of the 
security vehicle and slowed to match pace with it, his heart 
misgave him. 


Suddenly he was recalling Lee Lubanski’s tip about 
Praesidium which had ended in the fiasco of the only thing 
going missing being the van itself. They’d all laughed at this 
new evidence that most crooks were a full stop short of a 
sentence, but suppose that in fact things had gone perfectly 
to plan and all they wanted was the van? Which could mean 


He slowed till Rose’s car was overtaking him, then 
speeded up again to keep pace, mouthing urgently at the DI 
in the passenger seat. Rose wound down the window. 
‘What?’ he yelled. 


‘| think they’ve done a switch’ shouted Wield. ‘I don’t 
think that’s our van.’ 


It was like knocking at some poor bastard’s door and 
telling him his wife has been in a crash. Rose’s face went 
white as he struggled to resist the words. 


This was the young DI’s big test. Now he could get angry, 
refuse to believe it, carry on as though nothing had 
happened. Or... 


‘Don’t be daft,’ he yelled scornfully, desperate not to see 
Operation Serpent swallowing its own tail. 


‘Ours is back at Estotiland’ cried Wield urgently. ‘The 
decoy’ll lead you into town, stop at lights, the driver and his 
mate’ll get out, go round a corner and get into that transit.’ 


He wasn’t sure, he couldn’t be sure, but he knew he had 
to sound sure if Rose was to summon up the cavalry. 


They were out of the underpass now. Estotiland was 
falling behind. They were back at ground level, the road 
curving between shallow embankments running up to fields. 


Time for decision, not debate. 
‘I’m going back,’ he yelled. 


He hit the accelerator and sent the bike across the hard 
shoulder and bucketing up the rough grassy slope. 


‘By God, he can handle that machine,’ said Rose’s driver 
with untroubled admiration. He could afford to be calm. All 
he had to do was what he was told, no come-back. 


In the same spirit, the three men crushed together in the 
back looked at their leader with blank expressions which 
said, This is where you earn your pay, guv. 


‘Shut up the lot of you,’ said Rose savagely. Then 
grabbing the radio, he said, ‘Serpent One to all units 


‘It’s over, Franny,’ said Pascoe wearily. 
Roote smiled with pleasure. 


‘| think that’s the first time you’ve called me Franny,’ he 
said. ‘What’s over?’ 


‘The games,’ said Pascoe. ‘This is the closing ceremony.’ 


‘Surely the awards come first,’ said the young man. 
‘Would you care for a drink? Have to be a tea-bag. | seem to 
be out of coffee.’ 


He was looking ruefully at the heap of grounds Pascoe 
had emptied out of the jar into the sink. 


‘I'll leave awards to the judge,’ said Pascoe. 


‘Please, don’t tell me you’ve found something else you 
imagine l’ve done,’ cried Roote. ‘I thought we’d put all that 
behind us. No, | see you’re serious. All right, let’s get it out 
of the way, then we can really talk. So what is it this time?’ 


He didn’t look or sound in the least worried, but then 
when did he? 


Pascoe gathered his thoughts. The clever thing would be 
to get him down to the station and sit him in an interview 
room properly cautioned with the tapes running. 


But you didn’t get anywhere with Roote by being clever. 
So be open, tell him what you’ve got, get a preview of how 
he’s going to play it so that you’re at least partially prepared 
to counter his tactics when things get official. 


He let his mind run over everything he suspected. None 
of that stuff from the letters was any good here. Roote 
himself had planted it in his mind and was no doubt fully 
covered. Hit him with the unexpected. ‘You burgled Rye 
Pomona’s flat,’ he said. 


‘That’s right’ agreed Roote without hesitation. 
‘Though | think burglary implies felonious intent.’ 


‘Which you didn’t have? | don’t think you can deny 
criminal damage though.’ 


‘Well,’ said Roote, looking around his wrecked room with 
a smile, ‘| bow to your expertise there, Mr Pascoe.’ 


Pascoe flushed and said, ‘So what was your intention, if 
not to steal?’ 


‘I’m sure you’ve guessed. It’s dear old Charley Penn, 
really. He went on so much about his chum Dee being 


innocent that in the end he got me wondering. | don’t give a 
toss about Dee, but if it were true that he wasn’t the 
Wordman, this meant the guy who did kill Sam Johnson was 
still roaming free. Of course Charley’s obsessed and a man 
with an obsession tastes with a distempered appetite, as I’m 
Sure you are aware, Mr Pascoe. | must say | have always 
sensed something ... different about Ms Pomona, an odd 
sort of aura. Anyway, without having the slightest idea what 
| might be looking for, | thought | owed it to Sam to have a 
poke around.’ 


‘And you chose a solitary woman’s flat to have a poke 
around in?’ 


‘Where else to start, Mr Pascoe? Charley was full of police 
conspiracy theory. | knew of course that, as far as you were 
concerned, that was out of the question, and | certainly 
didn’t fancy breaking into Mr Dalziel’s house. But young Mr 
Bowler, one look tells you he’d sell his soul for the sake of 
Ms Pomona. So she had to be the starting point. | knew she 
was going to be away that night, | had an excellent alibi in 
the conference. My session was a bit early, but it was easy 
to get it changed. It was a bit of a shock to run into you, | 
must admit. You looked like you’d seen a ghost, so | thought 
maybe | could persuade you that in a sense you had. Hence 
my second letter. Would | have written it if we hadn’t 
encountered? | don’t know. My first letter was genuinely 
intended to clear the air between us. But after the second, | 
found | was really enjoying having someone | could 
unburden myself to. In a sense, | regard our encounter as a 
nudge from God. But I’m sorry if the letters have caused you 
any distress.’ 


If he sounded any sincerer, I’d buy his old car, thought 
Pascoe savagely. 


He said, ‘So you found there was nothing to find, but left 
a bug anyway?’ 


‘You found that? Clever. My intention, of course, was to 
leave no trace of my passage. But | accidentally knocked a 
vase over, which turned out to be a funerary urn. This 
confirmed my sense of Ms Pomona’s otherness. People who 
keep dead people in their bedrooms are, you must admit, 
different. No way to clear it up, so | set about making it look 
like your normal burglary, rather as you have done here, Mr 
Pascoe. 


Then as | was leaving | took the precaution of peering 
through the peephole, and who should | see lurking on the 
landing but Charley Penn! That gave me the idea of leaving 
something on her computer which might make Charley 
suspect number one.’ 


‘Lorelei’ said Pascoe. 


‘You picked it up. Good. Then | went into the churchyard 
to plant my receiving cassette under the eave of a rather 
vulgar tomb, and that’s when | saw you. Waste of rime, by 
the way. A few sound effects and a little pre- and post-coital 
converse, then the useless thing packed up. So you've got 
me bang to rights for that. On the other hand, will Mr Dalziel 
be all that keen to force me to explain my behaviour in 
detail under the public gaze in open court? Perhaps we 
Should move on. | presume from the way you are clutching 
that watch that there is more?’ 


Why do | always feel like I’m speaking lines he’s written 
for me? thought Pascoe desperately. Why can’t | be a good 
old-fashioned dull unimaginative cop who at some point 
would give him a good old dull unimaginative kicking and 
send him on his way? What am | doing here? There’s all 
kinds of places I’d rather be. Home in bed. Chasing around 
the county on Operation Serpent. Even, God help me, 
watching twenty little girls creating mayhem in the Jumbo 
Burger Bar at Estotiland! Why in the name of sanity am | 
here? 


For a while as the kids tucked into their Jumbo burgers, 
there was relative peace. Even Rosie found it difficult to talk 
with her teeth sunk deep into a succulent wad of prime beef 
and chopped onion, crimson with ketchup. Ellie nibbled at 
hers, admitted its excellence, then took another long 
draught of the black coffee which fell some way short of the 
standard set by the burgers but would have to do as a 
restorative till she could get within annihilating distance of a 
big gin and tonic. Some of the other mums were still trying 
to be sparkling and sprightly, but Ellie could read the tell- 
tale signs. 


Rosie finished her burger, washed it down with a quarter 
pint of something which was fluorescent mauve in colour 
and looked as if it could strip wallpaper, then approached 
her mother and said, ‘Can | go with Mary to play on the 
Dragon?’ 


The Dragon was a feature of the play area which in Ellie’s 
view could have been marketed as a pervert’s sex-aid. Made 
of soft but tough plastic in vomit green and arterial blood 
red, the creature crouched menacingly with its head on the 
ground. You entered it via its anus and clambered up 
through its guts to emerge at the top of its spine. Then you 
Slid, legs astride, down its neck over a series of savage 
bumps, till your weight triggered off some mechanism which 
produced a climactic roar and an orgasmic jet of scarlet 
smoke as you shot over its gaping mouth into a sandpit. 


Rosie loved it. 


Ellie shot a glance at Mary’s mum, who shot a glance 
back. Both nodded and a moment later the two girls rushed 
out, screaming with anticipation. 


Ellie watched them fondly and sipped her coffee. She 
heard the roar of an engine and saw a motorbike go 
shooting by on the walkway. Some moron in black leathers. 


Where the hell was Security? Anywhere near the children’s 
areas was designated a completely pedestrianized zone. 
Worth an angry word to someone, she noted. But not now. 
Rest while you could. And besides, the bike was long gone. 


Wield had cut across a couple of fields till he joined the 
Complex approach road. There was a small queue of traffic 
at the main entrance. He wove his way through it at speed 
till an irritated-looking security man blocked his passage. 


Happily it turned out he was ex-job. He recognized 
Wield’s warrant at a glance and reacted to his terse 
summary of the situation with equally concise directions to 
the main service level. He was already on his radio by the 
time Wield sent the mud-spattered Thunderbird racing 
forward. 


The man’s directions were good and within a minute he 
was on a curving ramp which took him down to the lower 
service deck. At the extreme point of the first curve his 
heart leapt as he glimpsed below the unmistakable shape of 
a Praesidium security van. 


But had they had time to transfer the Hoard to another 
vehicle and escape down the slip road to the underpass? 


He tail-skidded round the final curve and saw with relief 
that he was in time. Two figures wearing the Praesidium 
uniform were in conversation with an Estotiland security 
man. He brought the bike to a halt about thirty yards away 
and assessed the situation. 


The pantechnicon was parked alongside the security van. 
Two other men, one short and square, the other tall and well 
muscled, were carrying a crate from the van to the larger 
vehicle. Both men wore navy blue overalls and woollen hats 
pulled low over their brows. Wield guessed the Complex 
security man had _ noticed the presence of these 
unaccounted for vehicles and come to ask what the problem 


was. They wouldn’t be looking for trouble if it could be 
avoided and so far the conversation looked pretty amicable. 
But any second the security man’s radio could sound an 
alert and then things might get nasty. They needed bodies 
down here fast. What was DI Rose doing? Did he have the 
bottle for this? Where was the cavalry? 


Above all, where the hell was Andy Dalziel when you 
needed him? 


Andy Dalziel stood with his arms locked around Hat 
Bowler’s body. Whether he was offering comfort or applying 
restraint he didn’t know. He was experiencing a very odd 
feeling. Utter helplessness. 


Later when he gathered together every scrap of 
information on the circumstances of Rye Pomona’s death, 
he would be able to put them together with all those other 
scraps and hints and intuitions which added up to a 
conclusion too monstrous to articulate, and tell himself, this 
way was best. This drew a necessary line under everything. 


But there in that untidy office with the boy in his arms, 
his body feeling as lifeless as that other sad corpse now 
lying in the mortuary, he would have given anything to have 
the power to breathe life back into both of them. 


His mobile started squeaking like a bat in his pocket. 
He ignored it. 

The squeaking went on. 

Answer it,” commanded Hat. 


He thinks it might be a message saying it’s all been a 
dreadful mistake, thought Dalziel. In a life with too many 
deaths in it, he had come to understand at what pathetically 
flimsy straws desperate fingers may rasp. 


He removed one arm from its embrace and took the 
phone out. 


‘Dalziel’ he .said. 


Hat’s ear was pressed close so that he could catch the 
voice coming out of the mobile. 


‘Guv, it’s Novello. I’ve been trying to get you. Serpent’s 
gone pear-shaped. They’ve done a switch out at the 
Estotiland complex. No one seems sure where the Hoard is 


‘Jesus wept!’ exclaimed Dalziel. 
He let Hat go and headed back to the control room. 
Berry looked up from his newspaper. 


‘Nearly there’ he said cheerfully, nodding towards the 
screen where the flashing light was just crossing the city 
boundary. ‘Going to join the welcome committee, are you?’ 


‘Wanker!’ snarled Dalziel. 

He went out again and met Hat coming out of the office. 
‘Where do you think you’re going?’ he demanded. 

‘To the hospital, where else?’ retorted the young man. 
One straw crumples, you grab at the next. 

‘I'll come with you.’ 


‘Don’t be stupid’ said Hat savagely. ‘You’ve got work to 
do.’ 


He pushed the Fat Man aside and ran down the stairs. 


Dalziel watched him go, that unfamiliar feeling back with 
reinforcements. 


Then he put the phone to his ear again and said, ‘Ivor, 
you still there?’ 


‘Yes, Sir.’ 


‘I’m on my way. Listen, you get yourself down to the 
hospital morgue. Bowler’s on his way there. | want you to 
stick to him like shit to a blanket, OK? Don’t let him out of 
your sight. If he goes to the bog, count ten then kick the 
door down. Got that? Good.’ 


He thrust the phone into his pocket and headed down the 
Stairs at a speed to match the young DC’s.” feeling like a 
very bad day indeed. At least there was no way he could see 
for it to get worse. 


Pascoe said, ‘Yes, there’s more and it gets more serious. 
Jake Frobisher. You remember him?’ 


Roote’s expression turned solemn. 


‘Yes. | knew him vaguely. A bright young man. Tragic 
accident. Greatly missed.’ 


‘Especially by Sam Johnson.’ 


‘Indeed. Sam was very close to Jake, and naturally he 
was cut up when it turned out Jake had overdone it, popping 
pills to keep him awake to catch up with his course work.’ 


He enunciated the words carefully, like a kid reciting a 
lesson. 


‘Yes, | understand that was the official verdict’ said 
Pascoe. ‘And | can see why, in the circumstances, Sam 
Should feel so cut up he couldn’t wait to get away from 
Sheffield. Which explains his rather precipitous move to 
MYU, with all its sad consequences. Funny that. You could 
say, if Jake hadn’t died, Sam would still be alive too.’ 


That got to you! thought Pascoe gleefully as for a second 
pain fractured the mask of polite interest on Roote’s face. 


‘I’ve often thought the same’ said the young man quietly. 


‘| bet you have’ said Pascoe. ‘I bet you could write a nice 
little paper on tragic irony, couldn’t you, Mr Roote? Tragic 
irony and the eternal triangle, by F. X. Roote MA. A new 
research topic after you’ve finished exploring Revenge.’ 


‘What are you getting at?’ 


‘Let me spell it out. Sam and Jake were lovers. That got 
right up your nose. You alone wanted to be Sam’s best boy. 
You chummed up with Jake and waited your chance to break 
up the relationship. Maybe you even encouraged the boy to 
believe that his closeness to Sam put him above the uni’s 
normal academic demands. Whatever, it finally came about 
that the Academic Board forced Sam to wield the big whip 
and tell Jake, either this course work gets done or you’re 
out. Mission accomplished, you must have thought, except 
that either it seemed possible Jake might indeed get the 
work done, or you simply didn’t trust Sam not to give him a 
bunk-up with his grades. So, under pretence of helping Jake 
out, you sit in his room the night before the deadline, 
feeding him uppers to keep him mentally right on top of 
things, only God knows what else you slip in there till finally 
the boy collapses. Plenty of choice, him being a pedlar ina 
Small way. Then you slip away. Only you made two mistakes, 
Franny. One, you were seen by a witness who can positively 
identify you. Two, you couldn’t resist taking his drug stash 
and, more tellingly, this love token, which it must have torn 
your guts to see Jake flashing around.’ 


He held up the watch. 


He didn’t expect Roote to start like a guilty thing 
Surprised, but the youth was full of surprises. His face 
crumpled and tears came to his eyes as he looked at the 
watch. Could this at last be confession time? Pascoe asked 
himself. 


The security man’s radio crackled. He lifted it to his 
mouth, pressed the Send button, and said, ‘Yes, over.’ Then 
he listened. 


Wield couldn’t make out the words, but didn’t need to, 
the body language told all. 


The security man took a step back from the Praesidium 
men. 


The radio was still pouring urgent words into his ear. 


Don’t be a hero, urged Wield, letting the bike move 
gently forward. 


The man pressed the Send button and began to speak. 


The taller of the other men reached into the cab of the 
pantechnicon. When he straightened up, he had something 
in his hands. 


Wield, because he had that kind of mind, identified it 
even from this distance as a Mossberg 500 ATP8C ,shotgun. 


He sent the Thunderbird raging forward. 


The big man pushed between the Praesidium pair, 
pointed the gun at the security man, and fired. 


The man staggered back drunkenly, took a few steps 
sideways, then collapsed. 


Wield had to swerve to avoid his body and felt the 
machine going from under him. His loss of control probably 
saved his life. The big man had swung the gun to cover his 
approach and now he fired again. Wield heard shot pellets 
ricocheting off concrete, felt a spatter of them bed 
themselves into his leathers. One of the Praesidium men 
was yelling angrily, but his words were drowned by the 
noise of a fast approaching siren. At the same time, several 
more security men came racing down the ramp. 


Wield hadn’t stopped rolling till he fetched up against the 
front wheel of the van. He came to his feet in a single 
movement and scrambled through the open door, pulling it 
shut behind him as the next shot ploughed into the armour- 
plated side. The key was in the ignition. He turned it on, 
pressed on the accelerator and swung the wheel over hard, 
swinging the vehicle round till it crashed into the front of the 
pantechnicon. 


‘Get out of that if you can,’ he mouthed at the big man, 
who sent another ball of shot crashing into the van’s 
window, which bulged and crazed but didn’t give. 


A police van was coming fast up the slip road. 


The heisters seemed uncertain what to do, all except the 
big man, who had seized the crate from the back of the 
pantechnicon and was now dragging it, screaming at the 
others for help, into the loading bay, heading towards the 
service lift. 


The others began to follow him. Police officers and 
security men began to run forward. One-handed, the big 
man sent a shot towards them. It didn’t find a target, but it 
was enough to discourage heroics and send the pursuers 
diving for cover. 


The four fugitives and the crate disappeared into the lift 
and the doors closed. 


Up above, aware of the sound of police sirens but happily 
ignorant of the drama going on beneath her feet, Ellie 
Pascoe grimaced as Suzie’s mum, the founder of the feast, 
acknowledged that the partygoers had eaten as much as 
they could contain. Next on the agenda was the Punch and 
Judy show, a sore test of political correctness but a good 
way of channelling the little buggers’ newly refreshed 
energies and aggressions. 


Leaving the other mums to get the kids into a rough kind 
of line, Ellie went outside to summon Rosie and her friend. 
Litthe Mary came instantly, but Rosie yelled, ‘Just one more 
go,’ and vanished into the Dragon. The sound of sirens was 
nearer, coming from all sides. Along the walkway beyond 
the play area, Ellie saw four men running, two of them in 
some kind of uniform. One of the uniformed men and a 
short square man in overalls were carrying a crate between 
them. The other uniformed man was jogging alongside 
another man in overalls who was huge and carried 
something in his right hand. 


It looked like a gun. 
‘Oh Jesus,’ said Ellie. Then she screamed, ‘Rosie!’ 


Her daughter had appeared on top of the dragon. She 
waved at her mother and launched herself down the 
Switchback neck. The beast roared, the crimson smoke 
belched, Rosie vanished into it and, when she reappeared 
through the fumes, she was caught up under the big man’s 
left arm. 


‘Mum!’ yelled the little girl. 


Ellie began to run forward. Their paths must intersect. 
The gun began to wave in her direction but she knew it 
didn’t matter. It would take more than a gun to stop her 
now. 


But before her suicidal bravado could be put to the test, 
there was the sound of a siren behind her and a police car 
came round the side of the Jumbo Burger Bar. 


The fleeing men changed direction, now heading away 
from the play area towards the crowded commercial 
shopping area of Estotiland. 


Ellie went in pursuit, but as they disappeared through a 
Sliding glass door, she felt herself seized from behind. 


She turned on her captor, swinging her fists, but stopped 
struggling when she saw the unmistakable features of Edgar 
Wield. 


‘They've got Rosie’ she sobbed. 


‘It’ll be OK, Ellie,’ he said urgently. ‘There’s nowhere for 
them to go.’ 


She wanted to believe him, she wanted to run after her 
daughter, she wanted... above all - fuck feminism - she 
wanted her husband. 


‘Wieldy,’ she said. ‘Get Peter, for me. Please. Get Peter!’ 


‘It’s funny,’ said Roote. ‘You know where the 
quotation comes from?’ 


‘Death’s Jest-Book,’ said Pascoe. ‘What’s so funny about 
that?’ 


‘Just the context. A message of love from Sam. But if you 
look at the context of the quote, we’re back with that tragic 
irony you were talking about, Mr Pascoe. Here it is.’ 


He took down the other volume of Beddoes’ works and 
opened it at a page which was marked by what looked like a 
sheet of writing paper. 


He said, ‘Athulf, the Duke’s son, is talking to his brother, 
Adalmar. He says “I have drunk myself immortal.” His 
brother replies, “You are poisoned?” And Athulf says, 


lam blessed, Adalmar. I’ve done’t myself, 

‘Tis nearly passed, for | begin to hear 

Strange but sweet sounds, and the loud rocky dashing 
Of waves, where time into Eternity 

Falls over ruined worlds. 

Beautiful, isn’t it?’ 


‘I’m not here to discuss aesthetics,’ said Pascoe wearily. 
‘If you've got a point, make it, then I'll arrest you.’ 


‘Yes, I’m sorry. My point is....1 think you’d better read this, 
Mr Pascoe.’ 


He removed the bookmark and handed it over. Pascoe 
now saw that it was indeed a sheet of writing paper which 
was enclosed in a piece of transparent plastic through which 
he could see writing. 


He looked up at Roote, who nodded encouragingly. And 
sympathetically. 


Don’t read this, Pascoe told himself. It’s another spell this 
evil sorcerer is laying on you. Take him in, hand htm over to 
Fat Andy, the Witchfinder General! 


But even as he told himself not to read, his eyes were 
taking in the scrawled words. 


Darling Sam its all too much its not just the work though 
thats more than | can get through without the help you 
promised me its what you said to me | thought you loved 
me more than that Im looking at the watch you gave mé as | 
write well my worlds really broken now why did you do this 
to me youve been carrying me for two years now you 
always said that as long as you were around | didnt need to 
worry about grades or anything whats changed Sam except 
that you stopped loving me or maybe all | ever was to you 
was an easy way of getting your gear theres no other 
explanation and | cant bear it | wont bear it Jake 


‘What’s this supposed to be?’ said Pascoe, trying for 
mocking scepticism and failing. In any case Roote looked 
beyond reach of such weak weapons as he began talking in 
a rapid low drone, as if returning somewhere he didn’t want 
to be and wanting out fast. 


‘| was round at Sam’s that night, it was supposed to be a 
review session on my thesis but he wasn’t in any state to 
review anything except his own psyche. He drank and 
rambled about Jake and what he meant to him. There are 
plenty of nasty people around in the academic world, Mr 
Pascoe, and when it became known that Jake’s assessment 
work was way behind schedule, it was made clear to Sam 
that this new deadline was absolute and unextendable, and 
if there were the slightest hint that Sam had been offering 
any special assistance, either by way of writing the 


assignments or grading them, it wouldn’t just be Jake’s head 
on the block. So he’d given him a real talking to and tried to 
shock him into a realization that he had to find his own 
salvation. Now he was beginning to feel he’d gone too far. 
You should never talk to someone you loved like that. He 
wanted to go round and see Frobisher and apologize. What 
did a stupid degree matter anyway? They could set up 
house together, Jake could act as his research assistant, 
happiness ever after was still a possibility, lots of maudlin 
crap like that.’ 


‘| can see how it would have touched your heart’ said 
Pascoe sarcastically. 


‘I’m not pretending | was sorry to see the relationship 
heading for the rocks,’ said Roote. ‘I stopped him going out, 
he kept on drinking and in the end | put him to bed about 
midnight. Then the phone started ringing. | answered it. It 
was Frobisher. He just assumed | was Sam and started off 
with all these incoherent ramblings. | remember thinking, 
Christ, | just get shot of one self-absorbed monologue, and 
now I’m right into another. Then what Jake was actually 
saying began to get through. He’d taken something, lots of 
things from the sound of it. My first reaction was, good 
riddance! I’m not proud of it, but there you go. Finally he 
stopped speaking, and then | got to thinking what this really 
meant. And | knew | had to go round there.’ 


To make sure he’d done the job properly?’ said Pascoe. 


Roote smiled wanly but ignored the crack. ‘| got round 
there, found his door unlocked and him lying on the floor. He 
was dead.’ 


‘Well, that was handy.’ 


‘It was disastrous’ said Roote coldly. ‘I found this note. | 
knew that Jake’s suicide would devastate Sam. Plus the 
knives were out for him in the university, and the reference 


to Frobisher supplying him with dope would finish him 
professionally. So | had to do whatever | could to tidy things 
up. | sat Jake at his table and dug out all his unfinished work 
and set it round him, making it look like he’d been really 
trying to get it into shape. Then | put the jug and glass by 
his hand. | put some pill bottles there too, empty of 
everything except a few uppers. | checked I’d done 
everything | could to make it look accidental, and left. | took 
the note for obvious reasons, and the watch because | didn’t 
want some smart cop making connections with Sam, and 
the drug stash to stop awkward questions being asked 
around the house. The rest you know.’ 


Pascoe sat in silence for a long while. Once more it 
seemed he was cast as Tantulus; the closer to the prize he 
came, the more bitter the pain of seeing it snatched away. 


He said, ‘And you kept the note because ....?’ 


‘Because if it ever emerged that | had been there that 
night, | needed something to back up my story. You can 
check it’s Frobisher’s handwriting, and of course it’ll have 
his fingerprints all over it. As I’m sure you’d agree, Mr 
Pascoe, without it, | might have a problem persuading some 
people that all | did was help a friend in need.’ 


‘That’s true,’ said Pascoe, looking at the note 
thoughtfully. 


Roote smiled. 


‘Another man, Mr Daziel might be tempted to lose this 
note. Or bum it.’ 


‘What makes you think I’m so diffrenet?’ 


Roote didn’t reply but took the unresisting fingers and 
removed it from Pascoe’s unresisting fingers. Then he rifled 
through the contents of desk drawer which Pascoe had 


deposited on the carpet. with a cigarette lighter and nicked 
on the flame. 


‘What are you doing?’ said Pascoe unnecessarily. He 
knew what was going to happen but he had no strength to 
Stop it. 


‘Just clearing up,’ said Roote. 


He held the flame beneath the paper till it shrivelled up 
and fell away in ashes. 


‘There,’ said Roote. ‘Now you can proceed without any 
risk of contradiction, Mr Pascoe. If you are so convinced of 
my guilt, the way is clear. You’ve proof | was there. | admit | 
interfered with the scene. As for the rest, it’s just the word 
of a convicted felon. Sounds like you’ve got a pretty good 
case. Shall we go down to the station now?’ 


It’s always me being judged, me being tested, thought 
Pascoe desperately. Shall | call his bluff, if it is a bluff? Could 
be the real reason he burnt that note is that now no one can 
ever check the writing and the prints. Could be he wrote it 
himself against this eventuality, and now I’m the only living 
person who can vouch that it ever existed! 


His head felt muzzy and heavy. He should still be in bed. 
He was in no state to be making this kind of decision. What 
to do? What to do? 


Somewhere a phone rang. 

‘Aren’t you going to answer that?’ he demanded. 

‘| think’ said Roote, ‘it’s yours.’ 

Pascoe reached into his pocket and took out his mobile. 


He didn’t want to talk to anybody, but anybody was 
better than talking to Roote. ‘Yes’ he croaked. 


‘Pete, that you?’ said Wield’s voice. 


‘Yes.’ 
‘Pete, I’m at Estotiland. We’ve got a bad situation here.’ 


Pascoe listened. After a while his legs gave way and he 
sat down heavily. Questions crowded his mind but he 
couldn’t find the words for them. 


He said, ‘I’m coming.’ 

With difficulty he stood up. 

Roote looked with alarm at his colourless face and said, 
‘Mr Pascoe, are you ill?’ 

‘I’ve got to go.’ 

‘Go where? Please, sit down, I'll call a doctor.’ 

‘I've got to go to Estotiland. My daughter...’ 


He began to move to the door like a man walking on 
Saturn. 


‘You can’t drive,’ said Roote. ‘Not without your car keys 
anyway.’ 


He picked up Pascoe’s discarded jacket, felt in the 
pockets, produced the keys. 


‘Give them here,’ snarled Pascoe. 


‘No way,’ said Roote. ‘You'll kill yourself. Tell you what, 
though, I'll drive you. Deal? Come on, Mr Pascoe. You know 
I’m right.’ 

‘You always are, Franny, that’s your problem,’ said 
Pascoe, not resisting. ‘You always fucking are.’ 


Roote drove as Pascoe, if he’d been in a state to notice, 
would have expected him to drive. Smoothly, efficiently, 
never taking obvious risks, but always first away at lights, 
Slipping into the narrowest of gaps at _ intersections, 
overtaking slower vehicles at the earliest opportunity, so 


that they were out of town and hurtling down the road to 
Estotiland in the shortest time possible. 


As he drove he asked questions. Pascoe, using all his will 
to hold himself together mentally and physically, had none 
left over to resist interrogation and answered automatically. 
The whole story unfolded. Only once did Roote make any 
attempt at conventional reassurance and that was when 
Polchard was mentioned. 


‘Mate?’ he said. ‘Then there’s nothing to worry about. 
Necessary violence only. He’ll know there’s no benefit in 
hurting your daughter.’ 


‘Where was the benefit in drowning Lee Lubanski?’ 
replied Pascoe dully. ‘He did it all the same.’ 


As they approached the Complex, Roote said, ‘Looks like 
wall-to-wall fuzz ahead. You got one of those noddy lights? 
Else we’re going to take forever getting through.’ Pascoe 
reached in the back and found the lamp. He hadn’t used it 
since that morning he’d raced along the bus lane to get 
Rosie to her clarinet lesson on time, the same morning he’d 
had his apparent vision of Roote. 


Even with the lamp flashing, a couple of cops seemed 
inclined to check their progress but rapidly hopped aside as 
Roote wove his way through the scatter of cars with 
undiminished speed. 


‘We've got to find out where to go’ said Pascoe, reaching 
for his phone. 


‘It’s all right. I’m following Mr Dalziel.’ 


Pascoe had been aware of a car ahead of them, but now 
for the first time he realized who was in it. 


As he watched, it skidded to a stop by a side door in the 
structure holding the main shopping mall. The Fat Man got 
out and headed inside. Pascoe reached over and leaned on 


the horn. Dalziel paused, looked round, then waited for 
them to get out and join him. His gaze touched curiously on 
Roote but his main concern was for Pascoe. 


‘Pete, you look like shit. But I’m glad you’re here for 
Ellie’s sake. No change as far as | can make out. Let’s get 
inside and check.’ 


They went inside. A few steps behind, Roote followed. 


They climbed a flight of stairs till they reached a door 
marked security - no admittance without pass. A uniformed 
constable stood outside. For a moment he looked inclined to 
hinder their progress, but one look at Dalziel’s face changed 
his mind. 


Inside they passed through a large office into an even 
larger control room with TV monitors banked up an entire 
wall. There were several people here, including Wield and DI 
Rose. And Ellie. 


She saw her husband and came to him in a rush. They 
embraced like lovers on a sinking ship, each other’s last 
hope in a disintegrating world. 


Dalziel said, ‘Situation?’ 
He spoke to Wield, not to Rose. 


The sergeant said, ‘There’s four of them. They’re on the 
top floor, back of the building, lingerie department.’ 


‘Lingerie!’ 


‘No significance. Just happens to be the section you 
arrive at if you keep heading up towards the roof, which was 
what they were after, | reckon. It’s a flat roof with several 
fire escapes. By the time they showed there, we’d got the 
escapes covered, though. DI Rose’s quick thinking saw to 
that.’ 


For the first time Dalziel looked at the South Yorkshire DI. 


‘Stan, isn’t it?’ he said. ‘Stan the Serpent. How do you 
see things, Hissing Stan?’ 


Poor sod, thought Wield. He’s tracked dirt on to Andy 
Dalziel’s carpet and he’s going to have his nose rubbed in it. 


Rose said, ‘We’ve got an Armed Response Unit in 
position, all exits covered, Inspector Curtis in charge, he’s 
out there doing a recce at the moment.’ 


Pascoe and Ellie had broken apart now. 


Pascoe said, ‘What about contact? Have they made any 
demands?’ 


He was still looking like shit, thought Dalziel, but not such 
bad shit. Nothing like being at the front to stiffen the sinews, 
Summon up the blood. 


‘Not yet. There’s a phone up there. We keep on ringing 
but no one’s picked it up yet.’ 


‘Can we see anything on the closed circuit?’ asked 
Pascoe, staring desperately at the wall of screens. 


‘Sorry. Those two there, B3 and 4, cover that area of the 
top floor.’ 


‘Shot them out, did they?’ 


‘Don’t think so’ said a man in a black suit. ‘I’m Kilroy, 
Head of Security for Estotiland. | think they’ve got someone 
who knows his electronics. | think they simply disconnected 
them.’ 


Ellie said to Pascoe, ‘But they saw them arrive before the 
monitors went. Rosie was with them, she looked OK, isn’t 
that right?’ 


She was asking for a repeat reassurance for herself as 
much as for her husband. 


One of the security men monitoring the screens turned 
round and nodded reassuringly. 


‘Yeah, she was walking with one of them, he was holding 
her hand, but she didn’t look distressed or owt. In fact she 
seemed to be talking away ten to the dozen.’ 


‘That’s my girl,’ said Dalziel. ‘She'll be grand.’ 


Ignoring him, Pascoe said, ‘Any other hostages? The 
place must have been packed with people.’ 


‘We sounded the fire alarm,’ said Wield. ‘Got everyone 
out double quick. We’d no idea where they were headed and 
it seemed best just to clear the whole complex.’ 


‘Drills worked a treat,’ said Kilroy. ‘Everyone safely out in 
eight and a half minutes.’ 


‘Nice to know your fire drills work so well,’ grated Dalziel. 
‘Likely you’ll get a bonus.’ 


‘Sir, one of Mr Kilroy’s men’s in hospital, critical,’ said 
Wield warningly. 


‘Is that right? I’m sorry for it, Mr Kilroy.’ 
The radio Wield was holding crackled into life. 
‘Control to Serpent 5.’ 


Dalziel seized it and said, ‘Fuck serpents. Dalziel here. 
What?’ 

‘We've got all four now, sir. You know we picked up the 
first two when they dumped the security van 


‘Don’t waste my time telling me things | bloody well 
know!’ roared Dalziel. 


‘Sorry, sir. The pair in the transit spotted the arrest and 
took off. Pursued them for fifty miles, then crashed on the 
Al, no serious injuries.’ 


‘More’s the pity. That it?’ 


‘Just hearing from Sergeant Bowman and the team that 
went round to interview Mr Belchamber. Bit odd.’ 


‘| like odd’ said Dalziel. ‘Patch me through. Bowman, 
Dalziel here. What’s the situation?’ 


‘We're outside Belchamber’s house. His car’s here, open. 
There’s a bag in it with a bunch of money and a plane ticket 
for Malaga. OK to break the front door down, sir?’ 


‘With a bulldozer if you like,’ growled Dalziel. 


He looked at the others. He could see on the Pascoes’ 
faces the thought that this was an unnecessary diversion. 
He wasn’t about to tell them it was necessary for him, to 
give himself time to work out what the hell to do next. 


‘Sir, Bowman here. We're inside. We've found Mr 
Belchamber. He’s wearing fancy dress. Some sort of Roman 
soldier’s outfit, | think. And he’s got a sword stuck in his 
belly. Ambulance on the way.’ 


‘Not dead then?’ said Dalziel. 
‘Not yet, but it don’t look like it’s going to be long, sir.’ 


‘Oh, tell him to take as long as he likes,’ said Dalziel. 
‘Keep me posted.’ 


He tossed the radio back to Wield and said, ‘All right, Mr 
Kilroy, you’re the on-the-spot -expert. How do you see the 
situation here?’ 


‘From the point of view of containment, we’ve got them 
bottled up,’ said the security man. ‘No way out. But no easy 
way in either to take them by surprise. Defensively, they’ve 
picked the best spot in the complex.’ 


‘He’s right,’ said a new voice. 


The door had opened and a man in ARU gear had come 


‘You Curtis?’ said Dalziel. 
‘Yes, Sir.’ 
‘So what’s the problem? There’s only four of them, right?’ 


The newcomer, a crop-haired man who looked like he 
worked out between work-outs, glanced frowningly at Ellie. 


‘It’s all right’ said Dalziel. ‘You can talk in front of Mrs 
Pascoe. She’s one of us.’ 


Meaning, thought Wield, if | could think of any way of 
getting her out of here, | would, but | can’t, so let’s set on 
with it! 


“Four’s enough, depending on how many of them are 
armed’ said Curtis. 


‘Only saw one weapon’ said Wield. 
‘You want to bet money they don’t have more?’ 
Wield shook his head. 


‘Me neither. The point is, where they are there’s no 
windows. There’s an office with one door on to the retail 
floor. Behind the office there’s a series of stock rooms with a 
service lift. They’ve immobilized the lift, so our only 
approach is full frontal on the office door across the display 
area, which we reckon they’ve got full CCTV coverage of.’ 


‘All retail sections have their own monitors for on-the- 
spot surveillance for shoplifters and so on’ explained Kilroy. 
‘All they had to do was disconnect our link.’ 


‘We could cut off power, but the one thing we’ve heard 
from them was someone yelling out, “Anyone touches the 
electrics and we come out shooting with the little girl 
leading the way.”’ 


He glanced apologetically at Ellie. 


‘So they can see us but we can’t see them? Bloody 
marvellous’ said Dalziel. ‘So. what are your 
recommendations, Inspector?’ 


‘Limited options, I’m afraid. Either the long game or 
direct assault full frontal 


‘You mean stun grenades and CS gas?’ said Ellie. ‘Andy, 
for God’s sake, tell them!’ 


‘It’s OK. We'll do nowt that will risk harming Rosie’ 
assured the Fat Man. ‘What about listening devices? Photo 
optics? We need to know what’s going on in there’ 


‘We're working on it’ said Curtis. ‘Like | say, it’s hard 
getting any kind of access’ 


‘He seems to be managing’ said one of the security men 
before the monitors. 


Everyone looked. On one of the screens a figure was 
striding boldly through a display of men’s outdoor clothing 
towards a line of lifts. A man in plainclothes intercepted him 
and spoke. He took something out of his pocket, showed it, 
said a few words, then entered one of the lifts and the doors 
closed behind him. 


‘Christ almighty, it’s Roote!’ exclaimed Dalziel. ‘Who’s 
that plonker he spoke to?’ 


‘He’s one of mine’ said Rose, pulling out his mobile. 


He did a quick dial. The man on the screen took out his 
phone and put it to his ear. 


‘Joe’ said Rose, ‘that guy you just let get into the lift. . ‘ 


He listened then said, ‘He says it was DCI Pascoe. He 
showed him his warrant.’ 


Pascoe slapped his hand to his pocket. 


‘Shit!’ he said. ‘The bastard had hold of my jacket.’ 
‘Where’s he going?’ said Dalziel. 


There he is, top floor. Looks like he’s heading for the 
lingerie department’ said Kilroy. 


‘We'll soon stop him’ said Curtis, raising his radio. 

‘No!’ cried Ellie. 

Curtis looked at her, looked at Dalziel. 

‘Andy’ said Ellie, ‘he’s doing something. Nobody else is.’ 
The Fat Man said, ‘Pete?’ 


Pascoe rubbed his hand across his face. Pale before, now 
all colour seemed erased by the movement. 


He said, hopelessly, ‘Let him go. Why not? Perhaps ... Let 
him go.’ 

‘Inspector, tell your men not to get in his way’ ordered 
Dalziel. 


‘Your decision, sir’ said Curtis, in a tone which said just as 
clearly, And your career. 


He spoke into his radio. They watched as Roote walked 
off the edge of the monitor. 


‘He’s into the area covered by the dead cameras’ said 
Kilroy. 


Curtis, his radio clamped to his ear, said, ‘Sir, my men 
have him in sight. He’s standing looking towards the door of 
the stock area like he wants to be seen. Now he’s walking 
across the display area. He’s at the door. It’s opening. He’s 
gone inside.’ 


‘So what do we do now?’ said Stan Rose. 
They all looked at Dalziel. 


He scratched his left buttock like the Count of Monte 
Cristo beginning to work on the walls of his cell. 


‘We wait’ he said. ‘Pete, lad, you always said yon Roote 
could talk a rabbi into sharing a packet of pork scratchings. 
Let’s hope that for once you’re right about the sod!’ 


Franny Roote! It really is you. Here, what do you 
think?’ 


Mate Polchard was sitting behind a desk on which he had 
placed a travelling chessboard with magnetic pieces. 


On the floor, seated against an open packing case, was 
Rosie Pascoe, eating a chocolate bar. On her head rested a 
cirque of gold in the form of two snakes. She glanced at the 
newcomer, decided he didn’t look much fun, and returned 
her full attention to the chocolate. Nearby a short squat 
blockhouse of a man in blue overalls was watching.a couple 
of security screens on which the lingerie retail floor could be 
seen in its entirety. Of the other two gang members, there 
was no sign. 


Roote advanced and looked at the disposition of pieces 
on the chessboard. It was an early middlegame situation, 
the pieces developed, no losses yet on either side, but Black 
had a bit of a problem in the centre. 


‘Samisch - Capablanca 1929,’ he said. ‘Black’s 
knackered.’ 

‘Bit early to be saying that, isn’t it?’ said Polchard, 
frowning. 

‘That’s what Capablanca thought. Played on for another 


fifty moves. He still lost’ said Roote. ‘He’d have done better 
to give in gracefully and go off for a bit of shut-eye.’ 


‘That’s how it looks to you, is it?’ 


‘That’s how it is, Mate,’ said Roote. ‘Like you once said to 
me, the thing about chess is it teaches you to see things 
that have happened before they’ve happened.’ 


‘| said that? Must be true. How’ve you been, Fran? Never 
came to see me in Wales.’ 


‘You know how it is,’ said Roote. ‘Out on licence, they see 
you associating with the king of crime, they don’t listen 
when you say we’re just playing chess. Then, later on, | got 
a new life going. I’m an academic now. A teacher, sort of.’ 


‘| know what a fucking academic is,’ said Polchard. 
‘Do you? Wish | did,’ said Roote placatingly. 

‘Much money in it?’ 

‘If you know where to look.’ 


‘That’s the secret, isn’t it? Knowing where to look. That 
kid there, she’s got more money on her bonce than you'll 
ever see, I'd guess.’ 


‘| get along,’ said Roote with a serene smile. ‘You know 
who she is, do you?’ 


‘She keeps telling us her dad’s some VIP and he’s going 
to come along and whip our arses. She can certainly talk, 1’ll 
give her that. Couldn’t think how to shut her up till | found 
that whoever uses this desk is a chocoholic. Fancy a Mars 
Bar?’ 


‘No thanks. She’s DCI Pascoe’s daughter.’ 


‘Is that right?’ said Polchard indifferently. ‘Bad choice 
then. Could have been worse, though. Could have been that 
fat bastard’s lass.’ 


‘Still not good, Mate. The security guard that got shot’s 
still alive, by the way.’ 


‘Glad to hear it. Nothing to do with me though. You can’t 
get the help these days.’ 


‘No? This the same mad bastard who topped the kid in 
the canal?’ 


‘You know a lot,’ said Polchard, looking at Roote 
speculatively. ‘That was definitely nothing to do with me. 
What are you doing here anyway?’ 


‘Helping out a friend. Two friends, if | include you, Mate. 
Think about it. Good lawyer, few years improving your 
chess, no sweat.’ 


‘Good lawyer.’ Polchard smiled wanly. ‘Used to have one 
of those. Reckon | might be needing another now. What you 
got in mind for the endgame, Franny?’ 


‘| walk out of here with the girl, tell them you’re coming 
out too. Couple of minutes later, you show; the hard men 
with guns do a lot of shouting but no shooting, and before 
you know it, you’re nice and comfy where you don’t have to 
worry about the taxman.’ 


Polchard bent his head over the board for a long 
moment. Then with his forefinger he flicked the black king 
off its magnetic base. 


‘Off you go then,’ he said. 


‘Right,’ said Franny. ‘How about the guns? You want | 
should take them too?’ 


Polchard laughed. 


‘There’s only the one, and | knew nothing about it till it 
went off. No, Franny, leave the gun to me. | really don’t 
think you want to hang around and try to persuade your old 
chum to hand it over to you, do you?’ 


‘My old chum?’ said Franny, puzzled. 
For the first time Polchard looked surprised. 


‘You don’t know? Well, well. And here’s me thinking you 
were really brave! He’s wandering around looking for a way 
out.’ Polchard glanced towards the stock-room door and 
lowered his voice. I'd push off before he comes back if | 
were you.’ 


‘But who... ?’ 
‘Go while you can!’ 


When Polchard spoke with that degree of urgency, even 
the screws at Chapel Syke had jumped. 


He went to Rosie and offered her his hand. She stood up. 
Her mouth was stained with chocolate. The serpent crown 
which was too big for her slim head slipped to one side. She 
looked like a tipsy cupid. 


‘Your dad sent me’ he said. 


She looked at him assessingly. He had seen the same 
expression in her father’s eyes. This time it was followed by 
belief and acceptance, which had never happened with 
Pascoe. 


They walked hand in hand to the door. He opened it 
Slowly and stood there a moment just to make sure the 
watchers on the far side of the display area registered who 
it was. 


It was a moment too long. 


‘Roote! It is you that Roote, you fucking bastard! I’ve 
been waiting a long time for this! Bring the kid back inside.’ 


Franny’s brain, always hyperactive behind that calm 
front, had already worked out who Polchard had to be 
talking about. It wasn’t hard. All he had to do was run a 
finger down the list of people he’d met in the Syke, looking 
for the kind of madman who'd disobey even the great 
Mate’s instructions and smuggle a gun on a job and use it. 


He reached down and took the serpent crown off the 
girl’s head and said in a low voice, ‘Rosie, when | say run, 
run! But not straight. Run right. OK?’ 


‘OK,’ said the little girl, deciding she’d been wrong and 
maybe he was fun after all. 


Slowly Roote turned and faced the man who stood in the 
stock-room doorway. 


He was big, very big. He had a black woolly hat like a 
funeral parlour tea-cosy pulled very low over his brow. And 
he was holding a shotgun. 


Seeing he had Franny’s full attention, he took one hand 
off the weapon and tore off the hat to reveal a bald head 
tattooed with an eagle whose talons were poised over his 
eyes. 


Roote’s face split in a broad grin. 


‘No, Dendo, you didn’t ... it’s real, is it? You got yourself 
tattooed in loving memory of poor old Brillo! Now that’s 
really touching. You make a great tombstone!’ 


‘Get inside! Brillo would want this to be slow!’ 


‘Of course he would,’ said Franny Roote, stepping forward 
so that his body was between the gunman and the girl. ‘He 
needed everything slow, didn’t he, the poor bastard. Run!’ 


Rosie set off right. Roote sent the serpent crown spinning 
towards Bright then hurled himself left. The first shot ripped 
along his shoulder but he kept running. Bright came to the 
doorway, his face mottled with such rage it was hard to see 
where the tattoo ended and unsullied flesh began. And then 
a fusillade from the waiting marksmen punched a new and 
final pattern into his body. But he still managed to get off 
one more shot. 


Roote felt a blow in the middle of his back. It didn’t feel 
all that much, the kind of congratulatory slap one 
overhearty sportsman might give another to acknowledge a 
good move. But it switched off the connection between his 
brain and his limbs and he went down like a pole-axed steer. 


Men in police combat gear carrying guns came running 
across the floor to the stock room. Rosie Pascoe leapt into 
Ellie’s arms with such force they both collapsed to the 
ground and already, even as they lay there locked together, 
the girl was describing her wonderful adventure. Dalziel 
took possession of an unresisting Mate Polchard. Wield 
stepped over Dendo Bright’s body like it was a dog dropping 
and stooped to pick up the serpent crown. He saw nothing 
of its beauty. To him it was a bit of bent metal which wasn’t 
worth the loss of a single second of Lee Lubanski’s life. 


And Pascoe, after sinking his face briefly in his daughter’s 
hair, left her to her mother and went straight to Franny 
Roote. 


He put his arm round him to make him more comfortable 
and felt the warm blood oozing between his fingers. 


“Medics!’ he screamed. ‘Get some help here, for fuck’s 
sake!’ 


‘Made up your mind yet, Mr Pascoe?’ said the youth ina 
voice scarcely louder than a whisper. ‘Going to put me on 
trial? No, of course you’re not. It’s not in you...’ 


‘Don’t be too sure. | can be a right bastard when | try’ 
said Pascoe with an effort at lightness. ‘We’ll talk t about 
it when you’re convalescing.’ 


‘Convalescing? | don’t think so.’ 


His eyes clouded for a moment then cleared again and 
he seemed to take in his surroundings and began to laugh, 
painfully. 


‘Remember that inscription | told you about? Need a 
change now. Franny Roote ... Born in Hope ... Died in Ladies 
Underwear ... even better, eh?’ 


A paramedic arrived and knelt down beside the wounded 
man. Pascoe tried to move aside but Roote’s fingers found 
strength from somewhere to hold him back. 


‘Know what the date is?’ he said. ‘January the twenty- 
sixth. Same day Beddoes died. Funny that.’ 


‘Don’t talk about dying,’ said Pascoe sharply. ‘You can’t 
die yet. It’s not your time.’ 


‘Want to keep me alive, Mr Pascoe? It would be a good 
trick. For all his talk of death, | sometimes think Beddoes 
would have liked to master it. But why should you want me 
alive if you’re not going to try me?’ 


‘So | can thank you, Franny’ said Pascoe desperately. ‘So 
you can’t die.’ 


‘You know me, Mr Pascoe ... always looking for someone 
who'd tell me what to do’ said Roote smiling. 


The paramedic was doing what he could, all the while 
talking urgently into his lapel radio, demanding to know 
where the hell the stretcher was and saying they needed a 
chopper here, an ambulance would be too slow. Franny 
showed no reaction to the sound of his voice or the touch of 
his hands or the prick of his needle. Still he kept tight hold 
of Pascoe’s hand and never once took his eyes off his face, 
and Pascoe locked on to the young man’s gaze as if by 
Sheer force of will he could hold it steady and bright. 


All around them was noise and bustle, people moving 
swiftly, men shouting orders, radios crackling, distant sirens 
wailing; but for all the heed either of them took of this, they 
might have been a pair of still and isolated figures sitting 
under the solitary moon in the hush’d Chorasmian waste 


where the river Oxus flows on his long and winding journey 
to the Aral Sea. 


Imagined Scenes 
from 
AMONG OTHER THINGS: 
The Quest for Thomas Lovell Beddoes 
by Sam Johnson MA, PhD 


(revised, edited and completed by Francis Xavier Roote 
MA, PhD) 


It is January 26th, 1849. In the Town Hospital of Basel, 
Thomas Lovell Beddoes awakes. It is early. The large garden 
overlooked from his window is still in darkness and the birds 
that winter there have not yet unlocked the first notes of 
their aubade. 


He feels a stab of pain in his right leg, just beneath the 
knee joint. He grimaces, then smiles as the pain fades. The 
ghost of a poem in the comic macabre style flits through his 
mind. In it the amputated limbs tossed into the furnace of 
the hospital mortuary sing their resentment at this enforced 
exile from their proper sphere and send farewell messages 
to the bodies that have betrayed them. 


He shifts in his bed and a book falls to the floor. He 
Shares his bed with numerous volumes which range across 
all his interests, from medical treatises through modern 
German novels and translations of the classics to a new 
collection of Goethe’s letters to Frau von Stein. Absent only 
are the radical tracts of earlier days. He has said goodbye to 
all that. 


He lies there with his eyes staring into the dark until light 
begins to seep through the edges of the heavy curtains, 


then he throws back the coverlet in a torrent of books and 
rolls out of bed. 


With the aid of a crutch he has achieved an agility which 
is the wonder of Dr Ecklin and Dr Frey and all the hospital 
attendants. His generally lively demeanour gives them hope 
of a matching mental recovery and if his jokes have 
something of a macabre cast, then they always did. 


Later in the day, as he moves rapidly out of the hospital 
grounds, he returns cheerful greetings to those he 
encounters who often pause to watch his progress with 
admiration. 


On his way into town he passes the house where Konrad 
Degen is lodged but he does not pause. That too is over. 
Degen has been persuaded by mutual acquaintance to 
return from Frankfurt to Basel to aid his old patron’s 
recuperation. But a true friend would have needed no 
persuasion. And a son would have crawled over hot coals to 
comfort his stricken father. 


In a quiet side street he pauses a while to make sure he 
is unobserved by anyone of his acquaintance. Then he 
enters an apothecary’s shop where he is’ greeted 
deferentially as Herr Doktor Beddoes and offered a chair in 
which he sits and chats about his medical researches while 
his required prescriptions are made up. 


Back at the hospital, he tells his attendant that his 
excursion, though enjoyable, has fatigued him and he is now 
going to rest for a few hours. 


Locking his door, he takes from his pocket the drugs he 
has obtained. Only one of them does he have any use for. 
He mixes it in a glass of heavy Rhenish wine, sips, makes a 
wry face, adds a little more wine, sips again, then sits down 
at the table which stands before the window and sharpens a 
pen. His mind meanwhile is running through a list of 


possible correspondents. His sense of drama, though it falls 
well short of that necessary to a practical rather than a 
literary playwright, is refined enough to know that more 
than one last letter is a profligacy which risks touching the 
absurd. 


His choice is made. Phillips, a good and noble man, head 
of a happy family and a pattern for fathers everywhere. 


He scrawls across the head of his paper Jo Mr Revell 
Phillios, The Middle Temple, London, and begins to write, 
pausing from time to time to sip his wine. 


Outside the day is dying young. 
My dear Phillips, 
! am food for what |! am good for - worms. 


Food for... good for ... | could use that. Make a note? 
Hardly worth it! The echo of Hotspur’s dying speech makes 
him think of Konrad. He pushed the thought aside. 


‘| have made a will here which | desire to be respected, 
and add the donation of £20 to Dr Ecklin, my physician. 


W. Beddoes must have a case (50 bottles) of Champagne 
Moet 1847 to drink my 


He pauses. My health? Hardly. Then he smiles and starts 
writing again. 


death in. 


Thanks for all kindness. Borrow the £200. You are a good 
& noble man & your children must look sharp to be like you. 


YOUrS, 
if my own, ever, 
TL. B. 
He throws down his pen. 


It is over. 


But the retiring actor does not leave the stage without 
many a backward glance and the retiring singer can never 
resist one last reprise, and no real writer ever truly retires. 


So he takes up his pen again and scribbles a few more 
lines. 


Love to Anna, Henry, the Beddoes ofLongvill and Zoe and 
Emmeline King - 


Anyone missed out? Of course, the most important of 
them all. 


also to Kelsall whom | beg to look at my MSS and print or 
not as he thinks fit. | ought to have been among other 
things a good poet. Life was too great a bore on one peg 
and that a bad one. 


Bit self-pitying that? Perhaps. End on a jest, that’s the 
true way of death! He winces as he feels a spasm in his gut 
from the poison. Then he smiles again. A little medical joke 
to finish with. 


Buy for Dr Ecklin above mentioned one ofReade’s best 
stomach-pumps. 


Perhaps he should elaborate on this but now the pen 
feels heavy in his hand and his lids feel heavy on his eyes. 


He sets the pen down, takes up the note and carefully 
pins it to his shirt. He drains the wineglass and hops across 
to his bed across which he sprawls supine. 


By now it is quite dark outside. Or is the darkness his 
alone? He does not know. His mind ranges across his life, his 
huge hopes - for himself, for mankind - and their huge 
failure, which somehow at this moment of departure does 
not seem quite so huge. Fantastic images spin across his 
brain and instinctively he reaches out to them and tries to 


trap them in a net of words. Now he is seeing death, not on 
the slab, not on the stage, not on the printed page, but real 
and active and standing before him, rendering all those 
thousand of words he has used to describe it sadly 
inadequate - shards of a broken glass, ashes of an 
incinerated painting, echoes of a distant music. If only he 
could raise his pen now, he might after all be more than a 
good poet, he might be a great one. 


Is it too late? Who knows? Can death take a joke as well 
as make one? 


His lips part, his collapsing lungs strive to uncrease 
thernselves and take in that rich and healing air which he 
knows can revive him, but his strength has gone. Death’s 
jest is complete. 


So Thomas Lovell Beddoes exhales his last breath 
bearing his last words. 


‘Fetch the cow ... fetch the cow...’ 


The End 


